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      “Wow. Wow. Wow. Oh, my God. I can’t believe I just did that. Wow!” I just kept saying the same three things aloud as I drove out of the parking lot.

      I was so shocked by my actions, but not really in a bad way because five minutes ago, Billionaire did something to my body that made me feel better than I’ve ever felt in my life. For the last couple of months, I had been going to sleep at night, craving this man. I had sexual thoughts about him that I had to ask forgiveness for every day because I knew the things I was thinking were unacceptable. If I kept thinking like I was, I would pretty soon dive right into temptation and have sex with him.

      Tonight was temptation for me. I just remember the intensity of our kisses. It was the way he touched me tonight mixed with how he was looking at me. Plus, I was extra vulnerable at the time because I’d just finished crying after letting both of his baby mothers get under my skin. Denim got to me the most, though.

      Billionaire had a way of calming me down, which spoke volumes because I knew how stubborn I could be, especially once I had my mind made up about something. When I left the party tonight and was speed walking to my car, it was like I’d already made up my mind and swore that whatever Billionaire and I were building was done. I just wanted out.

      I had been bullied since I was in elementary school. Because I was so skinny, and people thought I was weird looking because I had this rich, chocolate skin and gray eyes that few people had, I was constantly picked on. The bullying occurred until I got into high school. I brought this up to basically show that when someone said something that I didn’t like or agree with, I knew how to handle myself. However, Sidnesha nor Denim put an ounce of fear in my heart because, for one, what took place in that bathroom just made them seem like mean girls. It also showed that they were bothered by my very existence.

      I didn’t run off because they scared me; I ran off because I really liked Billionaire, but I would not put up with disrespect from his children’s mothers. I’m telling you, my mind was made up in that parking lot. I was an emotional wreck, crying because I liked him, but I knew that I had to listen to my heart and realize the toxicity that would enter into my life if I kept pursuing him.

      That was the original plan before Billionaire came outside, demanding to know what was wrong with me. It was the plan before he lifted me in his arms and kissed me. The plan before he got on his knees and asked if he could eat me. I didn’t know that much about sex because I had experienced nothing. Don’t get me wrong, I knew how the female body worked and things like that, but sex had always been something that I would live vicariously through female actresses in the romance movies I loved to watch in my free time. I was smart enough to know that no real sex happened in the middle of filming a movie or a show. However, even still, I always just thought that the feelings of ecstasy, the euphoria, and the moaning behind all it was just fake.

      My whole mindset was changed tonight because, babbbby, it is real. Even as I drove home, I kept checking my phone every two minutes to see if Billionaire had texted me to ask for my address, so he could come over. I needed that feeling again. I wanted to be wrapped in his arms and kissing him again.

      It wasn’t even the fact that in less than ten minutes, he had given me three orgasms back to back. Instead, I could see in his eyes that he did care about me. I saw how angry he’d gotten when I was standing there, trying to break up with him. I was now convinced that he would not hurt me, and I wanted to see if I could give us a chance. I knew I would have to toughen up, though, because if I didn’t, I would lose a good man.

      I’m talking about a man parading me around the whole party tonight and telling people I was his wife. I didn’t hear him use the term girlfriend, at all tonight. Even when I met his mother, he told his mother I was his wife. He did the same thing with his father, his grandmother, and all his homeboys. His family was so accepting of me, making me feel like I had been stressing and worrying about tonight for no reason. I just wished that my father welcomed Billionaire with open arms as his family did with me. His mother was smiling ear to ear, all night, telling Billionaire every chance she got that she liked me for him. Same thing with his father and his grandmother.

      His parents liking me should have been all the validation I needed, but no, I still let his baby mothers trigger me. I met both of his children, but it was brief because they were too busy having fun, running around with the other kids in attendance. Billionaire had such beautiful children. His son was literally his twin. I felt like I was just staring at a miniature version of him. His daughter, Khari, she didn’t have many features from Billionaire because she looked so much like her mother. I let one negative thing that happened tonight knock negate the positives that took place, and for that, I had to know that I was tripping big time.

      When I pulled up to my home, it was well after midnight, almost one o’clock. There was a car parked in my driveway that I knew all too well. I sighed, wondering why he was there. It was my father, and we hadn’t spoken since last week at my book signing. I didn’t even attend church service the following Sunday. Neither did I go to Bible study on Wednesday. I’ll be the first to say it is a free country, and I am welcome to go anywhere I please, so my father telling me I was no longer allowed at his church was not the reason I didn’t show up. I just felt like things were still so fresh, and we needed time to just not be around each other. I couldn’t believe that I allowed him to keep me from attending church because I religiously went every Sunday. I did, however, watch the service online because they always streamed it live, but it wasn’t the same as actually being there.

      That Sunday, I just couldn’t believe he had the nerve to preach about family and how we should love our family, yet he was treating me like an enemy.

      My mother had been calling and telling me that she was talking to my father and trying to get him to calm down. Do you know this lady had the nerve to say to me, “Well, Normani, since it’s still early between you and Billionaire, maybe you should just call it quits with him. I’m only saying this because it is affecting you and your father’s relationship.”

      Her telling me that just made me so angry. I got it, he was the man in their marriage. I knew a man was the head of the household, and it was their job to lead, but there also needed to be a time when my mom stepped up and let her husband know that he was wrong. I would respect my father as a man so much more if he just said he didn’t like Billionaire, and that he wasn’t the one for me, but he would allow me the chance to see if I would get hurt in this relationship or if it would actually work out. But for him to be disrespectful not only to him but to me as well, it just left me disappointed in him as a whole. I felt like he wasn’t that same God-fearing man I thought I knew all these years.

      I used to think my father was perfect. He got up in that pulpit every Sunday and preached to his congregation about loving our neighbors and not thinking we are better than someone else. At five years old, I remember my father instilling in me how I needed to treat the janitor with the same respect as I would treat the CEO of the company. Those words meant nothing to me now. He probably was just saying it because it sounded good. Obviously, he wasn’t practicing what he had been preaching all these years.

      I released a sigh as I parked my car in the driveway, not even bothering to pull it into the garage like I would usually do. As I was getting out of the car, it hit me that I wasn’t even wearing any underwear. Billionaire still had them in his pockets. I don’t know why, but I felt like a scared little girl sneaking into my house after missing curfew. As grown as I was, I just always felt like a little girl again whenever it came to my father.

      As I reached in the seat to get my purse, I saw him stand up from the chair he was sitting in on my porch. With my purse over my shoulder, I walked over to the porch. As late as it was, my father didn’t have an ounce of sleepiness in his face. He was often up at this time of the night anyway because he would usually get his sermons together after my mother went to bed.

      I made it to him and stood on the bottom step, looking up at him. My father was dressed down tonight in a black sweatsuit because it was chilly outside. His arms were folded, and it was like he was examining me. More than likely, he was trying to see if he could determine whether I was still a virgin. It’s like he took my purity ring more seriously than I did.

      “Where are you coming from? It’s almost one in the morning, and you just now come straggling in the house? I’ve been out here waiting for you to come home since nine o’clock,” he spat, looking at me like he was absolutely disgusted.

      Maybe I was too soft or something, but I hated the idea of my father loving me less. That’s what it felt like; it felt like he no longer loved me like he used to, and that bothered me so bad. Although I had a game face on, pretending that everything was all right, my heart was breaking.

      “I’m coming from a birthday party. What do you mean I’m straggling in the house? I’m walking perfectly fine inside the house! Daddy, I’ve worked every day this week. Most days, twelve hours a day, so even if I was straggling into the house, I would have every reason to. I work hard, so I deserve a night out to let my hair down and have a good time. You should have told me you were out here waiting for me, that way I could have told you I wasn’t home. What is it? Did you have to tell me something?” I questioned, coming up the steps now and standing not too far away from him.

      I watched him as he ran his hands down his face and then let out a sigh. He was more than likely trying to gather his words before he just let something crazy spew from his lips.

      “I want you to know that ever since it has been brought to my attention that you’ve been out parlaying with this man, I don’t sleep at night like I used to. As a father, it is my job to protect my children at all costs, and right now, you are blinded by lust, so you can’t take a second to even see where I am coming from. As a father, I think about this man physically abusing you, or introducing you to drugs, having you in the wrong parts of town, cheating on you, and whatever else.

      “Normani, you have to know when you are being a fool and making foolish decisions. We are talking about a man with felony charges! A man who hasn’t even been home from prison for a whole year yet! I brought him up to a few of the younger deacons at the church, and they ran him down to me for hours. This man was a drug dealer for crying out loud, Normani! There is no telling the number of murders he’s committed over the years that he just didn’t get caught for.

      “I get it. I get that you see your sister in a healthy marriage, and she just brought a beautiful baby boy into this world. I also get that you were raised in a household with both of your parents. You’ve witnessed the way we’ve loved each other for years. I know you want your chance at love, but I feel like you are moving out of desperation. You could have any man in the world, Normani. Why him? Why are you stooping so low? Do you not care about what your doctor friends or your church friends will think about you?” he asked.

      “Yes, I was at one point worried about what people would think of me. In fact, I worried about what you would think of me the most, but that was before my feelings for him grew. When you really care about somebody, you have to put whatever ill thoughts to the back burner and do what makes you happy. Everything that you’ve said about this man, I already know these things. I sit on the phone and listen to him talk for hours.

      “You act like people can’t change! You know nothing about him right now! You don’t know anything about the man who works just as hard as I work. The man who’s in the process of getting his kids’ rooms together at his new house, so they can have a nice space when he gets them on the weekends. We’re talking about a man who loves God just as much as you and I do. If you’re coming down here to try to put things in my head, so I can leave him alone, you can just stop while you’re ahead. I really like him, and there’s nothing you can do to convince me otherwise.

      “I get it. You are my father, and it’s second nature for you to worry about Naomi and me, but what you’re doing right now is a little bit extreme. How about I set up something for the two of you, and you two can sit down and talk—”

      “I wouldn’t sit down and talk with that piece of scum if I was offered one million dollars to do so! If you want to be a fool, do it on your own time. Don’t drag me into your mess. I hope you know that you don’t have any support for what you are doing either. Not from me, your mother, and it won’t be from Naomi once I let her know what’s going on because she doesn’t know too much,” he told me.

      I let out a sarcastic laugh and then shook my head.

      “When is the last time you talked to Mommy? She likes Billionaire, but because you’re a bully and have to always have it your way or the highway, she’s too scared to have an opinion!” I spat.

      He walked up close, getting all in my personal space.

      “My wife likes whatever I like, and if I say I don’t like a certain someone, best believe she doesn’t like that certain someone either!” he said.

      “And that’s what separates you from my man! I can have an opinion. I can say that the sky is blue, even if he thinks that it’s purple. You’re so worried about me being with a man like Billionaire when you are ten times worse! You’re fake! You preach fake sermons that you probably only do for a paycheck, because look how you act in real life! Oh, and by the way, I don’t care if I don’t have your support. If I decide to marry him tomorrow, I could not care less if you weren’t there and—”

      Whap!

      My father, the minister, the man of God, slapped the hell out of me. Instantly, my eyes watered because the force behind the slap was powerful. My hand went to my face, holding it in the same place where he’d just slapped me. The look on his face showed me how pissed off he was at me. A lone tear fell from my eye. It wasn’t even that I was crying because the slap hurt. I was crying because I was shocked by his actions.

      “It hasn’t even been five months that you’ve been dating this fool, and he’s already changing you and having you disrespect your own father!” he spat, trying to play the victim.

      I walked around him and to my house door, which was what I should have done from the beginning when I saw him sitting on the porch, waiting for me to come home.

      “You’re so worried about a man putting his hands on me, but look what you just did. You are no longer welcome here. If someone ever asks me about you, I’ll let them know that you’re dead! There! I just made this a little bit simpler for us both. By the way, I hate you!” I said, tears falling from my eyes as I spoke out of anger to him.

      I could tell from his eyes that my father was hurt behind the things I’d just said to him, but his hurt couldn’t even compare to the way I felt. I finally had my key in the hole, and I went into the house, then locked the door and disarmed the alarm with my key fob.

      Yeah, I cried about it. As I walked into the kitchen to get a bottle of water out of the fridge, I had a whole break down. I just couldn’t understand how my father was so bothered by something that I was doing with my life. He was acting like I had a history of messing up, and I just kept letting him down. All my life, I had done every single thing this man had ever asked me to do. I knew he was going home to give my mother his version of the story, making himself the victim, but I didn’t even care.

      I eventually got myself together and headed for the stairs. When I made it into my bedroom, the light on my nightstand was on, so it wasn’t like I had to walk into a pitch dark room. I did, however, need a little bit more light, so I flicked on the wall switch, which lit up my whole bedroom. My heels were in my hand, and I walked into my closet and placed them back in the tannish colored Christian Louboutin box.

      From the closet, I made my way into my bathroom, so I could fill the tub. I needed a nice, relaxing bath. My music played lightly through the Bluetooth speakers I had installed in my bathroom ceiling. Once the water was nice and warm, filled with bubbles to how I liked it, I stripped out of my clothes and got inside.

      My phone rested on the side of the tub, and Billionaire hadn’t called me yet or texted. I didn’t want to come off like I was desperate for a phone call or anything, so I would not call or text him first. The second I laid back in the tub, my phone buzzed. I quickly sat up, but when I looked at the phone, it was Twinkle calling me. I slid my damp finger across the phone screen, answering the call for her and putting it on speaker.

      “Hey,” I answered.

      “What did those bitches say to you? Why did you run off?” she asked.

      I could hear the loud music in her background, so she was more than likely still at the party.

      “Nothing that I feel like talking about right now. I had just relaxed after getting into it with them, and then when I got home, my dad was here, and we exchanged words. So, it isn’t anything that I want to talk about right now. Is the party still going on? Where is your cousin?” I just asked because it was the first thing I wanted to ask once I answered the phone for her.

      “Yes. I’m getting ready to leave, though. I heard one of Billionaire’s friends say that Monterius is on the way, so I’m heading out. I cannot force myself to be around that nigga. I’m liable to pick up one of these bottles off the table and crack his head open. My mama said that she saw Billionaire outside chasing behind you, so he’s probably still out there. Knowing him, he’s out there smoking, but hold on, let me see. I’m almost to the door,” she said.

      Suddenly, the music stopped playing, which let me know that she had made it outside.

      “Oh, my God! What the fuck! Billion!” I heard Twinkle scream, which had me panicking because I didn’t know what was going on.

      “Twinkle! What!? What happened?” I screamed in her ear.

      “He’s out here choking Denim. I’ll call you right back. Let me get to him before he kills that girl,” she said.

      “Wait! Don’t hang up!” I said, but it was too late. She had hung up the phone.
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      “Bitch, what the fuck did you just say?” I barked, scaring the shit out of Denim’s ass.

      I know I did because I saw her jump. I was right up on her. So fuckin’ close that my dick was damn near poking her ass. I needed to be this close because if she repeated the shit that I thought she said, I would have enough room to choke this bitch out, throw her in the back of her trunk, and dispose of her ass. Drunk or not, I needed her to repeat what the fuck she just said. I felt my body shaking. I mean, I was shaking to the point that I was sweating, and the sweat was getting in my eyes.

      In just a matter of minutes, I went from having the best tasting pussy juices in my mouth to suddenly having a foul taste as I heard Denim’s words repeatedly playing in my head. As I stood behind my baby mama, I felt like I was standing behind an enemy whose life I was getting ready to end. If I killed Denim, it wouldn’t be my first body. If I ever killed before in my life, it was because of some foul, fucked up shit that has been done to me. If Denim repeated herself, she would fit the description perfectly of doing some foul, fucked up shit.

      “Get the fuck from behind me, Billionaire! Go harass that bitch and leave me the fuck alo—”

      I shut her up instantly because both my hands were around her neck. I flipped her ass, throwing her in the trunk of her car but never letting go of her neck. Her long nails were digging into my face, trying to get me to let go, but I wouldn’t.

      “This ain’t got shit to do with my bitch! This got everything to do with you and what the fuck you just said! You may have some liquor in you, but that don’t make you stupid! I heard what you said, and I need you to repeat it! Is Khari mine, or does she belong to that nigga?” I spat with hurt and anger evident in my voice as I thought about that beautiful ass little girl at the party, who was playing and dancing with all her other little cousins.

      If Denim told me that Khari wasn’t mine, it would hurt me before it angered me. My kids were my fuckin’ life. A nigga came home from prison, and I had been moving so fuckin’ different since my feet hit the pavement. I’m trying to give my kids some shit to look up to, especially my son, because I ain’t want him to have to hustle like I did. For it to even be a chance that Khari didn’t belong to me, that shit fucked with me so bad that a tear did fall from my eye, and I didn’t even bother to wipe it away.

      Denim’s eyes rolled like I was losing her, so I let go because I couldn’t kill her before I found out the truth. I let go, and she started coughing.

      “Answer me, Denim! You know me! You know when I’m angry, nothing fuckin’ matters, yo! I don’t give a fuck about shit right now! All I need you to do is to repeat what the fuck you just said. That way, I don’t fuck around and kill yo’ black ass by accident!” I spat.

      “I… I was… I was just talking. I ssss.. said that out of anger,” she said, but I didn’t believe her.

      I dragged her ass up by the front of the dress she was wearing. Once she was up, I slammed the trunk closed and shoved her body into the back of the car. With her in the trunk and me standing outside of it, I felt like we were too far apart. I needed to be all up in this bitch’s personal space because I needed her to feel me and know that I wasn’t fuckin’ around.

      “Look me in my fuckin’ eyes right now and tell me that Khari is my daughter,” I said with my hand around her neck, but I wasn’t squeezing.

      Her answer would determine if I would continue to apply pressure or not. She never answered my question. She just burst into tears, which told me everything I needed to know. I blacked out. At this moment, I no longer saw Denim as the woman who carried a beautiful ass little girl for me. I saw a fuckin’ enemy. I saw a fuckin’ fraud ass bitch, and I was trying to rid her of her air plug, so I could kill this bitch.

      “Billion! No! No! What the fuck are you doing! Your kids are in there, asshole! Stop it, Billion!” I felt Twinkle behind me, trying to pry me off her, but it wasn’t working.

      Twinkle was only trying to stop me because she didn’t know what the fuck was going on. If she knew the real reason I was trying to kill this bitch, she would more than likely be trying to assist me in taking this hoe out.

      Eventually, I felt stronger arms on me, and whoever was pulling me this time got my hands from around her neck. This was Denim’s second time tonight cheating death because, at that moment, my mission was to kill this bitch. I swear, I wasn’t sparing this hoe.

      I looked behind me to see who it was, and it was Monterius. His face held a serious expression mixed with confusion as he more than likely tried to figure out what the fuck was going on. Denim was on her ass, struggling to breathe, and I was trying to get to her ass, but Monterius wouldn’t let me.

      “Billion, calm the fuck down. This shit ain’t worth it, nigga, and—”

      “Motha fucka, don’t tell me what ain’t worth it when you don’t know what the fuck is going on, yo! This silly bitch just let me know that Khari is not even my daughter! You still think it ain’t worth it? Get the fuck off me, yo!” I spat, moving his hands off me because he was keeping a nigga from getting to this bitch.

      Out of nowhere, the doors to the hall opened, and I saw my parents making their way over to us. Somebody was probably outside, and they caught what was going on, so they ran back and told. I was breathing hard, sweating like a motha fucka, as I stared down at this lying ass, manipulative ass bitch.

      I wasn’t a perfect man, and I had done did my fair share of shit over the years, but I would never in my fuckin’ life do nobody like this, yo. How the fuck was this shit even okay? You led me to believe that little girl was mine for the past five fuckin’ years. I had a bond with my daughter that was so fuckin’ special. It’s like, what the fuck does she get out of this shit? Because once it’s all said and done, only two people got hurt at the end of this shit, and that was Khari and me.

      My mama rushed over, and once she was close enough, she looked over at Denim and then at me. My mama knew I would never put my hands on a woman unless my hand was forced, which is why she wasn’t jumping down my throat, demanding to know why I had put my hands on Denim. Ain’t nobody know me better than my mama, so she had to know that I was pushed.

      “What the hell is going on? They told me you were out here trying to kill this girl! What’s going on, Billion?” my mama asked, still looking from me to Denim.

      Denim was on her ass, and what was making me even angrier was that this bitch had the nerve to still be crying. She caused this fuckin’ mess! What the fuck was she crying for? Fuck ass hoe was only crying because she had gotten caught, that’s it!

      “Tell her why you crying, Denim! Tell her why I’m two seconds away from killing your ass!” I barked at her.

      She didn’t answer me quick enough, and I finally got out of the hold that Monterius still had a nigga in, and I rushed her ass. I ain’t hit her, but I damn sure grabbed her ass up. She screamed when I did that and flailed her arms, kicking her legs and everything, more than likely scared that I would put my hands on her again.

      “Tell them what the fuck you just told me!” I barked with my face so close to hers that I could smell the liquor her dumb ass had overindulged in.

      “Khari is Reggie’s daughter. Billion, I’m so sorry... I’m sorry,” she said, and then she broke down crying.

      There was a gasp from behind me when Denim finally revealed that fucked up shit. When she said it, I visualized myself repeatedly slamming her head on the pavement, but I didn’t do it. I took that shit to the chin and stood up. I could feel all eyes on me, and because everyone standing out there knew that I had a temper, I knew they were mentally preparing to restrain me if they had to.

      Looking down at Denim one last time, I shook my head and went right back into the party where everyone was still having a good time. I scanned the huge ballroom until my eyes landed on my fuckin’ kids. I’d kill anybody who would try to convince me otherwise. The DJ was spinning that annoying ass “Renegade” song that all the kids listened to these days and did that lil corny ass dance to it. Both Lil Bill and Khari were on the dance floor, and the two of them were killing it.

      As much as I wanted my kids to finish having a good time, I walked on the dance floor, grabbed both by their hands, and headed for the door with them. I was taking my kids home with me. This wasn’t the way I wanted to show my kids my new house, but again, I was pushed to do it this way. Their furniture wasn’t scheduled to be delivered until this week, but my furniture was in my room, and I had a big enough bed for the three of us to sleep in.

      “Where we going, daddy? I was dancing,” Khari said, looking up at me with those big, beautiful brown eyes of hers.

      She was too adorable tonight in her black dress with her long hair pulled up in a bun. The little girl who looked up at me with adoration in her eyes wasn’t even mine. This little girl didn’t even belong to me. She belonged to another nigga. I felt my eyes getting watery. I couldn’t put the shit in words how badly this was fuckin’ me up. I picked Khari up in my arms, and with my free hand, I held onto my son.

      At ten years old, I think it kind of registered to my son that something was going on. I felt like he knew his daddy was fucked up about something.

      “Why is Mommy crying, Daddy?” Khari asked.

      I knew we would have to pass by the commotion again because my car was parked in the same row as Denim’s in the parking lot. There was so much fucked up shit that I wanted to do at that moment. I wanted to have Denim address the truth again and tell this fucked up shit to my son and Khari. I wanted it to come out of her mouth that my kids weren’t even blood siblings. I wanted her to be the one to tell my daughter I wasn’t even her daddy, but I would not stoop that low. Instead, I would be the one to take on this burden for now because I didn’t have a clue how I was going to one day tell my kids the truth.

      One thing about me, I didn’t want to ever lie to my kids. My parents never lied to me, growing up. Any question I ever asked, they always answered, even if it was some shit that hurt my feelings.

      When I came home from prison, about a week into my freedom, my son wanted to know what I was in prison for, and I didn’t spare him shit. I told him the real because I knew my truth would lead him in the opposite direction, and when he grew up, he wouldn’t make the same fucked up decisions I made.

      “I’m taking my kids home with me. You better hope like fuck that I even let you see Khari again. You foul. I won’t disrespect you in front of these kids, but just know you foul,” I told Denim.

      I walked over to my car, and I could feel my mama walking on the side of us. She said nothing. My mama knew me well enough to know this was one thing she would just have to let me figure out on my own.

      We made it to the car, and I opened the front door for my son to get in, and then I opened the back door, letting Khari climb in and sit in the middle. I made sure I put her seat belt on for her, and once I was done, I kissed her forehead and then closed the door behind me. The second I closed it, my mama was standing right there with open arms. A nigga ain’t never going to be too old to hug my mama. Shit, I needed her fuckin’ hugs at that moment.

      My head crashed into the crook of her neck while she placed her hand on the back of my head. For the longest, she didn’t say shit.

      “Five years, ma. That bitch let five years go by, and then she drops a fuckin’ bomb on me like this. It ain’t even like she willingly told me this shit either. I just happened to be walking back into the party, and I heard her talking to herself. How the fuck can a woman look a nigga in the eyes after doing some foul shit like this?

      “I remember when Denim told me she was pregnant. I never questioned her whether the baby was mine because I knew the way I was recklessly moving with her, so I believed the baby was mine. Around that time, she swore that she wasn’t even messing around like that with her other baby daddy. Denim and I may have never been in a relationship or no shit like that, but I had always been good to her. During her pregnancy, I made sure she didn’t want for shit. Before I got locked, I was always there, helping out with Khari. I made sure that the two of them were financially straight after having to serve my time.

      “Man, she could have said this shit years ago. She could have told me while I was locked up. That way, I could have better prepared myself for this shit. Me and that Reggie nigga don’t even get along, Ma. There I was, stomping a nigga out for talking to my daughter crazy, when the whole fuckin’ time, that’s his kid. Man, this some bullshit,” I said, and then I finally pulled away from her.

      “I say take her ass to court. Right now, you can show the judge that you’re in a position to financially take care of your kids. Plus, you can show them that you have a spot for them to lay their heads. Denim doesn’t work. Her income comes from you,” my mama tried to reason with me, but I shook my head.

      “Yeah, and I can also show a judge that I’m a convicted felon, and I haven’t even been home from prison for a whole year yet. This income shit is just getting started, so I don’t think it’s going to stick with them. Denim can show that she been raising Khari on her own, in my absence, for the past five years,” I told her.

      “You are her father by law, Billionaire! You signed a birth certificate, so in the eyes of the law, that’s your child. Fight for full custody, and if they can’t grant you that, then you need to try for at least partial custody, but what you aren’t going to do is give the fuck up! Don’t you just altogether walk away from this little girl because we both know how much she loves you. It’s fucked up what Denim did. You don’t know how bad I want to come up out of these heels and give her ass an old school ass beating, but I know that even after I beat her ass, the fact will still remain that my son is hurting. Take the kids home, love on them, and have your bonding time with them. I’m going to come over first thing in the morning to cook breakfast for y’all. Alright?” she asked.

      “Aight,” I said, ready to open my door because I didn’t want to talk about this shit anymore.

      “I love you, son,” my mama let me know.

      “I love you too,” I told her, and then I hopped in the car.

      Before I pulled out, I sent Sidnesha a text message, letting her know that I was taking our son home with me because she probably wasn’t aware that I’d left the party with him. As far as Lil’ Bill, I knew without a doubt he was mine. That lil boy had my whole fuckin’ face, and I knew that when he was conceived, I was fuckin’ with Nesha hard, and it was vice versa. Sidnesha could say some of the most fucked up shit out of her mouth to hurt a nigga, but pinning a baby on me that she knew wasn’t mine… nah, I couldn’t see her ever doing some shit like that.

      Sidnesha texted me back, asking if everything was okay and if I wanted her to bring my son some clothes over to my house. I let her know that everything was straight, and I had the shit handled. I pulled out of the parking lot. We had been in the car for about five minutes when my phone buzzed with a call from Normani. Instantly, I silenced the ringer and threw the phone into the cup holder. I fucked with Normani hard, but I ain’t feel like being bothered right now. The shit was still too fuckin’ fresh for me, and I ain’t want to get on the phone and take out how I was feeling on her. By the time I got my kids settled in bed and shit, I would send her a message to let her know that I had made it home.

      See, shit like this just reminded me why Sidnesha and I didn’t work out. Yeah, we were toxic for each other and always arguing about some shit, but I just remembered how whenever some shit bothered me, I would lock myself up in this dark place where I would let no one in. I ain’t know how to share my loads of pain. I always felt like I had to battle my demons and shit on my own. It was fucked up because I did all this fuckin’ chasing behind Normani, but now, I just needed some time to figure out how the hell I would handle this shit.

      Normani would probably think that a nigga played her, but I swear I didn’t. This wasn’t even my way of breaking up with shorty. I just knew this started the long process of fighting my demons.

      “You okay, Dad?” my son asked after we had driven for about ten minutes.

      We had about another fifteen minutes before we made it home. I would not keep this a secret, but I wasn’t ready to talk about this shit right now with him. Khari was in the back, sleeping, so it wasn’t like she would hear the conversation taking place. However, I knew how much my son adored his baby sister, and to discover that she wasn’t even his sister would fuck him up… so nah, I would not do this shit right now.

      “I’m straight. We about to go to my house. You and your sister have a room there, but it’s not ready. I was going to surprise y’all with it next weekend, but I decided to bring y’all home with me tonight instead. Your birthday is coming up in a few weeks. You still don’t know what you want to do?” I asked, switching the subject because I wanted to get all the attention off me.

      He had to have known that it was more to the story, aside from what I was telling him because I saw it in his face. His facial expression let me know that he wanted to say something more about what was going on with me, but he didn’t.

      “I want a big party. Motorcycle themed. I want a new motorcycle for my birthday too. I want to invite all my friends from school and my friends on the football team,” he let me know.

      “You going to invite your shorty?” I asked, and he let out a low laugh.

      “Yeah. She’s going to be there too. My mama going to meet her for the first time. I hope she’s not going to be mean to her,” he vented.

      “Who knows with your crazy ass mama?”

      I left it at that. I wasn’t feeling too fond of Nesha right now because I still needed the whole story of what happened between her, Denim, and Normani. I’d address that shit another time because the only thing on my mind right now was how I would handle this situation with Denim. My mind was still filled with murderous thoughts set against her.
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      “Your phone broke or something? Do you have a new phone number I don’t know about or some shit?” I asked Twinkle once all this shit with Billion and Denim’s ass had gone down.

      Billion’s parents had gone back into the party, and Denim had sped off. Twinkle was headed for her car, more than likely about to dip out, but I couldn’t let her leave before I found out what the fuck was going on with her phone. She wasn’t picking that motha fucka up, so I assumed she must have had a new number or some shit.

      I already wasn’t in the best of moods, but Billion and Twinkle’s grandmother was pretty much a grandmother to me as well, so I had to come and show face. My mood was fucked up because of Trinity… you know, the one supposedly carrying my baby. The gender reveal party was today, and she had been sending me text messages and shit all week, reminding me about this day. I’d already told her the first time she sent the invitation that I wasn’t going. I would make no fuckin’ moves until it was confirmed that the baby was mine.

      I couldn’t imagine going out like Billion. That shit would fuck me up if I helped raise a child for five years, only for it to come out that the child didn’t even belong to me. Trinity’s baby wasn’t even here yet, and this bitch was making my life a living fuckin’ hell already. I was dealing with fuckin’ baby mama drama, and I didn’t even know if this was my baby mama in the first fuckin’ place. This was God’s way of punishing me for fuckin’ around on a good woman like Twinkle.

      Trinity was so fuckin’ toxic, yo. She went to the doctor the other day to check up on the baby, and she sent the ultrasound pictures to my phone. On one picture, the baby was smiling, and it had a dimple in its left cheek, just like I had. She thought that one picture confirmed that I was the father, but I needed to see more, like results from a test type of more. Trinity swore on her life that she wasn’t messing around with no other man and that I was the only person she had been with. I mean, on the one hand, it wasn’t hard to believe because Trinity wasn’t out there like that, but the only women I trusted were Twinkle and my mama. Any other woman, their word would not be good enough for me, and I would need solid facts.

      I wouldn’t say that I was going around dogging Trinity out because it was still up in the air if she was pregnant with my child. If the baby was mine, I didn’t need her telling me for the rest of my life how I treated her like shit during her pregnancy. Yeah, I was sending her money, but that was only so she could get things for the baby. Trinity told me she didn’t want to have a baby shower because it was embarrassing when a woman had a baby shower, and the father didn’t show up. I wish she would have had that same energy today for this gender reveal that she had planned, knowing I wasn’t coming. My phone right now was filled with so many threats and shit from her ass. She was mainly letting me know that she would take screenshots of the Cash App deposits I had been sending to her, and she would show it to Twinkle on her Instagram.

      I couldn’t blame nobody but myself. Once Twinkle discovered that I was giving Trinity money, I knew it would be World War III with her ass. That would basically be her way of confirming that the baby was mine. Twinkle knew me well enough to know that I would not be passing no money around like that, no matter how much money I had. To tell you the truth, I ain’t even know where Twinkle and I stood. Ever since that miscarriage, she acted like she hated a nigga. When I fucked up in the past, she eventually came around, but this time, she was done with a nigga for good. She and Dream were back living in the townhouse, but she had changed the locks. I ain’t even try to fight her on that shit because I knew why she changed the locks. She was basically just preparing herself to shut a nigga out if that baby was mine.

      As annoyed as I was with Twinkle for just ignoring me, I had to admit that she looked good tonight. The last couple of times I saw her, she was rocking her natural hair, but tonight, she was back to wearing her weaves, and not even on no sweet shit, but this one looked good as fuck on her. Twinkle had that caramel-colored skin, and she wore a burgundy wig that went down to her ass. She wore a black jumpsuit that she was squeezed into, making her ass look so fuckin’ phat. She smelled good, her walk was good, with her hips just swaying with each step she took, and it fucked me up because she didn’t even look the least bit interested in being in my presence. I wanted to grab her up and kiss on her, but I knew she didn’t want a nigga touching her.

      “My phone works just fine. You’re blocked! You will forever be blocked from my phone and my life! I know you like to be slick and call from different numbers, so the second you start that shit, I will change my phone number! It took me losing your baby for me to find my worth. I’m done with you, Monterius. Go and be with the bitch that’s carrying your baby and be a family with her. I don’t even see how you have the balls to spark up a conversation with me. There isn’t shit that you and I need to talk about!” she snapped as she made it to her car.

      I was right on her ass, so when she tried to open the car door, I pushed it closed. I blocked her in, putting both of my hands on the side of the car. I hadn’t been this close to her in forever, so I just wanted to soak up this little time before she pushed my ass back.

      “What I got to do to get you to stop hating me? Damn. I just want to come home. I want to be around you and Dream,” I told her, and she sucked her teeth.

      “When you were out fuckin’ bitches, you weren’t thinking about Dream and me! Monterius, do not ask me to forgive you for some shit that you know if the roles were reversed, you would have killed me! If I had gotten pregnant, and it was up in the air on whether the baby was yours or the next nigga’s, you wouldn’t have even given me time for the baby to be born, so I could get the results. You would have killed me, and you know it!

      “I done put up with cheating, nights of you not coming home, you hustling, and me wanting you to stop for the past year. Having a baby on me is some shit I will not accept. I don’t give a fuck if we were on a break when you fucked that bitch! That excuse isn’t fuckin’ justifiable because how often did we break up to fuckin’ make up? It’s one thing to fuck a bitch with a condom, but to raw these bitches down with the same dick that goes inside me… that goes inside my mouth, nah, I just can’t. I deserve so much fuckin’ better, and I’m done with you,” she let me know.

      I heard the pain and the anger in her voice as she talked.

      “So, what you saying? You saying that you about to move on and get you another nigga?” I questioned her.

      She turned around and faced me.

      “Out of everything that I just said, the only thing you took from this is me getting another nigga? Even if I do, I have every right to move the fuck on and find happiness. You don’t make me happy anymore, Monterius. I swear, all you do is bring me pain,” she said, and then her voice cracked.

      “Twink, I get that I done fucked up, but when the fuck do you address the fact that you killed my first baby? You putting everything on me. What about the shit you did too?” I asked.

      “I apologized for that already, nigga! I talk to God about that on a daily, and I’m still apologizing for it. I was wrong for doing that. What I’m not about to do is stand up here and point fingers on who hurt each other the worst. I just don’t want to be with you. The jokes and shit about the baby you had on me have already begun. Not that it matters what people say about me, but my life isn’t about to be some shit that’s entertaining for other people. I wish you only the best, but you and I will never happen again,” she told me.

      I nodded, not believing that shit was really about to end like this.

      “A nigga makes one fuck up, and you leave me like it’s nothing. You crucifying me over some shit that happened six months ago! I fucked that bitch six months ago, Twinkle!” I barked.

      “Nigga, I don’t give a fuck if it was six years ago! You still fucked that bitch, and a baby is on the way. Move! Just leave me the fuck alone!” she screamed, sticking her arm out to push me back, so she could further open the driver's side door.

      “Aight, well, let me come over to the house and get all my shit then. When you have them niggas over there at my house, I don’t need you trying to let them bum ass niggas wear my shit. You better hope like a motha fucka that I don’t ever pop up over there, and you got a nigga in my shit! I’ll kill his ass! You too!” I spat, and she laughed.

      “Monterius, that lease is up in two more months. I’ve already started looking at other properties. Best believe that when I move, you won’t know where the fuck to find me, and I can have a nigga all in my shit because it’ll be my shit! Get the fuck from around me because you’re going to get your feelings hurt,” she said and went for the car again, but I pulled her arm.

      “Hurt my feelings, how? You fuckin’ somebody, Twinkle?” I wanted to know. A nigga could do the most fucked up shit in the world to his girl, but I swear the second a woman gets her some get back, us niggas don’t know how to handle that shit.

      I knew the type of woman that Twinkle was. She would easily be any nigga’s number one pick, so ultimately, I didn’t want to see her with the next man. I couldn’t act like she didn’t have every right to move on because she did. I put this woman through years of pain, and if she wanted to branch off and find her some happiness, then she had every right to do that. However, I loved her ass way too much for her to just run off and be with the next nigga. When I saw my life five years from now, I saw myself with Twinkle.

      “No, I’m not, but when I am, I’ll make sure that you’re the first person to know! Now, can you please just leave me the hell alone and let me go? What you’re doing right now is not making me want to forgive you for your actions. In fact, it’s really making me hate you even more because where was this fight in you when you and I were together? Where was all this chasing behind me when I would be damn near begging you to bring your ass home?” she asked.

      I didn’t answer her because I just felt like it wasn’t shit else that I could say.

      “My point exactly! Move!” she spat, and this time, I backed away, so she could get in her ride.

      I watched her through her tints as she put on her seatbelt, and in less than five seconds, she pulled her car out of the parking lot. I was fucked up big time because I knew that she was really done with a nigga this time. Back then, I always had a way of doing some romantic shit to get Twinkle back, but she had this fire in her eyes tonight. I wouldn’t even be surprised if shorty ain’t even love a nigga anymore.

      I stayed in the lot for about five more minutes after she left, trying to figure out whether I wanted to just head out or go inside and be around some family and friends. I knew I had some of my niggas in attendance because they all hit me earlier today, letting me know that they were sliding to the party. I’m telling you, Grandma was a grandma to all the niggas, so you would have thought this was a hood party, the way all the niggas were letting me know that they would be in attendance tonight.

      I made it inside, and the DJ was blasting some old school music. I laughed when I saw Twinkle’s grandmother on the dance floor with all her old ass homegirls as they danced and shit. The smile on her face was priceless, man. Without a doubt, she was having the time of her life. I pulled out the Hallmark envelope from my back pocket, which housed a 60 G check for the old lady. She deserved it plus more. As a little nigga, I would sleep over her house sometimes, and she always made sure a nigga had something to eat, and she treated me like I was blood, so I would look out for her. I made it to the dance floor, holding the card in my hands, as I danced up behind her.

      She saw it was me, and she smiled then pulled me in for a hug.

      “I been asking everybody where the hell you were. Boy, if you didn’t come to my party, I would cut your ass off quick. What you youngins be saying? Block? I was going to block your number from my phone and everything. I just turned sixty! Shit, this calls for a celebration,” she beamed, still holding onto my hands as she spoke over the loud ass music.

      I laughed at her because her old ass was always trying to talk shit.

      “You know I wouldn’t miss this day for nothing, old lady. I was out working, but I’m here now. That’s all that matter,” I told her.

      After a few seconds, her smile dropped, and I knew she was about to get on me about something. More than likely, she was about to get on me about this bullshit I had going on with her granddaughter. I wouldn’t even be surprised if she knew because Twinkle told her grandma every single damn thing.

      “Twinkle told me what happened. Now, Monty, you know I love you like a blood grandson, but that doesn’t exempt you from having to feel me when it comes to my babies. You know Twinkle is my heart. I’ve always vouched for the two of you. Yeah, y’all done been through your fair share of things over the years, but I always had faith that it would work out because I knew how much you really love each other. This baby that Twinkle is telling me about… son, I just don’t know if this one is forgivable. I done listened to Twinkle tell me on numerous occasions how she was done with you, and her words would just go in one ear and out the other. I know you may not want to hear this, but son, I believe her this time. She had a look in her eyes that I have never seen before. I’m not sure how you would even begin your process of winning her back, but you can start with hoping like hell that baby isn’t yours. She said it out of her own mouth that if you got somebody pregnant, it’s no coming back,” she told me.

      “I saw her when I pulled up. The same look that you saw in her eyes, I saw it too. For that, I’m scared as fuck because I know I lost her this time. Enjoy your party, ma. We’ll talk about this another time. Happy birthday,” I said before handing her the card and kissing her cheek. She did this little dance when I gave her the card, and she thanked me for it.

      There were two sections in this hall. The bottom half was filled with a lot of circular tables, where most of the family was sitting. Plus, this section held the dance floor and everything. Up top, where I saw clouds of weed smoke in the air had to be the section where the niggas were, thinking they were at a strip club, smoking inside this bitch. I needed something in my system, though. I could use a few pulls of some good ass weed and some brown liquor in my system.

      Today was just a fucked-up day. I had one woman in my life, where I didn’t even know if she was my baby mama or not, but that bitch was stressing me the fuck out. Then, I ran into Twinkle, and I basically had to listen to her tell me the many ways she was done with my black ass.

      “Come on over here, nigga. Bring your cheating ass over here!” Dru’s shit talking ass said as he stood with his back against the wall, smoking a blunt.

      Dru was my nigga for real. He and I went way back, and with anything pertaining to a car, he was a fuckin’ genius.

      “Fuck you! Don’t act like you ain’t never fuck around!” I said the second I was close enough to him, and I gave him a pound. I then shook it up with a few of the other niggas in the section.

      “Yeah, in the past. It’s been so long since I fucked around that I can’t even tell you the last time. Once I started putting babies in Rajanae, I started moving differently. This is a conversation that you ain’t ready for, though, lil nigga, so I won’t even waste my breath,” he said, shrugging it off like he ain’t even want to give a nigga some jewels on life.

      Many people had it made up in their minds that I was hardheaded, but when advice actually came from the right person, I swear I listened.

      “Nah, school me, big bruh. I want to know the game,” I told him as I picked up one of the small, plastic cups from the table and poured myself a glass of Henny.

      “You moving wrong, nigga. Your dirty laundry is going all around Miami. Everybody knows about this baby that you could possibly have on the way. Imagine how you got your shorty looking? Best believe that every bitch with a tongue is calling your girl stupid right now. You and Twinkle got years of history. You expect some sucker ass shit like this from a rookie ass nigga who ain’t been committed to his girl for that long.

      “I know before I settled down with Rajanae, I wasn’t always faithful, but I ain’t ever take it to the extreme and knock another bitch up. That’s foul, bruh. You ain’t supposed to ever put your woman in a situation where you give other bitches the power to laugh at her. Whenever I see Twinkle, I always tell her to take it easy on you and keep rocking with you because deep down, I know that you a solid ass nigga, but I look at Twinkle as a little sister. I wouldn’t tell my little sister to keep rocking with a nigga who done fucked around and had an outside baby on her. You knew the type of good ass woman you had, and it ain’t nobody’s fault but yours that you lost her. On top of that, you still out here hustling, when everybody been telling yo’ ass for years that you need to retire from that shit and—”

      “Nigga, I’m in the process of wrapping this shit up as we speak. I only got a couple more months of doing this shit. I do good shit too, and I feel like nobody wants to credit me for the good shit that I be doing,” I said.

      “But when you do bad shit, it trumps all your fuckin’ good shit!” he snapped.

      I nodded and then pulled on my beard as I finished the last of my drink.

      “Where a nigga even supposed to start at on trying to get her back? It’s like I don’t even know what to do,” I vented.

      “You give her some space. Being all in her face ain’t going to do shit but have her hating your ass even more. I been with my shorty so long that I know exactly how a woman thinks. Every time she sees your black ass, she’s going to be reminded of the many ways you fucked the bitch that could be carrying your baby,” he told me.

      “I don’t want to stay away too long, and then she forgets about me. I don’t want her to move on. That shit will fuck me up, bruh,” I told him.

      “Think about why she would be moving on in the first place. You pushed her into the arms of the next nigga,” he said.

      I ain’t say shit else because the nigga wasn’t saying shit I wanted to hear. Dru was like a big brother, always giving the best advice. At this moment, I wanted the nigga to sugarcoat the shit and let me know this was just another bump in the road that Twinkle and I were going through, and that she would come back to me in no time.
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      It was a little after ten on Tuesday night, and I couldn’t sleep to save my life. My lack of sleep was due to not being in contact with Billionaire and not knowing how he was doing. It had been a whole week since we’d seen each other. He wouldn’t even pick up the phone for me when I called. I would call him, and then I wouldn’t hear from him until hours later when he would send a text message to basically just check-in.

      My feelings were all over the place because we had finally gotten on a level where I felt like we were connecting, and then it’s like I’d lost him that fast. The night of the party, when Twinkle called me and hung the phone up in my face after screaming for Billionaire to stop what he was doing, I called them both back to back, but neither of them answered.

      At one point, I had finished my bath and was about to throw on some clothes, so I could go back to the hall and figure out what was going on. Before I could even do that, Twinkle called me back and explained what had gone down. The news broke my heart for Billionaire because I knew how much he loved both of his kids. He talked about them all the time. Even in the beginning, when I insisted that I didn’t want a man with children, he let me know that I didn’t have a choice because he and his children were a package deal. I knew there were bad people in the world, with very ill intentions, but what Denim had done was super low. It was so selfish and very inconsiderate.

      I wanted to be there for Billionaire while he was hurting, but he wasn’t even allowing me to do that. All my phone calls and Facetime video calls went unanswered. It felt like I had lost a best friend, but I wouldn’t speak on that because then I would seem inconsiderate of his feelings since it really wasn’t about me. I just didn’t know what else I could do. Obviously, my phone calls and text messages weren’t enough to get through to him.

      I wanted to go over to his house, but for one, I didn’t know his address, and two, I was scared to pop up on him because I didn’t know his mindset. I didn’t want to talk to Twinkle about it because she had to have been tired of me whining. My mind traveled to his mother and how she and I had connected at the birthday party. She had given me her phone number. I wanted to call, but it was so late at night, and I didn’t know if she was sleeping.

      The last thing I wanted to do was wake her out of her sleep for something that wasn’t even an emergency. At the same time, I knew that if I didn’t talk to her, I would continue to run myself crazy and not get any sleep. The worst that could happen is that she would either not answer the phone or she would answer it, tell me she’s tired and that she would just call me back in the morning.

      Billionaire liked to say that I was scary, so I was going to shock myself and give his mother a call. I pushed the covers from the lower part of my body and sat up in the bed, so I could retrieve my phone, which was charging on the nightstand. I went to her contact information, and my heart beat a mile per minute as I dialed the number. After the second ring, I was about to hang up, but then I heard it pick up, so I stayed on the line.

      “Hello?” she answered on the third ring.

      “Hey, Ms. Paulette. Ummm, it’s Normani,” I said, and she let out a small laugh.

      “I know who it is, and girl, you do not have to call me Ms. Paulette. That makes me feel old as hell. Call me Paulette. If you want, you can even call me Ma. What’s going on? Everything all right? What did my son do?” she asked, making me laugh.

      My heart stopped beating so fast because I could hear in her voice that she was awake and alert, so it was a good thing that I hadn’t woken her from her sleep. After laughing, I released a sigh and then threw my head back against the headboard.

      “It’s just hard to get in contact with him. Twinkle told me everything that happened, and since then, he’s shut down on me. Have you talked to him? I just wanted to know how he was doing because he won’t tell me,” I said.

      “He’s shutting everyone out. I can’t get him to pick up the phone either, and when he does, I’m the one doing the talking. As a mother, I hate to see my son hurting in any way. This is one thing that hurts me because I know there isn’t anything I can do to change this mess. It makes me feel helpless again like it was when he was sentenced to five years in prison, and I couldn’t do anything to change his fate.

      “Since a little boy, he’s pretty much been this way. He never wants to share his load of hurt. I don’t know if he thinks it makes him look like less of a man if he shows any signs of vulnerability, but he always feels the need to deal with his hurt and pain on his own. We’re talking about a little girl who I know my son loves to death. We’re all hurting because someone we thought was our blood really doesn’t even belong to us. Billion will always be that little girl’s father, but it just hurts to know that biologically, she isn’t his. I go over to the house and pop up on him, just to see how he’s holding up. Have you seen him?” she asked.

      “No, I haven’t. I haven’t seen him since the party. That’s actually why I was calling. I wanted to know if you could give me the address to his house. I wanted to go over and check on him.”

      “Yeah, I’ll send it as soon as we get off the phone,” she said.

      “Okay. Thank you. Did he eat? I’m sure he hasn’t. I cooked dinner, so I’ll bring him a plate,” I said, rambling away as I stood up from the bed.

      One of my pet peeves was having to go back out after I had taken my bath for the night. For the chance to see Billionaire and talk to him, so I could somehow try to cheer him up, my pet peeves didn’t even matter.

      “I like you, Normani. I just know you are everything my son needs. I’m his own damn mama, and I couldn’t get him to laugh, smile, or anything when I went over. I’m sure you can get through to him,” she told me.

      We talked on the phone for about five more minutes, and then we hung up. As promised, she sent me a text message with his address, and he wasn’t even far from me, which was good. The weather was cool tonight, so after slipping out of my pajamas, I threw on a yellow sweatsuit from PINK, which I had never worn, and paired it with a pair of tan colored Ugg boots.

      My hair was back to its curly state. I promise, too much work came with wearing my hair straight. I used my hairbrush and threw water on my coils, and then I put my hair up in a bun. I’d already brushed my teeth for the night, but I went over it again and washed my face. I grabbed my purse off the ottoman in my room and did a light jog down the stairs.

      I made it to the kitchen and pulled out the food I had cooked tonight, which consisted of baked glazed chicken, mashed potatoes, and asparagus. Billionaire liked to eat, so I made sure I filled the Tupperware with enough food for him. I hoped he would be in a good enough mood to eat.

      Once his plate was fixed, and I had everything back in the refrigerator, I finally went to the garage to hop in my car and leave. In the morning, I would regret this so bad because I had to be up at four. I felt like it was so worth it, though. Tonight, I would pull one of Billionaire’s moves on him because he was the king of popping up on somebody. I put his home address into my navigation system, and it said I would be there in twelve minutes.

      The whole ride, I drove with the radio off because I needed this time for my thoughts. What if he didn’t want to see me? What if he was mad that I’d popped up on him like this, and I had the address to his house without him even giving it? It would crush me if he made me leave. However, I wouldn’t know what could happen unless I actually went through with it.

      Everything was telling me to just turn back around, but I’d made it this far, so I might as well just keep going.

      I pulled up into a nice, quiet community, which housed some beautiful townhomes that I could tell were brand new. Banners were hanging around the sales office, promoting the builders’ specials. The development was gated, and you had to be a resident, or you had to call whoever you were looking for at the gate. Similar to how my neighborhood was.

      Billionaire probably wasn’t expecting me or anyone tonight. If I called him from the call box, he more than likely wouldn’t answer, so I had to tailgate behind someone. The navigation directed me to his home, and his Porsche truck was parked in his two-car driveway, which was a good thing. I pulled my car on the opposite side of his, said a quick prayer that he wouldn’t tell me to go home, and then I got out, holding the food in my hands with my purse on my shoulder. The night air was cold, so I wrapped my arms around my body to warm up some. I made it to his front door and rang the doorbell.

      From looking in the window, there didn’t seem to be any light on in the house. I knew he wasn’t asleep because he was like an owl, always up. I was outside, knocking and ringing his doorbell for like five minutes straight, but I would not leave because I knew he was inside. The second I was about to pull my phone out and call him, I heard the locks turning from the other side of the door. I was nervous as hell because I didn’t know what kind of mood Billionaire would be in.

      Eventually, the door dragged open, and there he was. He sized me up and then looked behind me, probably trying to see if I was with anyone else, but it was just me.

      I didn’t want it to be so obvious that I was staring at him, but I couldn’t help it. I’d never seen him in this state. The most I’d seen of his chest area was when he would wear his dressy shirts, and some of the buttons were undone. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, so I saw his body for everything it really was. I couldn’t put into words how good this man looked without a shirt. His abs looked like rocks. He had a six-pack, but at the bottom, I could see another two trying to come out as well. I liked that he didn’t have a hairy chest. I mean, not that I had dated someone with a hairy chest before. I guess it just looked better without the hair.

      Billionaire had so many tattoos on his stomach, and I really didn’t know which one I should look at first. He wore plain black Versace boxers and a pair of Versace cotton shorts that he was sagging in. The shorts stopped at his knees. Billionaire was long overdue for a trim, but it didn’t take away from how handsome he was. For whatever reason, I actually liked the rugged, rough look. After not going to the barber for a week, hair was growing out, so I actually saw and appreciated his beautiful hair.

      Whenever he saw me, Billionaire would do this little smirk, which was equivalent to him flirting, but he didn’t do that tonight.

      “Why you drove all the way down here by yourself? It’s late as fuck, ma, and how you get through the gate?” were the first things he asked.

      At least he didn’t start off questioning me about how I knew where he lived because that would make me feel like he didn’t want me there.

      “The drive wasn’t far at all for me. I followed someone to get through the gate. You weren’t answering my phone calls, so I had to come and see you. I just wanted to know how you were doing, although I’m sure you can’t possibly be doing too well. I felt like if I didn’t come over, then it would look like I don’t care when I really do,” I told him.

      “Come in,” he said and stepped out of the way.

      It was nice and warm in his house, which was perfect for me. I looked around and admired his black living room set. There was a feminine touch to the room, so his mother had to have helped him. A nice, black, furry rug lay in front of the sofa, which gave the area a cozy feel. He had a few pieces of wall art hanging of 2Pac, Notorious BIG, and even Nipsey Hussle, who’d just passed a year ago. All the pictures were painted in black and gold, and they were in big frames.

      His circular stairway was the best thing that I had seen thus far. I loved a stairway that overlooked the bottom portion of the house once you got upstairs, and that is exactly how his was. I could still smell the newness of the home, although there was a nice, fresh scent present as well. I was a sucker for a beautiful home, so I couldn’t wait to see more of it.

      Billionaire led the way, and we ended up in the kitchen. He flicked the light on the wall, and I fell in love with the black and brown kitchen. I usually loved a white kitchen, but this was beautiful. It made sense because the tiles and everything in the house was almost a medium brown, so it went perfectly with the theme. The appliances were top of the line, and for a townhouse, the kitchen was very big and spacious. The island was huge and lined with six barstool chairs. There was a dining room table off to the side, which could fit six people.

      A little further down the hall from the kitchen were two steps that led to the den. The TV that was mounted on the wall had to have been at least ninety inches. Pictures were hanging on the wall of Billionaire’s kids. I smiled when I saw the portraits of Lil’ Bill and Khari. They both were in their school uniforms. There was also a big sectional that could fit at least ten people. The color scheme in the room was red, black, and gray. If Billionaire’s mother did the décor of his home, she should really look into doing this professionally because her ability to make those rooms stand out was on a professional level.

      I watched Billionaire hop on the kitchen counter, and the whole time, I felt his eyes on me. I wondered if he thought I was crazy because there I was, at his house, which he hadn’t even given me the address to, and neither did he invite me over. I set the food on the counter and walked over to him. Standing between his legs, I propped both of my elbows on his thighs as I gazed up into his light brown eyes.

      He put his hand in my hair, running his fingers back and forth as if he was scratching my scalp for me. Everything about that felt good.

      “I’m worried about you,” I told him in all honesty.

      My revelation caused him to remove his hand from my hair and put it back on his lap.

      “Don’t be. I’m straight,” he lied.

      “No, you’re not, Billionaire. A blind man can see that you aren’t straight. I know this isn’t about me, but I don’t like the way you’re shutting me out. We’re supposed to be in a relationship, and with that comes me sharing your burdens. If I’m going to be your girlfriend, then I would like to be there for you when you’re going through something. I know I can’t change the circumstances, but I can be here to at least listen to you vent. I can be here to make sure that you’re eating. I can pray for you. Whatever you need me to do, just stop shutting me out because when you do that, it makes me feel like you don’t think I’m important enough to let me in on your feelings,” I told him.

      Billionaire released a sigh and then looked in another direction. He wouldn’t even look me in my eyes.

      “You probably don’t want to hear this shit, but if Denim had pulled some shit like this a few years ago, and I wasn’t locked up, I know for a fact that I would have killed her ass. I just know it. Back then, there was no taming me whatsoever. I was like a raging bull, and the only fuckin’ thing I ever knew to do was to attack. At that moment, when I found out from Denim that Khari wasn’t my daughter, I had a choice. I had to choose whether I wanted to finish the job and choke her ass to death, or if I would let her have her life.

      “In the back of my mind, I thought about the fact that if I killed her, I would be hurting my mama, my ole boy, my grandma, my kids, and now you. It wasn’t worth it. That doesn’t mean I don’t still want to do her dirty. I just know that in the end, it ain’t going to be worth it. Even when a nigga was living wrong, I always made sure my kids were straight. I’m not about to sit up here and act like I was there to tuck my kids in bed at night or read them a bedtime story. Nighttime was my hustling hours, but financially, I always made sure my kids and my baby mamas were straight.

      “I came home and immediately told both my baby mamas that I wanted to start getting my kids on the weekends once I found a better place to stay. I think everybody is trying to make this shit sound good by telling a nigga that although biologically, Khari isn’t mine, I’m still her father. That shit doesn’t make a nigga feel no better. God gave me this perfect ass, beautiful ass little girl, and she doesn’t even belong to me. Y’all can tell me that she still belongs to me because, at the end of the day, y’all don’t feel this hurt that a nigga is feeling right now. The way my heart is rocking, y’all can’t feel this shit. I appreciate you coming down here to see about me, but Normani, you gotta allow me to go through this shit on my own and—”

      “No. I literally just told you I’m not going to let you deal with your problems on your own. I mean, I know there is no comparison, but you’ve been there for me and helped me deal with some of my personal problems. Look how you were there for me when my daddy and I got into it. Just allow me to be there the same way that you are there for me,” I told him.

      “How is that situation going with you and your ole boy?” he asked, and I released a sigh.

      “At this point, our situation is pretty much nonexistent. The night of your grandmother’s party, when I made it home, he was sitting on my porch. I’ve never looked at my father as a negative person, but these days, I feel like all he does is ignite negativity, and it is really annoying. Of course, he had a problem with me coming into the house so late. Coming home to a place where I pay the mortgage along with every other bill on my own. Of course, the conversation shifted to you, and we went at it. It got really bad. He ended up slapping me—”

      “Man, what? He put his fuckin’ hands on you?” Billionaire asked. His tone was deadly, like he wanted to find my father beat him up for putting his hands on me.

      “Yeah, but Billionaire, I didn’t come over here to talk about that. I came over here to see how you were feeling. Have you eaten? When is the last time you ate anything?” I asked as I pushed myself away from him to warm up the food that I’d packed.

      “Shit, I don’t know. I’m not hungry, so don’t even worry about fixing that for me. I got Khari upstairs in her bedroom, and she’s asleep. She wanted McDonald’s, so I took her before we got here,” he said, and I smiled at the mention of him having her.

      Although Billionaire told me not to fix the food, I still removed the lid and placed it in the microwave. I went over to the sink to wash my hands, and once I dried them, I looked inside his refrigerator to find him something to drink. Unsure of what he wanted, I just pulled out a bottle of water. By the time I did all that, the food was warm, so I pulled it out of the microwave. In my hands, I held his food, his water, and a few paper towels. I set the food on the counter next to him and used the fork to stir up the mashed potatoes. The whole time I was doing that, I could feel him watching me.

      “Here. You need to eat,” I said and handed him the Tupperware.

      “Feed me,” he demanded.

      I laughed, thinking he was messing around with me, but he was for real. Once I was back in my spot between his legs, I cut a piece of chicken then put that on the fork along with some mashed potatoes. I was his little servant as I blew over the food then fed it to him. I didn’t mind because at least I had him eating.

      Billionaire ate about a quarter of the food before he let me know that he didn’t want any more. I put the leftover food in the refrigerator, and while he gulped down his water, I washed the fork that I’d used.

      “Come upstairs with me,” he said after he jumped down from the counter.

      I followed him, but before I went up the stairs, I removed my shoes. He led the way, and we walked in silence. Once we were upstairs, Billionaire opened the first door on the left. When he flicked the light on, I smiled in adoration as I looked over at the motorcycle themed room he had for his son. Even the bed was a cute biker theme. He had a desk, a gaming chair, and his closet was open, so I spotted the racks and racks of clothes inside. Lil Bill had everything any little boy could ask for. He had the perfect room, the gaming system, the closest that was filled with top of the line everything, and the perfect father. I didn’t know if Billionaire was into wall art, but there were motorcycle paintings on the wall plus two paintings of his son.

      “His room is beautiful. Who’s doing the décor? Your mom?” I asked.

      “Damn, why you gotta give my mama the credit? I do the décor, shorty. Everything you see in this house was picked by me personally,” he boasted.

      “Well, you did a good job. You have a good eye,” I told him.

      Billionaire pulled me to him and kissed my forehead.

      “Anybody could look at you and be able to tell that I have a good eye. Come on. Let me show you Khari’s room. She’s sleep, though, so don’t go in there being all loud when you see how nice her room is,” he joked as he stepped away from me.

      I laughed and then followed him out of the room. Khari’s room was literally right across from her brother’s. The nightlight was on, and it gave off perfect lighting. Seeing that princess themed room had me anticipating the day that I would have a daughter of my own. A few months ago, I was shopping in Rooms to Go with Naomi, looking at cribs for her son. We browsed the entire kids' section, and I remember seeing this Disney Princess carriage set for a bed. I fell in love with it. To see a child in it now, with the drapes pulled down, made me fall more in love with it.

      Khari was so perfect, lying in the center of the bed on her back, with her long hair just sprawled out on the pillow. Different princess gowns were hung up around the room. I wanted to squeal so loudly when I saw the little princess vanity in the corner. Everything about the room was super girly, from the cotton candy walls, even the cute pink, floor-length mirror, down to the different décor, from the lamps, the rug, and the mini princess chair and table. There was even a bathroom inside her room, and I could see the pink and white décor. I did a silent squeal as I looked up at Billionaire.

      He laughed at me.

      “I knew your girly ass would love it. It makes you want to give me one? Imagine what our nursery would look like,” he said, playing on the baby fever that I’ve had for some time.

      I didn’t bother responding as I admired the room for a few more moments. To avoid waking Khari from her peaceful sleep, we left the room. Billionaire closed the door behind us, and then we were back in the hall. He showed me an extra room, but there wasn’t anything in it yet. Next, we went to his bedroom, and it was everything I imagined it would be.

      A king-sized bed sat in the middle of the room. The headboard screamed royalty—it was gold and almost looked like a crown. His room was simple, but it was super nice. I looked over to the right and saw a sliding door that led to a balcony, which I admired because I didn’t have a balcony in my room. I didn’t even allow him to give me a tour because I walked around myself.

      I had to pass his walk-in closet to get to his bathroom, and this man had to have more clothes and shoes than I did. There were all kinds of designer shoes and clothes in his closet. I made it into his bathroom, and it was very spacious. He had his and hers sinks, and a massive tub along with a nice sized shower.

      “Your home is so beautiful,” I told him once I’d made it back to his bedroom.

      Billionaire didn’t follow me when I went to the bathroom. Instead, he sat at the foot of the bed with the remote in his hands as he channel surfed.

      “Thank you. I appreciate that. You gotta go to work in the morning?” he asked.

      “Yes. Starting next week, Tuesdays are going to be my off days. That’s how it used to be a year ago, but then I had it switched to just working a short day on Tuesdays. I’ve been complaining too much these days about my back hurting, so I’m going to give myself a day off during the week. In about a month and some change, I’m taking my one-week vacation. Usually, my sister and I go out of town, but she just had the baby and everything, so I’m probably going by myself,” I voiced.

      It wouldn’t have been the first time I took a trip on my own. In the past, I was single, so a girl had to do what she had to do. I loved traveling the world, so it didn’t bother me if I had to do it by myself, although I hated flying with a passion. As much as I hated it, it wasn’t enough to make me not want to travel anymore.

      “Where you was trying to go? I’ll go with you. I ain’t about to let you take a trip by yourself. All this fuckin’ sex trafficking going on in the world. Man, them niggas will snatch your lil ass up in a second,” Billionaire said as he grabbed my arm and tossed me into his lap like I was a rag doll.

      “It wouldn’t be the first time I took a trip on my own. Nobody ever snatched me up yet,” I told him while looking into his eyes and running my hands through his growing hair.

      “That was in the past. You didn’t have a man yet. Take your clothes off. I want to give you a massage. You said your back is hurting, right?” he asked.

      “Billionaire, I don’t want to have sex with you. I mean… I do, but not yet,” I told him in all seriousness.

      “Normani, when the fuck did I say shit about having sex? I said, let me give you a massage,” he said.

      I didn’t move, so he laughed.

      “I don’t know what kind of nigga you take me for, but I ain’t pressed over no pussy, ma. I know how to control myself. I had your pussy all in my mouth a week ago, and I still respected your wishes not to have sex. If you ain’t comfortable taking your clothes off, so I can give you a massage, I respect it. I’ll put a movie on for us to watch. I just don’t want you to leave me yet,” he said.

      While he talked, I envisioned his strong hands running up and down my back. Temptation was knocking on my door, and I was trying to figure out if I wanted to come out of my clothes or not. Billionaire putting kisses all over my body would feel good, but with that good feeling, I would crave sex, and all my sexual desires for him would come true.

      I thought about the ring on my finger and how I had promised myself that I wouldn’t have sex until I was married. Was it worth throwing away my values when I had gone a whole twenty-six years holding onto them? At the same time, my feelings for Billionaire were so deep. I didn’t want to announce it to him because he would probably think I was crazy, but I really did think I loved him. With my feelings set up the way they were for him, we were eventually going to have sex, whether it be tonight or on our wedding night.

      Without saying a word, I stood up from his lap. I didn’t even answer his question about what I wanted to watch because there wasn’t anything on TV that I was interested in at that moment. Slowly, I pulled off my socks, folded them, and set them on the bed. I was so nervous as I removed the hoodie and laid it on the bed too. My sweatpants came next, and before I knew it, the only thing I had left was my matching tan colored bra and boy short underwear. I was hesitant about which one should come off first.

      It took a while, but I eventually removed my bra. I was a little insecure because I thought about the two thick women he had for baby mamas. Both women had raved about how Billionaire only liked thicker women. Knowing I was little as hell had me a bit timid as I came out of my clothes. However, with the way Billionaire was looking at my body, I didn’t think it even mattered to him because I saw the adoration in his eyes. I set the bra on the bed, and then I took off my underwear. Just that fast, I was naked.

      “Come here,” he spoke after he turned the TV off.

      I stepped between Billionaire’s legs, and my hands went around his neck as his went to my behind. He gave it a light squeeze, and we shared a kiss. It was different this time because I had no clothes on, and I really felt like this would be the day I lost my virginity after holding onto it for so long. During the kiss, Billionaire lifted me in his arms and sat me on the bed. I wanted more kisses from him, but he pulled away from me.

      “Lay down on your stomach,” he demanded.

      I grabbed one of his pillows off the bed and laid my head on it as I looked back at him, trying to see what his next move would be. He had a bottle of Jergens lotion on his dresser, and he went to retrieve that. Billionaire then got behind me, and I closed my eyes as I prepared myself to feel his hands running up and down my body.

      “You have a beautiful ass body, Normani. You so fuckin’ perfect to me. I wonder where your flaws lie,” he said from behind me.

      “We have all flaws, even me,” I told him with my eyes still closed.

      “I guess I just haven’t found them yet.”

      A minute later, I felt the cold lotion hit my back. I laughed to myself because massages were usually done with oils, but I would take this too because I was sure this was his first time doing it. Billionaire rubbed the lotion into my back, and I was impressed. I really didn’t expect him to know what he was doing, but his hands on my lower back, moving in a circular motion, felt just as good as when I went to the spa and had it professionally done.

      “Hmmmm…” I moaned once his hands dug into my lower back, knocking out all the crooks.

      He did that for at least five minutes, and every thirty seconds or so, I let out a moan of satisfaction. Billionaire gave special attention to my back for at least twenty minutes. Once he was done, he lowered his hands and massaged my feet, my legs, the back of my thighs, and then he trailed his hands up, putting them on my neck, where he massaged me there too.

      Billionaire removed the hair tie that was keeping my hair up in the bun, and he even massaged my scalp. I couldn’t get enough of his touches. While he massaged my scalp, his body was on top of mine, but it wasn’t where he was hurting me by putting all his weight on me. He left my hair alone, and then I felt light kisses on my neck. His kisses eventually made their way to my ear, and that’s when I felt his warm breath tickle my skin.

      “Lift the lower part of your body from the bed,” he told me.

      I did as he said, and in no time, I was on my hands and knees with my head still resting on the pillow. I tried my best to look behind me and see what he was doing, but I couldn’t tell, so I went back to looking ahead. Pretty soon, his kisses were moving around the top half of my back, and he was sucking on my neck. I went crazy. I didn’t know if I should have been embarrassed by all the moaning I was doing, but I was. Even so, I couldn’t stop myself.

      I felt liquids falling out of me like it was pee, and I knew it was because he had me soaking wet down there. Suddenly, I felt him grip my sex from behind.

      “Billionaireeeeee!” I moaned, shocking myself.

      I looked back at him, and he was wearing a cocky smirk on his face. I was horny. Horny out of my mind, so I forced my body up and down on his hand that was cuffing my pussy because I wanted him to make me cum like he did the last time.

      “This shit is fat back here, and it’s leaking like a faucet. Damn!” he said, and then I heard him groan.

      “You’re teasing me,” I whined, too scared to tell him that I wanted him to make me cum.

      Billionaire laughed and then put his thumb on my clit. He massaged it in a circular motion. I threw my head back, and another moan escaped my lips. The second I felt myself about to cum, he stopped. With wide eyes, I turned around and looked at him, ready to pick up one of the pillows and throw it at him for playing.

      “Billionaire! What are you doing? Why are you teasing me?” I asked.

      “Because I want you to beg me for that nut. Tell me you want me to make you cum,” his deep voice said in a low, sexual manner.

      More juices slipped out of me from what he requested me to do and the way he said it. All my shyness went out the window because the only thing I could think about was enjoying a mind-blowing orgasm.

      “Make me cum, please,” I said.

      “You asked so fuckin’ nice. That shit was sexy as fuck too. Spread your legs a little bit more, baby,” he coached me, and I did.

      I spread my legs as far as they could go, but still making sure I kept the bottom half of my body in the air. Expecting him to stick his finger inside me and make me cum that way, imagine my surprise when I felt his thick, full, juicy lips wrap around my clit from behind. He softly sucked on it at a slow speed. I threw my head back, and the loudest moan mixed with a whine came from my lips. I couldn’t believe someone had what it took to make my body feel this way.

      “Oh, Goddd. Ohh Goddd,” I kept repeatedly saying, sounding like I was possessed.

      I felt him suck up a bunch of my juices that slipped out, and then he spit it back on my pussy before he licked it up real fast with his tongue. My legs shook, and my body bucked against his tongue. In less than two seconds, I released a flood of juices into his mouth.

      Billionaire didn’t even give me time to get myself together because before I could catch my breath, he had thrown himself back on the bed and pulled my body back on top of his. I was literally sitting on top of his chest, and I felt how wet he had me when I splashed on his chest, but he didn’t seem to mind.

      “Stand up,” he demanded.

      My heart was beating a mile per minute, and I was still trying to recuperate from that mind-blowing orgasm. Billionaire had a look in his eyes that let me know he could go all night. As weak as I was, I stood over him like he had demanded me to. For about thirty seconds, he just lay there, gazing up at my pussy, more than likely trying to figure out what he was going to do with it. All my juices were soaked in his beard and in the corners of his mouth.

      “Lower your pussy right on my mouth, Normani. Do that shit slow,” he told me.

      I did what he told me to do, and he soon was eating me out. To keep from screaming, I bit my lip because his daughter was sleeping, and I wasn’t trying to wake her. I realized that it felt a lot better when I ground my body against his mouth, so I did that. My head was thrown back, my eyes were rolling, and my toes were curling. What he was doing felt so good.

      “Hmmmmm… babyyyy... I’m going to cummmm… I’m going to cummmm!” I screeched, and like water, I released on him again.

      Everything that came out of me, he sucked it up. When my sensitive clit couldn’t take any more of his tongue, I pushed his head away from me, and he stopped. Just like he did the last time after he finished feasting on me, he grabbed me by the back of my head, and we kissed. I was lying on top of him, and as we sensually kissed, he had one of his hands on my behind, giving it a soft rub. I felt his dick poking me in the lower part of my stomach, and my mind was screaming for me to lose my virginity to him now. I could feel just how big and thick he was down there, but I still wanted to experiment.

      “Make love to me,” I told him after breaking the kiss.

      He ignored my request and kissed me again. I let the kiss go on for about another minute before I pulled away from him.

      “Did you hear me? I said, make love to me, Billionaire,” I said again.

      “You don’t get no do-overs when you lose your virginity, shorty. Once I’m in there, I’m in there. Ain’t no going back,” he said.

      “I know. I want to feel you inside of me. Come on,” I said, removing myself from on top of him and lying on his side.

      Billionaire got up from the bed, and I watched as he went over to his nightstand and retrieved a pack of Magnums. I was doing all this talk, telling him that I was ready, but deep down inside, I was a nervous wreck. Nervous because I knew this day would forever be known as the day I lost my virginity. One of two things would happen tonight; I would either enjoy what he was getting ready to do, or I was going to absolutely hate everything about it.

      Billionaire dropped his shorts and boxers. When he did that, I wanted to scream. It was one thing to think that he was well endowed, but it was a totally different thing to actually see it with your own two eyes and be close up and personal with his girth. I could tell he was such a pro at this; it was the way he skillfully opened the box of condoms and quickly retrieved one from the packet. Not only was his dick big and thick, but it had a nice curve to it.

      “You scared?” Billionaire asked as he came over to the bed and got on top of me.

      “No,” I told him, lying through my teeth.

      He laughed at my response.

      “You are scared. The shit is written all over your fuckin’ face. Before I even slide him in here, I just want to tell you that this ain’t going to be one of those things where I finally get the pussy, and I start moving differently. If anything, I’m going to be sniffing behind your ass even more now. You’re a woman, and I’m going to always treat you like one. You ain’t got to worry about me telling my niggas or nobody else about what’s about to take place. I want you to know that you can trust me, aight?” he said, and I nodded.

      Billionaire lowered his head, and we kissed again. My legs wrapped around his body, and my hands went around his neck. He was feeding me his tongue, and I was gladly sucking on it. The kiss was supposed to have been a distraction for what was about to come, but the second I felt him trying to slowly push into me, I broke the kiss and crawled backward to get away from him.

      “Relax. Relax, baby. You trust me, ain’t it?” he asked.

      I was too scared to verbally answer him, so I nodded my head. His head came back down, but this time, he sucked my nipples. Something about him sucking my nipples had me going crazy. I was back to moaning, and that’s when he tried to push inside me again. My moans got stuck in my throat, and for a moment, I just froze. My body just stopped working altogether as I looked down and saw inches and inches of dick going inside of me.

      “Bilionaireeeeeeeee!” I cried.

      I mean, I really cried out loud as tears flowed from both of my eyes. He kissed the tears away as they fell.

      “Sshhhh... He’s in there now.” Billionaire groaned, and then he started working his hips. The more he pumped into me, the better it felt.

      After a few minutes, we had a groove going. There was no doubt in my mind that I felt good to him because I could tell from the way he was letting out low grunts and even moans. He kept mumbling, “fuck” and “shit,” so he had to feel exactly what I was feeling. The second I got used to that position, Billionaire raised my feet and wrapped his mouth around my big toe. Then his hand went for my clit. He stroked my pussy in such a nice and slow way, and he massaged my clit with his soft hand as he made love to my toes with his mouth.

      I couldn’t explain how I was feeling. What I could say is that it now made sense why Sidnesha and Denim didn’t like me and why they’d talked to me the way they did last weekend in the bathroom. If he had done to them what he was doing to me, then I would hate me too.

      “And to think you hated me in the beginning! How that dick feel, baby?” Billionaire asked.

      “Gooooddddd… baby, go slowerrrrr!” I cried once he got carried away and sped up his strokes.

      “This the best pussy I ever had in my life, Normani. I swear to God. Damn! Shittttt, man…” He groaned.

      I felt sensations start from my feet, and soon, my legs started shaking, and I released on him. That took a lot out of me, like a whole lot. I tried to push back, but he wouldn’t let me. Billionaire pushed me back on the bed, and this time, he laid me on my side. He came behind me and spooned me as he placed sloppy kisses on the back of my neck.

      One of his hands snaked around me and tweaked my nipples. The sucking on my neck, the stimulation of my nipples, mixed with him playing around in my wetness, had my head spinning.

      “I’m worn out,” I weakly told him.

      Leaving no room for me to shut things down, he pushed inside of me. My nails dug into his muscular thighs as he stroked me from behind.

      “Look down,” Billionaire groaned in my ear.

      I looked down, and each time his dick went in and out of me, I saw the blood on the condom. He’d popped my cherry. I was no longer a virgin. I cried from that and from how good he was making my body feel. This time, I knew he was about to cum with me. I felt it in the way he sped up his strokes and the way he moaned my name.

      My legs shook, and I felt like I was on cloud nine. Shortly after, I exploded again.

      The second he finished, I crawled away from him, moved out of the bed, and got on my hands and knees. I put my hands on the edge of the bed, folded them, and instantly started to pray. The whole time I was praying, I could hear Billionaire laughing from his side of the bed.

      “What you praying for?” he asked once I was done, but I ignored him.

      I regretted nothing that I had done, but now, all of a sudden, it just left me scared. Scared for what was to come between him and me. With Billionaire being the first guy I ever let in, I knew that I would be so worried now about getting hurt. Yeah, he already told me he wouldn’t hurt me, but it wouldn’t be me if I didn’t overthink everything. I didn’t speak on it because I knew he hated it when I doubted his intentions.

      I climbed back into the bed and lay on my side, facing him. It felt like he was still inside of me. I remember my sister telling me that sex was okay, but sex with Billionaire was everything. I actually wouldn’t mind exploring him again, but I couldn’t when I had just prayed, begging God to forgive me for going against the promise I had made to him years ago.

      Billionaire was staring at me, probably waiting for me to say something, but I said nothing. My head rested on my arms, and I didn’t even realize I was crying until I felt a big teardrop hit me on my arm.

      “You regret it?” he asked.

      “No,” I told him as I wiped my face.

      “So, what the fuck is you crying for then?” he asked.

      Tears still fell from my eyes as I shrugged because I really didn’t know. I mean, I was scared now, but I didn’t want to tell him that.

      “I’m about to hop in the shower. You trippin’. I thought what we just shared was fuckin’ beautiful,” he said, and then stood up from the bed.

      I watched as he went into the bathroom, and soon, I heard the shower turn on. Five minutes later, I stood up from the bed and joined him in the bathroom. I limped into the bathroom because even as I was walking, it still felt like he was buried inside of me.

      Billionaire was in the shower, standing under the showerhead, letting the water beat down on his back. I went over to the glass sliding door and slid it back then stepped inside with him. He said nothing, so I figured I would speak first.

      “I’m sorry. All this is new to me. I enjoyed what we did too, but Billionaire, at the same time, I’m so scared. I don’t want to get hurt. I don’t want you to prove my daddy right,” I told him, and he sucked his teeth.

      I knew he wanted to jump down my throat, but he chose not to. He pretended that I wasn’t even in the shower with him as he all but ignored me. Eventually, I walked over and wrapped my arms around him, allowing the water to beat down on me. Hugging him tightly, I placed kisses on his chest.

      “I love you,” I said, sharing my true feelings.

      “That’s the only reason I’m crying. I love you, and I want it to work. That’s all. Don’t be mad at me,” I said, not even looking up at him because I feared he wouldn’t feel the same about me.

      “I love you too, Normani. I knew I loved you for a while now. When I say that I got you, I mean that shit. I’m going to prove your daddy to be a liar. I won’t hurt you, and I’m putting that shit on my kids,” he said, and then he lifted me in his arms.

      My arms went around his neck as he backed me up to the shower wall while still holding me in his arms. It happened so fast. His dick went back inside me sooo fast.

      “A condommmm, Billionaireeee,” I moaned once he started bouncing me.

      “I ain’t going to get you pregnant. At least not yet,” was all he said before he gave me the best five minutes of my life in his shower.

      Something about tonight let me know he would not pick up another condom and use it on me again. I could see it in his eyes when he was stroking me; just that fast, he’d already gotten too comfortable.
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      “Girl, your dumb ass better be lucky Billion’s psycho ass didn’t fuckin’ kill you for pulling some shit like this. What the hell is wrong with you, Denim? Do you not know that bitches who pull shit like this end up fuckin’ dead? Both Billion and Reggie are street niggas! What the hell do you think is going to happen once Reggie finds out that Khari is his daughter, and you been letting another nigga believe that she’s his for all these fuckin’ years? Reggie don’t have shit to lose like Billion does, so he may actually be the one to kill your ass. Then, what you think is going to happen between Billion and Reggie once they cross paths? For one, you should know that Reggie is going to come for Khari, and Billionaire isn’t going to give that little girl up, even if she isn’t his. Them two niggas will try to find a way to kill each other. I don’t think you thought this shit through,” my mama snapped on me.

      She had popped up unannounced at my house about ten minutes ago, after not being able to contact me for a whole week. Ever since the party, I’d been hiding out in my apartment from the entire world. I was embarrassed, I was angry, and I felt like I had failed so many people.

      Initially, when I came up with this stupid ass plan to just let Billion believe that Khari was his, I knew the consequences that could come from this, but when you’re searching for personal gain, you don’t think about the backlash. I mean, you do, but you try to ignore it out of selfishness. I knew how crazy Billion was, and I knew that if this news ever got out to him, he would more than likely try to kill me. However, this was one thing I thought I would be able to take with me to the grave.

      I couldn’t get the look of anger and hurt from Billionaire out of my head. It broke my heart when I saw a street nigga like Billionaire cry because I’d never seen that nigga shed a fuckin’ tear. I didn’t even think his ass had any tear ducts. He took Khari away from me like he told me he would, and I haven’t seen my baby or heard from her since the party. Of course, I didn’t have the balls to call him because there was no telling what he would say. Plus, I feared for my life, and I didn’t want to say the wrong thing and set him off, then he finishes the job.

      I felt so dirty for doing this. My secret was exposed in front of Billionaire, his parents, Twinkle, and Monterius. I could only imagine the way they were more than likely judging me. Whatever they were calling me, I definitely deserved it.

      “Ma, you can stop yelling at me! Damn! I know I fucked up, and you ain’t making it no better!” I screamed through my tears.

      When my mama came over, I had no plans to tell her what happened because I knew she would act exactly how she was acting now. She would do nothing but further stress me out, which is what she was doing. Billion’s handprint was still around my neck, though, and I had a cut over my eyebrow from when he made me hit my head on the trunk of my car. When she saw those bruises, she demanded to know what happened. She was ready to ride down and beat Billionaire’s ass for putting his hands on me, but once she realized why he had done it, she no longer gave a fuck that the nigga almost tried to kill me two times.

      “What’s your plan, Denim?” she asked, standing in my bedroom with her arms folded.

      My mother was beautiful, just like me; I was literally her twin. We were damn near the same height, weight, everything. The only thing that set us apart was the dreads I had. My mom had shoulder-length, full hair that she always rocked in a bob. For years, she wore her natural color, jet black, but two years ago, she got it dyed a honey blonde color. It actually fits her so perfectly.

      My mama was in her forties, but she moved around like she was in her twenties. The niggas loved my mama. She fucked around with niggas my age. The absence of my father gave her a male mentality toward dating. For years, my mom told me she didn’t have a desire to get married, neither did she ever want to have any more children. I think it was all just a façade, and it was her way of protecting her heart, so she would never get hurt again.  She never really got deep into it, but she let me know how my dad (whoever the fuck that was), was the second guy to hurt her. The first was her dad because, just like my father was nonexistent in my life, so was hers.

      It was Friday morning, and she was dressed in her work clothes, more than likely stopping by before she headed into the office. My mama would give anybody the business with her quick tongue, she drank Henny straight like a nigga, and she would sit up with me and puff a few blunts, but she was an educated woman. She worked as a regulatory affairs manager. My mom has always kept a job, but when I got in high school, she went back to college and got a degree. My mama and I always had a good relationship, although she was a strict ass parent and wouldn’t spare me an ass whipping whenever I needed one.

      “I’m pregnant,” I blurted out.

      She laughed and then took a seat at the foot of the bed.

      “This shit just keeps getting worse. Pregnant by who, Denim?” she asked.

      “Reggie. Ma, I have only been messing with Reggie. Billion ain’t touched me since he’s been home. I took a test yesterday morning, and that’s when I found out. I get that you’re disappointed in me. I’m disappointed in me too, but I don’t need you beating me up more when I’m already down. I’m already going through enough shit as is. Ever since Reggie and Billion were up in here fighting, Reggie done ran off with Rylo, and he doesn’t even let me see my damn daughter anymore. Billion took Khari, and I can’t see her either. I’m stressing, missing my kids, and now I just found out about another baby that I’m carrying. Spare me the tongue lashing,” I told her as I used the back of my hand to wipe my face.

      I lay back down in the bed, pulling the covers over my body. Lying in bed was the only thing that I had been doing these days. I thought the pain of Billionaire finding out the truth about Khari had me depressed and low on energy like this, but it was the growing fetus inside of me that had me feeling this way the whole time.

      “I’m going to call Billionaire on my way into the office. I’ll be the middle person because I’m sure he doesn’t want to talk to you. The baby. What’s your plan? Are you keeping it or what?” she asked.

      “Yeah. You know I ain’t never aborted no child, Ma,” I told her.

      “Alright. I’m about to head out before you make me late for work with your drama. You need to get your ass out of bed, take a shower, and eat something. Call the doctor and make an appointment, so you can see how far along you are and get started on taking your vitamins. This is not your first child, so you know what you gotta do. I want to get in your ass so much more, but I won’t. It can’t possibly feel good to get heat from so many different directions, and for that, I’ll spare you. I’ll call you once I take my break, and I expect you to be out of bed by then,” she said.

      Before she left the room, my mama came over and kissed me on my forehead, and then she left. She had her own key to my apartment, so I knew she would lock the door. I probably should have gotten up, showered, and ate something, especially since I couldn’t even remember the last time I had a meal. But lying in bed and feeling sorry for myself just felt so much better. I just wanted to sleep, and when I woke up, I wanted all this to be over.

      

      Two hours later

      A dip in the bed woke me up from my sleep. My eyes popped open, and I saw Reggie sitting at the foot of the bed. His eyes were bloodshot red, and I knew it was because he was high. I smelled the weed on his clothes. Any other time, I loved the smell of some good trees, but that shit had my stomach turning. I hadn’t seen this nigga in weeks. I tried to listen and see if I could hear Rylo in the front room, but it was silent. I stared down at Reggie for a few seconds, and that’s when I saw the gun resting on his lap. That instantly made me gasp and sit up in the bed.

      The second I tried to back away from him, he grabbed me by my leg and dragged my ass out of bed. My head hit the bottom of the bedpost, and then it hit the carpeted floor. I started to scream, but he put his body on top of mine, and what silenced me was him sticking the gun in my mouth the second I opened it to scream. Tears flooded my eyes, and because I couldn’t talk with a gun shoved in my mouth, I pointed to my stomach, trying to let him know that I was pregnant without verbally saying it.

      “If you trying to tell me that you pregnant, I don’t give a fuck! For all I know, that baby can be any nigga walking around this bitch with a dick! I always knew that when it came to that nigga, you would choose him over me. I always knew that you fucked with that nigga a little bit more because he had more money than me. I knew about you going down to the prison and fuckin’ the nigga, but I never said shit about it. I ain’t say shit because I knew the nigga wasn’t going to even look your slut ass way the second he stepped foot out of that prison. The only thing that would happen was your black ass was going to get your heart broken, so I let you be stupid for that nigga. Plus, I was fuckin’ hoes too, so I ain’t care to check you about you and yo’ hot ass pussy!

      “I can take you choosing the nigga with more money because I never planned on making your ass my fuckin’ wife no way! You got good pussy, and you suck dick fuckin’ marvelous, so of course, I kept you around for my own personal reasons. What I ain’t going to tolerate is motha fuckas telling me that you got your ass fucked up by that nigga for pinning a baby that’s supposed to be mine on him! Look me in my motha fuckin’ eyes and tell me that you didn’t do no fucked-up shit like that to me, Denim!” he barked.

      I was scared. So scared that I was not only crying, but I peed on myself too. The scared I was right now differed from how I felt last weekend when Billion was choking me. I knew how bad Billion wanted to kill me that night, but I also knew he wouldn’t do it because he was fresh home from prison, and he didn’t want to go back. With Reggie, it was different. The fool had nothing to lose. Yes, he had kids, and he had his mama, but I knew how heartless and hateful this man was because I’d listened to some of the crazy shit he spit out of his mouth.

      When I didn’t answer him fast enough, he took the gun out of my mouth and slapped me across my face with it.

      “Answer my motha fuckin’ question, Denim! Come on, shorty! I’m itching to blow your fuckin’ brains out!” he said.

      “Baby… baby, don’t do this. Please... I’m pregnant. I’m pregnant with your baby,” I cried.

      Blood ran from my mouth as I talked to him because of the injury from him hitting me with the gun.

      “That’s good, baby, but what about Khari? I want to know about her. That’s my baby that you been letting another nigga claim? Answer me, ma,” he said in a gentle tone, but I knew that nothing gentle would come once I told him the truth.

      I tried to kick off me, but he grabbed my foot and twisted it.

      “Arrrghhhhh!” I screamed. I literally heard the bones in my leg crack from the way he twisted it, breaking it within a second.

      “I’m giving you one more chance to answer me,” he threatened, and this time, he cocked the gun, letting me know that he was no longer playing with me.

      “Tell both of my daughters that I love them. Tell Khari that I’m sorry for lying,” I told said, not answering the question how he wanted me to, but telling him everything he needed to know.

      I never even had time to think about what was coming next because, in seconds, the gun was pounding against my face. I felt my teeth fly out of my mouth and the bones breaking in my face… I felt it all. For almost five minutes, I lay there and got the shit beat out of me. I was just waiting for the moment he would pull the trigger and put me out of this misery.
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      “Awww, look at my baby,” I cooed as I stood in the crowd amongst all my son’s friends, my friends, and our family.

      Today, we were celebrating my son’s eleventh birthday, and he was getting out of the car with his father to make his grand entrance into the party. This party was a big deal, and no expense was spared for this day. For so many reasons, this was a momentous occasion. Of course, it’s always a big deal whenever anyone is blessed to see another year of life. On top of that, this was the first birthday in five years that Billion was able to celebrate with us.

      I swear the time flew because I remembered my son’s tenth birthday last year, and I’d taken him to Universal Studios. I remember telling him all day that it would be the last birthday he ever had to celebrate without his father. Turning ten years old last year was a big milestone for him, but we had agreed that we wouldn’t do a big birthday party until this year; that way, both of his parents could be in attendance.

      At the last minute, Lil Bill finally let us know that he wanted to do a motorcycle themed party. My son was into so many things, including football, loving Fortnite, he had a mean obsession with the Adventures, and a love for motorcycles as well. The huge pavilion that we rented out for the day had been booked for a little over a year, because like I said, we had been preparing for this big day.

      Once Lil Bill told us the theme he wanted, we finally made a move. We had to pay the party planner twice her standard rate because leaving her and her team two weeks to make it happen was considered last minute. The four-tiered cake that my son told me he wanted ran his dad a thousand damn dollars. Billion hadn’t been talking to me much these days, and I figured he was probably mad about what happened in the bathroom between me, his chick, and Denim.

      Although he was mad at me, he made sure he took care of everything for the party, even though I had the money to handle it all by myself. Any invoice that I got from the party decorators, the cake, the catering, the three motorcycle themed bounce houses, even the very expensive ass motorcycle that our son asked for, he had me send it over to him. Whatever it cost, he just sent the money.

      Billion had his issues with me, but I knew that nothing had him madder than having to discover the shit that Denim pulled. I literally found out what happened the same night. I knew Billion like the back of my hand, so when he randomly texted me that night, letting me know that he was taking our son home with him, I knew that some shit had to have gone down. Knowing that I would not get the truth from Billion, I found his mama at the party, and she briefly explained what had happened. Shocked was an understatement to express how I felt once that was revealed. I’ve always said that Khari didn’t look shit like Billion, but I just assumed that Denim’s genes took over. I never thought she would pull some ruthless shit like this on somebody like Billion.

      Although my baby daddy and I don’t always see eye to eye, I still sent him a text message that night, basically letting him know to keep his head up. I damn near begged him not to go out and do anything crazy because he still had two kids he needed to be here for. Of course, he didn’t respond to my messages, but at least I said my piece to him, and that’s all that mattered.

      I had reached out to Denim a couple of times since the party, but she wouldn’t answer the phone for me, neither would she respond to any of my text messages. Now, word around town is that Billion was out there beating her ass. Maybe she was just embarrassed that the truth had to come out like that, and Billion had to learn the truth around other people. I didn’t know what it was, but I knew she was dead ass wrong. Whenever she picked up the phone for me, I would not jump down her throat and let her know that she was wrong because I was sure she had heard that from all different directions. She hurt both Khari and Lil Bill by doing that snake ass shit.

      Billion told me not to let our son know what was going on, so I wouldn’t, although he had been inquiring about why Khari got to stay the night at their father’s house more than he did. I hated lying to my son, but this wasn’t my place, so I would let Denim and Billion figure that situation out.

      “That ain’t no baby! That’s a grown ass man! My lil cousin so fuckin’ fineeee, man,” Roheem cooed as he stood beside me and admired my handsome baby stepping out of the truck.

      I found a designer in Miami who specialized in kids’ clothing, so she designed my son a custom black and red motorcycle outfit. She customized some designer goggles for him that he had pulled up on his hair, and my baby knew he was fly. It was in his walk. Of course, I eventually gave in and let him get his hair dreaded. He had gotten them done a week ago, and I had to admit, he looked so handsome with his hair in dreads. They were hanging loosely, and just yesterday, his father had taken him to get a perfect line up. There were a couple of chains around his neck, making him look like the smaller version of his dad.

      The DJ was spinning Rich Homie Quan’s “Walk Thru” as he made his way into the party. We had a photographer and a videographer there to capture this whole thing, so as he made his way into the party, he was recorded, and pictures were taken. Eleven years ago, I was pushing this little boy out of me, and the thought had me so emotional.

      Roheem pulled me to him, and then his silly ass laughed at me.

      “You need to have another one, Ms. Thang because you doing too damn much. You acting like his little butt about to leave you and go off to college. Stop crying before you ruin his damn day. On a brighter note, look at Mr. Big Dick over there. Cousinnn, that’s just too much fineness on a damn man. It’s to the point that it ain’t even fair to the other niggas. I’ll give him however many babies he asks me for, and you know I ain’t trying to mess up my good body for just any ole body, but damn! I don’t mind the stretch marks, the baby weight, and whatever else you bitches be getting from popping out these babies,” Roheem said.

      The only thing I could do was laugh at his crazy, delusional ass. He was really standing his ass there, talking this shit like he could have a baby, and like Billion would ever even look his way. Billion acted like he hated Roheem. I knew it had nothing with him being gay either. It was just the fact that Billion couldn’t take all the extra shit that my cousin does.

      There were no lies told when Roheem talked about how handsome Billion looked today. Granted, he always looked good, but whenever I saw him in full daddy mode, it made him stand out just a little bit more. Just like me, he wore a black birthday shirt, but his had the words, Daddy of the Birthday Boy, on it. His shirt was a V-neck, and it fit him perfectly. It was the way his arm muscles were flexing in the shirt. A pair of black jeans were on his behind that he sagged a little bit in. Because his shirt was black and red, he wore black and red Balenciaga sneakers.

      He had obviously joined our son yesterday on his trip to the barber because he was lined up perfectly too. As always, his waves stood out. He wore one chain around his neck and a nice watch on his wrist that was blinding, although he was standing a few feet away from me. It fucked with me hard to know that my baby daddy had moved, on and whatever he had with the chick from the party, I knew it was real. I watched the nigga with her the whole night, and he was smiling and laughing like a fuckin’ hyena. He liked her, and the more I accepted that, the more my feelings for him would lessen because I would not be lusting behind no nigga who clearly doesn’t want me.

      It was just so fuckin’ hard to move on and dismiss what Billion and I once shared. I’ll say it again; this wasn’t just some nigga I was fuckin’ and whose cum I was swallowing whenever he hit me up for a good time. This nigga and I lived together, and we had conversations about marriage. I was a woman—a human being with feelings—so this was just a hard pill for me to swallow.

      “You are a fool. I feel bad for you the day you let Billion hear you talking about him that way. He’s going to fuckin’ kill your ass. Move, so I can go and see my baby,” I said to Roheem, and then I playfully pushed him off me.

      My son made his way to me first and gave me the first hug of the day. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed the top of his head a few times.

      “You look so handsome,” I told him the second we pulled away from each other.

      “You were crying, Ma? Come on. You trippin’,” he said, sounding and looking just like his damn daddy.

      “Boy, hush! I can cry all I want. This day brings back memories of when your big ass head pushed up out of me,” I said, and he rolled his eyes.

      He hated it when I talked about my labor with him. Whenever he got slick at the mouth with me, I mentioned the painful experience I had when I brought his butt into this world. He stood in my embrace for a few more moments, and then he ran off to speak to his other family and his friends. Khari was there, running around. Billion’s mom had brought her to the party. That little girl was smiling, so carefree, and not even aware of the mess going on. I felt that it should stay that way because the news would only hurt her. I’d gotten her a birthday shirt as well, which said, Little Sister of the Birthday Boy, because no matter the facts, that little girl is my son’s sister.

      My mom was somewhere among all those people, more than likely running her damn mouth. Twinkle and Monterius were there, and I’ll be honest, I hoped a fight wouldn’t break out between the two of them because from far away, I could still see the tension that rested between them. For the most part, they had been doing well at staying away from each other. Twinkle had been with her niece, Dream, the entire time, and Monterius was hanging with some of the niggas. No matter the ill feelings that Twinkle and I might have had toward each other, she was good with my son. She came bearing a whole bunch of birthday gifts for him this afternoon.

      Once Lil Bill arrived, the party started. All the kids were running around, and the adults were either eating, running behind their bad ass kids, drinking, or just having fun in general. I saw the truck pull up in the parking lot, which I knew housed our son’s birthday gift. Billion was already over by the truck, so I walked over and joined him. He smelled so good.

      “What’s good?” he said.

      “Where’s your chocolate princess? You could have brought her,” I said.

      It was more so my way of finding out if the two were having trouble in paradise. I felt like he would have brought her to the party, especially if they were serious, and she’d already met the kids. When Billion brought our son home after letting him stay the night at his house, I picked my son’s head, asking him if his dad’s girlfriend was over there, and he assured me she wasn’t. He said it was just him, his dad, and his sister. I then questioned him on what he thought of her when his dad introduced them. My son wasn’t any help, talking about some, “She was pretty.”

      “Why? What you asking ’bout her for?” he asked, looking down at me. “And why you got on these little ass shorts around all these fuckin’ kids? Yo’ pussy staring right at me,” he snapped.

      I laughed while looking down to see if my shorts were as short as he was making them out to be, and they weren’t. I did the finger test this afternoon before I even put them on, and no, I didn’t pass, but not that bad.

      “My pussy staring right at you, or are you staring right at my pussy? I’m sure if my shorts were too short, your smart mouth son would have told me like he always does whenever he feels like I’m in something too revealing. Seriously, though, where’s your girl? You could have brought her,” I said again, and he sucked his teeth.

      The truck driver was backing the truck up, and we were eager to see what the bike would look like in person.

      “I know I could have brought her. You telling me that, like I had to run the shit by you first. She had her little sorority shit this morning. They had some type of charity event that they doing this afternoon for the homeless, and the times overlapped, so she couldn’t make it. She got him a gift, though, and it’s in the car. What I don’t understand is why you asking about her. She told me that you and Denim’s fuck ass was messing with her in the bathroom,” he said.

      Billion wasn’t himself. Granted, he was always an asshole and always so uptight. However, I could just tell by how he was talking that he was still hurting about the Khari situation.

      “Denim was drunk and was talking shit about her when we got in the bathroom, not even realizing that your girl was in one of the stalls. I wouldn’t say that we were messing with her. If anything, we just told her that we thought she wasn’t your type. She’s making it seem like we were in there bullying her. That’s not what happened,” I said.

      “Two women ganging up on another woman… what the fuck do you call that? Y’all only fucked with her because I think you can look at Normani and tell that she’s not on the same type of shit that you and Denim are on, so y’all took advantage of that. Look, Nesha, we here celebrating our son’s birthday. I don’t want to get into it with you on some shit that’s very fuckin’ small compared to the other shit that I’m dealing with right now. I’m looking you in your eyes right now, and I’m asking you to chill.

      “We have our disagreements and shit, and I know I ain’t always the best person to be around, but I respect you as not only the mother to my child but I respect you as a woman. Over the years, I ain’t ever have to check you about the type of mother you are because you always made raising my son look like some shit that you can do with your eyes closed, so I commend you on that. You held shit down in my absence, playing both mother and father, and for that, a nigga is going to always rock with you. You were the first girlfriend I ever had, and the first woman I ever loved outside of my mama and my grandma.

      “Me and you already done did the relationship shit. We fucked, we fought, we laughed, we done did it all, and in the end, the shit didn’t work out. I’ll always love you for making me a father, but that’s as far as it goes. That little boy over there,” he said, putting his hands on my head and turning it so I could look over at our son, who was standing with his friends and laughing, showing off his pretty teeth and his dimples.

      “That’s all me and you need to be worried about. I moved on, and I want you to do the same. I want you to go out there and find a nigga that’s going to make you happy. You deserve it because I know that when it comes down to it, you’re a good woman, so just chill out. I can have this conversation with you because I know you’ll take heed to what I’m saying. I don’t have two words for Denim. That bitch better stay as far away from me as possible,” he vented.

      “Has Khari been with you since all this happened?” I asked.

      “Yeah, and she going to stay with me. Why would I give her back? So that nigga can take my fuckin’ daughter and move somewhere, then I won’t be able to even find them? I don’t know how this shit is going to end. What I can say is that I don’t have any plans to take Khari back to Denim any time soon. I’m sure y’all been talking, so the next time you talk to her, make sure you tell her I said that,” he told me.

      “I actually haven’t talked to her. I tried reaching out to her, but she won’t pick up the phone,” I said, and he didn’t even bother to respond.

      Finally, the driver got out of the truck. Billion knew him, so they dapped each other up, and then he spoke. He eventually jumped on the back of the truck and raised it. My son’s birthday gift was right there with a big, red bow on it. It was a silver and baby blue Tron motorcycle 12V. I wasn’t even into stuff like this, but this bike was too nice.

      “Damnnnn. This shit is clean. Where the helmet at?” Billion asked as he admired the bike.

      His friend retrieved the helmet from the back, and then he brought the bike down. We stood there for a few moments, both admiring the bike, and then Billion paid him for it.

      Billion wheeled the bike into the party, and all the kids came over to admire it. My damn son hadn’t even come over to see his own birthday gift because he was too busy wrapped up in the conversation he was having with his girlfriend. My son came into my room last night and basically requested for me to be nice to his little girlfriend. I promised I would, and so far, I had been on my best behavior. I couldn’t even be mean to her because she was super sweet. She came over before my son got there and introduced herself. She called me Ms. Banks. I had to say that my son had good taste because she was super adorable.

      “Look at your damn son,” I told Billion, who laughed.

      “He got game just like his daddy,” he told me, and I rolled my eyes.

      Eventually, Lil Bill got the hint that his gift had arrived because he ran in our direction to see the new bike he had been requesting for a while now. The rest of the party was super fun. I even got my grown ass in the bounce house and did a few flips with my son and his friends. I ate so much damn food, just ignoring the no carbs diet I had myself on, and I even took a couple of shots but being mindful of the fact that I had to drive myself back home.

      Lil Bill would be leaving the party and going home with his dad, so I’d already made plans to hang out tonight with Roheem. He had invited me out to go clubbing with him. Of course, I agreed because whenever I went out with my cousin, we always had a good time. Right now, I was standing not too far from Billion and his parents, being an overprotective mother and cringing at how fast my son was driving that damn bike. This bike was a little more advanced than the other one he had, and it went a little faster. I hated it, and now I regretted agreeing to let him get this as a gift.

      “Nesha, bruh, sit the fuck down! Lil nigga got on headgear, knee pads, and everything else. What you think is going to happen to him?” Billion said from the table as he looked up at me from the two plates filled with food that his greedy ass was eating.

      “Nigga, shut up! You don’t see how fast he’s going? You need to tell him to slow down because he ain’t going to listen to me. He’s going to think that I’m doing too much,” I said.

      “That’s because you are! Sit yo’ ass down!” he said.

      I picked up a napkin from the table and threw it at his ass. His mama and his daddy were just sitting there, shaking their heads at us.

      “Fuck you! Just sit there and enjoy your two plates, nigga! It’s obvious your Barbie doll is just a pretty face, and she doesn’t feed your ass!” I snapped as I sat down.

      Billion released a sarcastic laugh when I said that, and I already knew that whatever he said in response would not be nice. His tongue was vicious.

      “Damn! You pussy fuckin’ her more than I do! You been talking about shorty since you saw me! Next time she calls me, Ima give you the phone since you worried about her so fuckin’ much. She feeds a nigga. She don’t feed me shit out the box either. All her shit is homemade. Don’t you start talking about somebody not feeding me because when a nigga was with you, my ribs were showing. Niggas thought I wasn’t making no money,” he said.

      His daddy laughed, and his mama shook her head then stood up.

      “Let me leave now because I’m not about to break up a fight on my grandbaby’s birthday,” his mama said, and then she walked off.

      At the same time, my phone rang. I pulled it out of my back pocket and looked at it. Denim was finally calling a bitch back after days of being missing in action. Just to be petty, I flashed the phone to Billion, so he could see who was calling me. He didn’t even react; he just went back to finishing his food.

      Before I picked up the phone, I walked away because the music from the DJ was loud as hell, and I wanted to hear Denim and have her able to hear me as well.

      “Girl! I’ve been calling your ass!” was the first thing I said when I picked up the phone.

      The background was silent, and then I heard her sniffle. I knew then to chill on my approach because from the sound of things, she was more than likely crying.

      “Hey. This isn’t Denim. This is Chantel, her mother. I was just calling to let you know that Denim is in the hospital,” she said.

      From one mother to another, I felt that hurt and pain in her voice. My hand went over to my mouth when she said it because I knew it was bad. This wasn’t some, she fell down the stairs and broke her arm kind of trip to the hospital. Whatever it was, it sounded like something that she would not be able to recover from. Damn, I hoped this girl didn’t try to commit suicide. I mean, I knew shit looked really bad for her, but she still had two beautiful daughters who she needed to live for. Let me not start making up stuff when I didn’t even know what the hell was going on yet.

      “Oh, wow. Is everything okay? What’s going on with her?” I asked.

      “She’s in a coma. I’m sure you know what’s going on behind Khari not belonging to Billionaire. Somehow the word got to Reggie, and he went over to the house yesterday, and pistol whipped her. He left the house before he could finish the job, but Denim’s neighbor told the police she saw him before he went into the apartment, and she described Reggie to a T. There’s a warrant out for him. I just called to let you know what was going on because I have her phone, and I saw that you have been calling her,” she said.

      My heart went out to her because she sounded so sad. I could tell it took a lot out of her to even try to explain the things that had taken place.

      “What hospital is she at? We’re celebrating my son’s birthday, but as soon as this is done, I’m going to come,” I told her.

      “We’re at Memorial,” she said.

      We talked for a few more moments, and then we hung up. I really wished I hadn’t answered the phone because this news just really killed my vibe. I went over to Billion, who was still eating his food.

      “Don’t come over here telling me shit Denim told you. I don’t want to hear shit that girl gotta say,” he said.

      “That wasn’t Denim. It was her mother. She was calling me to let me know that Denim is in a coma. Her baby daddy found out about Khari being his, so he went over to her house yesterday and tried to kill her. Her mama told me that he pistol whipped her, and the cops are looking for him. Damn,” I said, still unable to believe the things I just heard.

      I looked over at Billion, and he had a nonchalant expression. I mean, I get it. He and Denim weren’t on the best of terms, but she was still Khari’s mother, and I would have thought he would show just an ounce of concern.

      “You gonna go to the hospital? I’m going after the party is over,” I said.

      “No! What the fuck I’m going down there for? Look, I ain’t happy that she’s laid up in a coma right now, Nesha, but at the same time, I got personal issues with Denim, and I don’t want to be around shorty. Who knows, yo? Maybe I’ll change my mind tomorrow or the day after, and I’ll take Khari down there, but right now, the answer to that question is no. Watch out,” he said and stood up from the table, holding both plates in his hands.

      I watched as he threw the plates in the trash and then jogged over to be with our son.

      

      7:09 P.M.

      I’d just taken the elevator up to the fourth floor, and now I was walking down the long, cold hallway to Denim’s hospital room. Can we take a moment and talk about growth, please? Here I am, baby mama number one, and I’m on my way to check on baby mama number two. I don’t even know if I should call Denim baby mama number two, especially with this hot, ghetto mess going on. For the past five years, she’s been baby mama number two, so it would feel weird to all of a sudden call her something different.

      I hated Denim when I found out about her. Not surprisingly, I found out about Denim through my nosey ass cousin, Roheem. He knew everyone’s dirt, their drama, and their damn business. Around that time, I was going through it because this was the first time that Billion and I had really separated for good. I mean, I knew in my heart that it wouldn’t be any breaking up to make up this time around. The nigga moved out of the apartment that he and I were sharing. There had been times when we would have little conflicts and fake break up, but he always brought his ass back home. This time was different. It’s like I felt it in my gut that the two of us were through.

      He would still come over, but that was just so he could check up on our son. I knew that during our time apart, he would fuck around because hell, the nigga fucked around while we were together. What I didn’t expect was for the nigga to be parlaying a new bitch around the city and hopping into another situation so fast. He never even gave himself time to heal from our relationship.

      Although Khari didn’t come until years later, you have to understand how I loved that nigga and how I rocked with him; I just never expected him to have a baby on me. I remember the day Roheem sent me the picture of Denim and Billion at the mall. I zoomed in on the picture, so I could have a good look at her stomach, and all it took was a matter of seconds for me to realize that the bitch was pregnant. That moment turned me so fuckin’ bitter. I can laugh about it now because the shit was old, but that day, I remember sending a text message to my baby daddy, letting him know I would kill him and that bitch, telling him how our son would not be allowed to be near his new baby… just a whole bunch of shit that came from a place of hurt.

      When Khari was born, I wouldn’t allow Billion to take my son because I knew he would try to go behind my back and have my son around Denim and his new baby. I wasn’t ready for all that yet because I was still in a place of hurt.

      Billion allowed me to do that shit for about a month before he came over to the house and had a mature conversation with me. He let me know how he and Denim weren’t together, they never were together, and they just had a baby together. Hearing that the nigga wasn’t all stupidly in love with the bitch was the only reason I gave in. That and because my son knew he had a new baby sister, and he had been begging me to let him meet her. I knew the shit I was doing was wrong, so yes, I gave in.

      Although it had been clarified that Billion and Denim had never been in a relationship, that didn’t stop me from hating the bitch. For like the first two years, I couldn’t stand her. When Billion went to prison, which is when Khari was still a baby, I had no choice but to put my ill feelings to the side because, as women and mothers, Denim and I had to step up so the kids could be in each other’s lives.

      Fast forward, and here we are, a little bit over five years later, and here I am, on my way to her hospital room, preparing myself for what I would see when I walked through her door. I knew that whatever I saw would not be pretty. Her mother told me she was pistol whipped and in a coma, so I could only imagine how she looked. I can’t even lie, I was scared, which is why I’d dragged my feet to get here.

      After the party was over, I went home and took a quick shower then threw on something a little bit more comfortable. I had to choose between going tonight to see Denim or just waiting until morning. From what I knew about Denim, she had little family. It was just her, her mother, and her two daughters. I knew that Denim’s mother could use someone’s shoulder to cry on and someone to just listen to her as she cried it out and talked it out. As tired as I was, I would go and be that for her.

      With each step I took, I let out a yawn. I felt like a zombie as I walked through that hospital. I’d been up since five this morning, staying on top of everything, just to make sure my son had the perfect birthday. Not only was I up early, but I didn’t go to sleep until about one this morning because Roheem and I were doing the party bags and everything else that came with getting ready for a big birthday celebration. I shrugged off how I was feeling, especially since Denim and her mother were dealing with way worse than what I felt right now.

      I made it to the door, and before I walked in, I knocked lightly.

      “Come in,” I heard Denim’s mother lightly call out.

      I pushed the door open and walked into the room. It was freezing in there, so I was glad I had dressed in a Juicy Couture sweatsuit because I knew it would keep me warm. Denim’s hospital room was nice and spacious. From where I stood, I saw Denim’s mother standing on the side of her bed, and she was fixing her daughter’s hair.

      I was so afraid to see Denim, so I took my time getting to her. Once I was close enough, I rested my purse on the first chair I saw and went over to Denim’s bedside. One look at her and my hands went over my mouth as I silently cried.

      Denim and I may not have always seen eye to eye, nor did we always get along, but this right here would make the meanest bitch drop to her knees and cry. It didn’t even look like her. Her face was unrecognizable. There wasn’t a spot on her face that wasn’t bruised. With her eyes closed, I literally saw the black and the blue around both eyes. I saw the way her lips were busted and swollen. There were tubes going down her throat that were just painful to look at.

      The sheets were pulled up on her body, stopping at her stomach, and her arms were out. I saw all the scratches and stuff that even looked like bruises from bite marks. There were bruises all around her neck area. Some of her dreads were even missing. From the big bulge at the foot of the bed, where her leg was, I assumed she had to have had a cast or something, and that her leg was broken. When I got a closer look at her face, I saw fresh stitches from the top of her head down to the cheek. I eventually had to stop looking because the more I looked, the more I cried, and part of the reason I came down there was to console her mother.

      No one could possibly be hurting more than Denim’s mother. This was her child she was standing over. I couldn’t imagine having to do this with my son.

      “I’m sorry for crying. I expected her to be in a bad state, but not this,” I said, bringing my hands up to wipe my eyes.

      Denim’s mother was so damn strong. Granted, she’d probably had her time to cry it out, but still. I just knew I would never have half her strength. The second I was standing over my child, looking at him in this predicament, and someone came in crying, I would have broken down too. I saw the hurt in her eyes and everything, but for her to be standing over her daughter, fixing her hair up, I had to admit that I admired her strength.

      “It’s okay. I’ve been in here since yesterday with her, and when I say I tore down this whole room, I mean that. On the outside, I look fine, but my insides are going through all types of emotions. I’m screaming, crying, and a part of me even feels like I’m dying inside. This is my only child. Yes, she’s a grown woman, but this is my baby. The only baby that I’ve ever had. I’m beating myself up for this because I blame myself. I saw Denim the morning this happened. I left her home and went to work. I remember kissing her and letting her know that I loved her. When I called her on my break, like I told her I would, and she didn’t answer the phone, it’s like I just knew. My motherly instincts just knew that something had happened, especially since Denim knew I would be calling.

      “I remember just leaving the office, crying the whole time. The second I pulled up to the apartment complex, there were police cars out there and an ambulance truck. I just knew they were there for her. I’m telling you, I felt it. From where I was parked, I could see that her apartment door was open. I got out, and her neighbor was there, giving a statement to the police officers. I walked up as she was describing Reggie to them. I’ve never in my life killed anyone. Never even thought of killing anyone, but Sidnesha, I’m telling you right here and right now... that if my baby…” she said, and her voice cracked. Tears flooded my eyes and hers because I knew what she was trying to say.

      “If my baby doesn’t wake up from this… I’m going to kill him my damn self,” she said, and then she broke down in tears.

      I rushed over to her side and pulled her into me, holding her as she had her moment. I won’t even lie, I cried with her because everything about this moment was just too damn sad. It broke my heart to listen to a mother cry like that over her child, especially for it to just be up in the air whether Denim would live. I knew how to pray, but I wasn’t the best at it. You know, like the people who get so deep into it and they speak in tongues? I couldn’t do that. I did as best as I could, and I prayed out loud for Denim and her mother. My prayer went on for about five minutes, and then the two of us pulled apart. I stayed in the room for about another hour and a half. I was fighting my sleep so bad.

      “I know you’re tired, Sidnesha. You can come back in the morning if you’d like. I’m going to go right over here on this couch and shut my eyes for a few hours myself. I know Billion is upset with Denim, but when you talk to him, can you try to convince him to bring Khari down here? The doctor was in here earlier today, and he was telling me how he’s seen a lot of coma cases. He let me know how Denim is able to hear it all. I just want her to hear her children’s voices, and maybe that will be all the motivation that she needs to wake up. Right now, I have my best friend watching Rylo, but I plan to have her come down here in the morning. I was dreading her having to see her mother like this, but I don’t want to hide it because I’m not sure how long the circumstances are going to be like this. So, yeah, just talk to him if you can,” she said.

      I assured her that I would do that, and then I gave her another hug. I went over to Denim, placed my hand over hers for a few moments, and then I left out the room. I knew Billion, and I knew he was only heartless to a certain extent. Right now, he was still mad at Denim, and discovering what she had done was still fresh on him. I knew he wouldn’t be selfish to where he wouldn’t come down to the hospital and see about Denim. I also knew he wouldn’t be selfish enough to not bring Khari. It would take some begging and pleading, but eventually, he would show his face because that’s just the type of real nigga he was.

      As for Reggie, I hoped the cops caught up with his ass, and they gave his ass the death sentence. It was one thing to slap Denim upside her head a few times and keep the shit moving, but to pistol-whip her into a coma… that was some pussy shit. I was the type of bitch to never wish prison time on anyone because I saw the way my baby daddy mentally suffered behind that shit when he did his time, so it wasn’t in me to wish that on someone. For Reggie, though, I wanted that nigga to be buried under the damn prison.
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      It was two in the morning, and I was in the guest room, where I’d set up my office space. I was on a Zoom, listening to a bunch of professionals speak about the flipping house business. They were out in L.A., so it was only eleven at night where they were. Although it was late, it didn’t matter because these were my hours to be up studying, navigating the web, and learning new shit about this rewarding ass business that I had jumped headfirst into. Normani was in my bed, sleeping. She would have to be up in a couple of hours to get ready for work, so I might as well stay up. I liked to be up when she left the house, so I could walk her outside and shit to her car since it would still be dark around the time she left.

      Yo, when I say I loved the fuck out of that girl, I mean that shit. I was going through something right now that was so deep, so fuckin’ dark, and she had just been there for a nigga. I hadn’t been the easiest person to deal with because the shit I learned about my daughter just had a nigga on edge. Ever since last week, when Normani came over, and we had sex for the first time, I ain’t want her to go back home. I was holding her ass hostage, really only letting her leave when she needed to get more clothes, and of course, when she had to go to work. I had her and my daughter up under the same roof as me, with my son coming over on the weekends.

      My kids adored Normani, which I knew they would because Normani just had good vibes, which was something that I picked up on once I gave her a chance. Although she didn’t have kids of her own, she was so good with my kids, and I knew it had a lot to do with the profession she was in. Normani being here for a nigga was the best shit out of all the fucked-up shit going on.

      It had been a week since I learned about Denim being in the hospital. As mad as a nigga was at her, as much as I felt like I hated her, I knew I had to get my ass down to that hospital and see about her. I needed to take Khari too. She told me out of her own mouth that she loved living with me, but she missed her mama. That shit rocked my heart because kids were innocent. They didn’t look at a person and judge them and hate them. With me being mad at Denim, I didn’t want it to look like I was punishing Khari by not letting her see her mother, so I made up in my mind that tomorrow when I picked Khari up from school, I would take her down to the hospital, so she could see her. From what Sidnesha told me, Denim was in a bad state. That’s another reason I had been holding back. I ain’t want to scare my daughter like that by her having to see her mama in that predicament.

      I could have pulled out my gun and beat Denim that night, but for what? To land my black ass back in jail? For my daughter to be crying that her mama was in the hospital, and I would be the reason for her tears? I always knew that fuck nigga Reggie was a pussy ass nigga, but this right here just confirmed it. That shit was foul on so many levels, and I didn’t think he knew all the real niggas were not praising him for his actions. We were looking down at that nigga for handling a woman like that. This case was being reported on the news just about every day, and yesterday, the cops raised the price on his head for 50 Gs. I was giving it until the end of the night before one of his homeboys or someone else ratted him out because the shit that people could do with that amount of money was definitely a lot.

      I leaned back in my office chair, watching the screen. My camera was on mute because I didn’t trust all this video camera shit with a bunch of people I didn’t know looking at me. I would just join in to get my tips and get the fuck on. As I was listening, I heard footsteps making their way to my office, and I assumed it was Khari because that little girl had a bad ass habit of knocking on my door during the night, trying to get in the bed with Normani and me. I spent all that money on her room for nothing because she would be in my bed more than she was in her own shit. I swear I wasn’t even complaining, though, because I loved it. I just hated the shit when I was trying to bury my dick in Normani’s guts, and Khari comes cockblocking.

      I’m telling you, ever since I got the pussy from Normani, I couldn’t stay the fuck out of it. I done had some good pussy over the years, but the shit Normani had between her legs, I swear, another bitch couldn’t even compare. Just to know that another nigga never sniffed her pussy, licked it, or fucked it was enough for her to be number one in my book. Since the day we fucked for the first time, I had been in it every night. Yeah, I was going through some things, but that didn’t stop me from digging inside her any chance I got.

      Whoever was making their way down the hall finally made themselves visible. It was Normani standing there, with this sleepy look on her face. She was dressed in a pink and white striped pajama set from Victoria Secret. Her long, curly hair was all out, but she still looked pretty as fuck with the wild hair look that she was sporting right now.

      “What you doing up? I thought I put you to sleep hours ago,” I said, referring to the way I’d literally fucked her to sleep.

      What started as her climbing in the bed with me to kiss me goodnight because she had a long day at the office, ended with her on her back, with her legs up in the air, getting some good dick stuffed into her. I looked over at her as she rubbed her eyes and let out a yawn.

      “You did, but I woke up to go to the bathroom, and you weren’t in bed. When are you coming back to bed?” she asked, walking into the room and closing the door behind her.

      “In a few. Why you up, ma? You going to be complaining in a few hours, talking about how tired you are. Get back in the bed. I’ll be in there in a few,” I said, but she just kept making her way over to me.

      It was only so much space between the desk and the chair, but she found the room to squeeze her little ass in and climb into my lap. I didn’t know who was clingier, her or my daughter. I loved that shit, though. She climbed in my lap, straddling me, put her arms around my neck, and rested her head on my chest.

      “I can’t sleep without you. Turn the computer off and come back to bed with me, baby,” she said, ordering a nigga around.

      I laughed and put my hand in her hair, so I could massage her scalp. I knew she loved when I did that shit. With my other hand, I reached over and turned the meeting off because they would save it, and whatever I missed, I could just come back and watch it in the morning. Never in a million years did I think I would be taking fuckin’ orders from somebody who weighed two times less than I did, but look at a nigga powering down all this shit, just because she asked me to. That’s how I knew I loved her ass.

      Once I had the computer shut down, I stood up with Normani in my arms and carried her back into the room, closed the bedroom door behind us, and locked it. My side of the bed already had the covers pushed back, so I lowered her first, and then I climbed in and got behind her. She lay on her side with her back facing me, and I spooned her. My head went into the crook of her neck, where I placed kisses.

      “I hate when you go to sleep with all these fuckin’ clothes on. I be wanting to slide inside, but I got to go through a whole fuckin’ armor of clothes before I can even find the pussy,” I said with one hand on the first button of her top, trying to undo it.

      She laughed at what I said to her, and she even tried to stop me from opening her shit, but I kept on going.

      “I can’t sleep naked because you know the fun police has to come in here and make her rounds every night,” she joked, taking about Khari.

      I laughed too because that shit was true.

      “That’s why I locked the door. Come on. Take your bottoms off, and I’ll get your shirt. You ain’t drag a nigga in here for nothing. I know you want to feel me,” I told her.

      Normani laughed again as she turned around in my arms to face me. I kissed her lips, waiting for her response.

      “Yes. I want to feel you wrap your arms around me while I sleep. Baby, I have two more hours to get some rest before it’ll be time for me to get up,” she whined, but I was still going for the button on her shirt.

      “Ima be inside you two minutes at the most. I could have been milking yo’ pussy already, but you keep talking,” I said.

      She removed her bottoms.

      “You’re going to get me pregnant. We keep having slip-ups,” she said.

      I ignored her as I lifted her body and placed her in my lap. She’d already removed her pajama bottoms and her underwear, and I’d just gotten the last button off her top, so I helped her slip out of it. She was naked before me, and I put a couple of pillows behind my head because I wanted to have a good view for when she rode me. There was one arm behind my head, while the other thumbed her nipples. My dick was already hard, so I was just waiting for her to ride, doing it the way that I told her to from times before.

      The lamp on her side was on, so there was good lighting in here, plus I had turned on the headboard lights, so I could see it all. I watched as she lifted from my lap, pulled my dick out, and in seconds, she was lowering her wet pussy onto my dick, moaning and groaning her whole trip down.

      “Damnnnn! Is that pussy ever dry?” I asked, shocked that her ass was always soaked like this.

      “Hmmmm… not when I’m around youuuu. You would clown me if I was dry.” She moaned and then she bounced up and down on my dick, nice and slow like I’d told her I liked it.

      “I would clown the fuck out of you,” I said, already knowing I didn’t like no dry ass pussy.

      It was quiet in the room for a few seconds, as we both enjoyed the beautiful sound of her pussy splashing down on my dick, sounding like mac and cheese. Each time she slammed down, her juices would spit out on my stomach. I knew that I said that I was going to lay back and let her ride while I watched, but I had to touch her, so I reached down and put my hands on her hips, guiding her movements. I got lost in those gray eyes like I always did. Those fuckin’ eyes were the reason I had been dumping more nut in her than a nigga knew he was supposed to be doing, especially since she always screamed that I don’t want to get pregnant shit. Those eyes were the reason I be hesitating to let her ride me sometimes because I knew that once I looked in them, I would either pull out a second too late or not pull out at all.

      “Am I riding right?” Normani moaned and asked.

      Her little titties were jiggling, and she looked at me like she dared me to say she wasn’t, so she could show off. I decided to fuck with her head. Damn right, she was riding me right, but I wanted to bring out the freak in her and let her think that she wasn’t.

      “No. You not fuckin’ it nasty enough. You doing it too cute,” I lied, hitting her hard on one of her thighs.

      She shuddered when I did that.

      “Oh, am I?” she moaned, keeping the dick inside her, as she leaned down, put both of her hands on my chest, looked me in my eyes, and started bouncing on me crazy.

      That shit had me rolling my eyes and my toes throwing up gang signs. While my eyes were rolling, she brought her lips right to mine and kissed me.

      “What about now, daddy? Is it nasty enough?” she moaned.

      “Just like that, bae. Fuck that dick, just like that! Shittttt!”

      Damn right, I was in this bitch moaning. She had me right by the fuckin’ balls, yo! She knew she did too because when I looked up at her as she came, she had a big ass smile on her face.

      My hands stayed on her waist because I wanted her to catch all this nut with her fire ass pussy! Once we both came, she lowered her head on my chest, breathing all hard.

      “I done turned your ass the fuck out,” I told her, and she laughed.

      “For real, baby, your dick is good. I mean, I don’t have anything to compare it to, but I know that if I did, there wouldn’t be any comparison,” she told me.

      “You’ll never have shit to compare it to. Ain’t nobody ever gon’ feel this shit,” I told her, and she said nothing.

      I knew she was about to pass out on me like she always did.

      “You heard me?” I asked, and she released a lazy laugh.

      “Baby, I hear you. I wouldn’t even want to give it to anybody else. Don’t mess around on me either. I can’t even say what I’d do to you,” she told me.

      “Normani, ain’t nobody about to fuck around on you. You always find a way to throw that shit in there. Big ass damn head. Yo shit be hurting my fuckin’ chest,” I joked, trying to push her off me.

      She laughed and then leaned up to kiss me on my lips.

      “You love me and my big head,” she said.

      “I sure do. You want to go again?” I asked, and she laughed while shaking her head.

      “Billionaire! Look at the time,” she said.

      “Aight. At least put your pussy on my mouth. Then I’ll go to sleep,” I said, and she jumped up at the mention of getting her pussy ate.

      I licked, sucked, slurped, and spat on that pussy for five minutes straight. This time, when she came, it was no more talking because she was knocked out for good.

      

      The next day

      “How was school?” I asked Khari as I held her in my arms like I always did when I came to pick her up from school because every time she got around me, I guess her legs didn’t work.

      I was holding her up while one of her arms were around my neck as she smiled proudly. There were other kids and parents walking outside, either going to their cars or just standing around. Baby girl wanted everybody to know that her daddy was there to pick her up from school. She wore being my daughter as a badge of honor because there was a time when I couldn’t pick her up, and I would just have to hear about her day at school over the phone or through the letters she would try to write for me.

      I laughed to myself as I thought about the letters that Denim would send to the prison on Khari’s behalf. For hours, I would sit up in my bunk stuck, just trying to make out what the fuck my baby girl was even talking about. I kept all those letters too. The ones from her along with the ones from my son. I had all the pictures too that were sent to the prison over the years, and all that stuff was stored away in my office. Not that I wanted to be reminded of that prison shit that took place, but those letters were special to a nigga, and I wanted to pull them out and read them whenever I was having a bad day or just feeling stressed out about something.

      “It was good, Daddy. On Friday, we going to have a big party because our spring break starts next weekend. My best friend, Toni, is going to Disney World for spring break. She’s going to be there for the wholeeeee week, Daddy. Can we go to Disney World too? I want it to be me, you, Rylo, my big brother, Mommy, and Normani.” She smiled big, batting those big ass eyes and waiting for me to tell her spoiled ass that I would take her.

      I sighed at the mention of her mama, feeling like this was the best time for me to kind of let her in on what was going on with Denim, especially since I was getting ready to take her to the hospital to see her mama. I slept on the shit last night, and I knew this was some shit I needed to do. My daughter missed her mother, and when Sidnesha told me what the doctor said as far as Denim needing to be around familiar voices and love because that could help her wake up from her coma, I knew that I needed to say fuck my feelings for the time being and let Khari see her mother.

      Sidnesha described the state that Denim was in, and as much as I wanted to shelter Khari from having to see that shit, I couldn’t because this was a time when they needed each other the most. We eventually made it to my car, and instead of putting Khari in her booster seat, I sat her on the hood of the car and looked down at her.

      “We getting ready to go and see your mama,” I told her, and she smiled real big.

      “Yayyyyy. I missed Mommy so much. Last time I saw her, she was crying. I just want to make sure that she’s okay,” Khari said, referring to the night of my grandmother’s surprise party when she saw her mama in the parking lot, crying because her secret had finally been exposed.

      I sighed at her excitement because if only she knew that her mother was not okay.

      “I want to put this in a way for you to understand, but at the same time, I want you to be able to understand the seriousness of all this,” I told her.

      She tilted her head to the side, looking at me with confusion in her big, brown eyes. Her small hand went on the side of my face, and that big, bright smile she was originally wearing had been wiped away.

      “What happened, Daddy? Is Mommy okay?” she sadly asked me.

      “She’s in the hospital. I’m about to take you there now, so you can see her,” I said.

      Immediately, her big, brown eyes began to tear up. I reached down and wiped away the tears that had fallen from her eyes, and then I kissed the top of her head.

      “Stop crying, beautiful. You gotta be strong for your mama. When we get there, she’s probably going to look a little different, but that’s still your mama. I’m going to warn you now that she may not be able to respond to you, but she can hear everything you say to her, so just talk to her when we get in the room. Let her know how much you love her and miss her, aight?”

      Khari was still crying, but she nodded.

      “Alright, Daddy,” she softly said.

      “Nah, you gotta say aight,” I told her, and she laughed through her tears.

      “Aight,” she said, this time, sounding like me.

      I wiped her face once more, and then I lifted her from the car and helped her get in her seat. Once she was strapped in and everything, I came around and got in the driver’s side. I could tell that I’d fucked up my baby girl’s mood because she didn’t even force me to put on the music she would harass me to put on whenever we got in the car, so I rode to my music while I thought about what we encounter on once we made it to the hospital.

      We were about ten minutes away when my phone rang. It was Normani. This woman had me so fuckin’ far gone to where my cheeks were about to break from how hard I was smiling when I saw her name flash across the screen in my car. Before I answered for her, I looked in the rearview to check on Khari one last time. She was back there sleeping like I knew she would be. It never failed that she would get her a nap in each time she got in the car.

      “What’s up, beautiful?” I answered.

      “Nothing. I was able to get a moment to come inside my office, so I was just checking in with you because I know you’re on your way to the hospital. How’s Khari? Did you have a talk with her yet?” Normani asked because when she and I talked earlier on her break, I let her know that I would have a quick talk with Khari before our trip to the hospital.

      “She’s in the back, sleeping. I let her know as best as I could what she should expect when we get to the hospital. She ain’t take the news well at all, and I’m prepared for her to have a break down once we get there, but it’s straight. I got her. What’s up with you? You want a massage tonight?” I asked, and she laughed.

      “You don’t even care about giving me a massage. I think you care more about the happy ending, which is why you’re always offering to give me massages,” she told me.

      “You like my happy endings, though. On some real shit, I do like massaging your body. You got some soft ass skin,” I complimented her.

      Although I wasn’t around her, I knew her well enough to know that she was smiling on the other end.

      “Should I drop my bomb of bad news that I have for you now, or would you rather I tell you tonight when you get home?” she asked.

      I sucked my teeth because a nigga ain’t feel like hearing no bad news right now.

      “What, Normani? I mean, you might as well tell me the shit right now because what nigga is going to say, ‘just tell me the shit later on’? That shit is going to be on my mind for the rest of the evening, so what’s up?” I asked her.

      “I gotta go to New York next week Wednesday. I’ll be back on Sunday. It’s for the doctor’s convention that I attend every year. I’m usually on top of that, but I was reminded today that its next week. My flight and my hotel are already booked. When I get back, we can do something special,” she said, trying to make the shit sound better after she just told a nigga she was getting ready to leave me for four fuckin’ days.

      Damn, she just ruined a nigga’s plans. I was thinking maybe doing a cruise or some shit with her and my kids because the kids had spring break next week. I ain’t even say shit; I just sucked my teeth. I heard her let out a small laugh.

      “Billionaire, please! I’ll be gone for four days, really three, since I come back Sunday. You acting like I’ll be gone for a year. You have the nerve to call me a big baby when you are just as bad,” she said.

      “Four days away from you is equivalent to four fuckin’ years, shorty. We’ll finish this conversation when I get home tonight. You sound too fuckin’ happy about running off to the next city and being away from me. I’ll kill one of them New York niggas,” I told her in all seriousness.

      She laughed like a nigga was joking or some shit.

      “You’re sick in the head. I’ll see you later. I love you, baby,” she cooed.

      “I love you more,” I said and then hung up the phone.

      We made it to the hospital, and I had to carry Khari inside because she was still sleeping. By the time we got checked in and everything, she was waking up. A nigga ain’t like no fuckin’ hospital, man. Shit brought back too many fuckin’ memories of bad shit. My worst experience of all had to have been when Sidnesha lost the last marble that her ass had left, and she fucked around and stabbed a nigga. This was the exact hospital we were at too. I swear I remember standing my ass in the emergency room lobby, leaking all that fuckin’ blood. I closed my eyes for a second as I thought about the events that led to that shit.

      A nigga was sleeping good. Too fuckin’ good. I’d just climbed out of some warm pussy, so I was straight. I’d been out all-day hustling, and the second I made it through the door, Sidnesha was catering to a nigga after not seeing me for hours. My baby mama could cook a little something, but I’ll admit that her ass didn’t cook all the time. I came home to rose petals and shit that led to the kitchen, and she was sitting at the dining room table wearing only a cherry red lace thong and bra set.

      When she saw me, she stood up in these high ass heels that made her taller than she usually was. Our son was two, so the baby weight was still on her, but I loved that shit. Her stomach wasn’t as flat as it used to be, but again, I loved that shit. I loved all the little tiger stripes she had on her stomach. I swear, that shit didn’t bother a nigga one bit, although she was always complaining about the shit.

      At this time, Sidnesha still had her long hair, so she had it parted down the middle, just flowing loosely. She made like she cooked all that food in the kitchen, but I knew her mama cooked it because I knew her mama’s fried chicken from anywhere, but I ain’t even clown her. I cleaned my plate in less than ten minutes, and it was on from there. Nesha’s mama was watching Lil Bill, so we started fuckin’ in the kitchen, took it all the way upstairs to our bathroom, where we bathed together, and we ended it in our bedroom. A nigga was knocked the fuck out after all that good fuckin’.

      I had to have been asleep for about two hours before I woke up because I could feel somebody staring at me. You ever been knocked out, but you could feel eyes on you? That’s how it was. Sidnesha was known to stare at a nigga while he slept. I can’t tell you the times I had been woken from my sleep by her either hitting a nigga with something or slapping the shit out of me.

      I slowly opened my eyes, preparing myself for her bullshit because I knew something was coming. I woke up to her sitting up on her side of the bed. My phone was in her hands, and she was going through it with tears in her eyes. I knew the shit I had in there could hurt her feelings, so I reached over and snatched the shit out of her hands.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you, yo? Why the fuck you going through my phone? Do I sit around and go through your shit?” I barked, getting defensive, like only a lying, dog ass nigga would do as I tried to flip the shit and put it on her.

      “What the fuck is wrong with me? I should be asking you what the fuck is wrong with you! You fucked that ugly ass bitch, Celine, yesterday, and you came home to me and got in the bed with me like nothing even fuckin’ happened! It’s not even just her! Billion, you are texting all kinds of ugly ass bitches like you are fuckin’ single! I’m so sick and tired of you fuckin’ disrespecting me like this! You telling me how I’m going to be your wife one day, yet you doing dirty ass shit like this behind my back! Nigga, I just gave you a beautiful ass fuckin’ son, and this the shit that I get in return from you? I hate your black ass!” she screamed, and then she started crying.

      I ain’t say shit back because I knew I was wrong. I didn’t know why I didn’t delete them fuckin’ messages out of my phone in the first place. I sat on the side of the bed, holding my head in my hands as I listened to my shorty cry for like the fourth time this week, and it was only Wednesday.

      My back was turned to her, and all of a sudden, I felt her getting out of the bed. She charged at me like a raging fuckin’ bull. She was punching a nigga, slapping me, and I just sat there, taking that shit because, for one, I was wrong, and two, I would not be putting my hands on no woman.

      “Since you want to fuck them hoes and act like your ass is single, then go ahead and do that. Get the fuck out, nigga! Go and be with Celine!” she screamed.

      My nose was leaking and shit, getting all on my chest because I wasn’t wearing a shirt. She snuck a nigga good in the nose, and it took everything in me not to hit her ass back. The second I raised my hand to hit her back, she’ll tell everyone who would listen that I be in this bitch abusing her.

      “Watch the fuck out, yo! I get it! You mad, but keep your motha fuckin’ hands to yourself. This is why a nigga be out fuckin’ hoes. Look at the way you act! You be turned up all the fuckin’ time. Simmer yo’ black ass down sometimes. I fuck with bitches who know how to shut the fuck up and act like a lady. You be on this loud ass, ghetto shit, turning a nigga the fuck off with all that!” I spat and tried to walk around her, so I could get into the bathroom.

      She let out a sarcastic ass laugh and mushed the fuck out of me in the back of my head.

      “If I’m turned the fuck up, it’s because your stupid ass did something to make me act like this! You always want to blame everybody and everything else for the reason you can’t keep your dick in your pants. Ima start being so fuckin’ disrespectful, and Ima fuck one of yo’ niggas. Let’s see how you like that!” she screamed.

      “Go! I don’t give a fuck! I got a drawer full of condoms! You need some?” I barked, getting in her face.

      No, I wouldn’t want her to fuck one of my niggas, but since she was saying shit that I knew she didn’t mean, I would do the same. She raised her hand and slapped the shit out of me. When she tried to do that shit again, I got a hold of her hand this time and slammed her ass on the bed. I just remember tussling with her ass, trying to restrain her and calm her ass down. I don’t even know where the fuckin’ knife came from; I just remember her picking up the sharpest fuckin’ knife we had in the house, and that shit plunged into my chest a good three times.

      No lie, I thought a nigga had died in that bedroom that night. It was so much blood in the room, looking like something a horror movie. Meanwhile, I’m leaking fuckin’ blood, yet I got my baby mama in the fuckin’ room, crying like she was the motha fucka in pain. Everything after that was just a fuckin’ blur. I don’t even remember how I made it to the fuckin’ car, but I did. I remember bits and pieces of being rushed to the hospital.

      Nesha lied and told the police that some niggas came into the apartment and tried to rob us. In no time, they had my chest stapled. Let me tell you the most toxic shit about this ghetto ass story. When I was discharged from the hospital (the same fuckin’ hospital that Sidnesha sent a nigga to for stabbing m, then had the nerve to be in that bitch crying, like she didn’t do it), we stopped at Popeyes on the way home, ate our food in the parking lot, and I got the best head of my life in that passenger seat.

      Before that shit happened, I already knew that my baby mama and I were toxic for each other, but I swear, that moment just really confirmed it.

      Now that the shit was in the past, I could laugh about it, but when the shit was taking place, I promise you, it wasn’t shit funny about not knowing whether I would live or die. I thought a hating ass nigga or a cop would take me out before my own baby mama did that shit. Several ghetto ass events like that had taken place in my dating life, and I had lived through them. Most of them took place between Sidnesha and me.

      The shit I went through with shorty is the reason Normani meant so much to a nigga. I felt like she was just a breath of fresh air. At the same time, I ain’t about to act like I ain’t play my part in running Nesha crazy because I knew that my cheating had mentally fucked her up some more. Then again, Sidnesha had come into our relationship with a whole bunch of fuckin’ baggage from dealing with a nigga before me, who wasn’t only cheating, but the nigga physically abused her.

      I remember our first date, she wanted to go through my phone, so she could see if I was texting other bitches. From there, I shouldn’t have stayed, but I could tell she was crazy, and back then, I had an obsession with a crazy bitch. They had some fire pussy! All in all, I had faith that Sidnesha would find her a good man. Shorty was a phenomenal ass mother, and when she wasn’t on her crazy shit, she could be a good partner. She was a hard worker, so I knew there was a nigga out there for her.

      “You ready to go inside?” I asked Khari once she and I were standing in front of Denim’s room door.

      Shit, I needed to be asking myself that same question because I didn’t know if I was ready to step inside. She nodded that she was ready to go inside, and I just walked right on in because Denim’s mother knew that we were coming. I had texted her this morning to let her know that I would be bringing Khari by once I picked her up from school.

      We walked on in, and the first thing I heard was the news playing and the monitor in the room beeping. I spotted Rylo, who was sitting at a table doing her homework. She looked just like that nigga, Reggie. From the time I’ve been around Rylo, which wasn’t that often, I’ll admit that she was a respectful little girl. She saw me and waved. I waved back at her, and then my attention went to Denim’s mother, who was standing by Denim’s bed, she was wringing out a washcloth into a pink bin. It looked like she had just given Denim her bath.

      The covers on the bed were pulled down, but she was in her hospital gown. The first thing I saw was the cast she had on her foot. My eyes examined each body part for at least ten seconds, and the more my eyes traveled up, the worse shit got. I knew how women could exaggerate, so when Sidnesha told me that Denim didn’t look like herself, I just knew that she was exaggerating the story, so she could get a nigga to feel bad and come down to the hospital, but she was right. The bruises and shit were bad, and if I ain’t know Denim the way I did, I would swear up and down this wasn’t her.

      Seeing her face and how bruised it was made me want to find this nigga and kill him my damn self. No matter how mad a woman gets, you ain’t supposed to ever let shit get this fuckin’ bad.

      “This isn’t Mommy,” Khari said, and then she started crying.

      “That is your mommy. Look at her dreads. Look at the tattoo on her wrist,” I said, turning Denim’s hand around and showing Khari the tattoo of her name along with her sister’s name.

      Khari saw that, and she broke down, disregarding everything that we had talked about in the school parking lot, but it was cool. If I had to see my mama like that at five years old, it would have fucked me up too.

      “Who… whooo did thissss?” she cried, big tears falling from her eyes as she looked at me like I had all the answers.

      This shit was hard on me, so I was glad when Denim’s mother took Khari out of my arms and then walked out of the room with her. Although she’d closed the door behind her, I could still hear Khari out there crying. Her cries eventually grew distant, so I knew that she had to have walked away with her.

      I looked over at Rylo, and this time, she had her air pods in her ear and nodding her head as she finished doing her work. I took this time to look down at Denim, and I won’t lie, the shit fucked me up. As angry as I was at this woman, as disappointed as I was in her, this shit right here wasn’t right. The shit she did was disrespectful to both me and that nigga, but this right here just wasn’t it. I thought about Sidnesha telling me how Denim could hear us when we talked to her, so I wanted to get a few words off my chest.

      “The last time I saw you, I just knew that that was going to be my last time seeing you for a while. You already know how a nigga gets when he’s on ten, and that night, I want to say that you had me on twenty. It wasn’t in my list of plans to keep Khari away from you, but I did want to soak up as much time with her as I possibly could because I didn’t know how this shit was going to end. I knew one thing, I was ready to go to war with that nigga over her because his or not, I wasn’t giving my daughter to that nigga.

      “All I keep thinking is what if I had decided to leave the party that night on my own, and I didn’t bring my kids home with me? What if Khari hadn’t been living with me this whole time? Ain’t no telling the fucked-up shit that nigga would have been doing to Khari as he’s somewhere hiding like the little bitch he is. I don’t know what you think of me after all this shit, but what I can say is that you ain’t ever got to worry about me ever in my fuckin’ life raising no gun and beating you with it. That’s some real coward ass shit. I’ll walk away and pretend like you never existed before I ever stoop that low. I’m saying all this to tell you to wake yo’ ass up,” I joked.

      I swear I saw her eyes twitch when I said that.

      “I don’t know if you think Ima lay hands on you when you wake up, but that ain’t the case at all. You ain’t gotta be scared to open your eyes, Denim. You got two of the most beautiful little girls in the world waiting for you to make your grand appearance. This shit is going to fuck with Khari until she finds out that you are doing better, and to tell you the truth, I don’t know how long a nigga can hold shit down in your absence because I know she needs you.

      “I’m sure your sleep right now is lovely, but you need to wake up for these girls. They need you. When you wake up, you gotta get better, and then we’ll come up with some type of arrangement as far as Khari. Whatever you do, don’t leave these girls out in the cold like this. They got too many more milestones that they gotta experience, and you need to be here for this shit,” I said.

      I squeezed her hand for a few seconds and let it go. After standing over her for a few more moments, I took a seat in the chair that was right at her bedside. Ten minutes after I sat down, I heard the hospital door open. Khari and Denim’s mother came back into the room. Khari was much calmer now, and that’s probably because she had a lollipop in her hands, but I still saw the sadness in her eyes. The moment she was further into the room and saw me, she came and took a seat in my lap.

      Because we were close enough to Denim’s bed, she grabbed her mother’s hand and placed it in her lap.

      “Grandma told me that she’s sleeping,” Khari said, and I nodded, letting her know that she was right. “I don’t want to go to Disney World anymore. I want to stay here with Mommy for my spring break because I want to be here, just in case she wakes up,” Khari told me.

      That shit made me smile because most five-year-olds wouldn’t have turned down Disney World for anything in the world.

      “That’s cool. We can do that. We’ll just take you to Disney World once she wakes up,” I told her.

      “She will wake up, right?” Khari turned around and looked up at me with those big, glossy eyes.

      I wiped her eyes before a tear could even fall. It fucked me up to see my daughter like that.

      “She’s going to wake up. I can hear her big ass mouth already,” I joked, and Khari laughed.

      She never let go of her mother’s hand as she leaned her head back on my chest. My baby was asleep within ten minutes. Even Rylo had finished her homework and had gone over to the couch and laid down for a nap. Denim’s mother was straightening up the room a little bit, throwing away some of the leftover food bags and shit.

      I had a good relationship with Denim’s mother. She ain’t ever give a nigga any problems, and I’d like to say I stayed on her good side as well. I was about to spark up a conversation with her, but the shit that flashed across the screen on the news silenced me from saying anything.

      “After being on the run for over a week, officers have finally caught Mr. Reginald Cooper. He’s responsible for a vicious assault on Denim McCloud, who is currently in critical condition at Memorial Hospital. Ms. McCloud was six weeks pregnant when the attack happened. Mr. Cooper was found hiding at a friend’s house in Tampa, Florida. We’ll have more details for you at 7:00 P.M.,” the news anchor said.

      They were showing footage of Reggie being led out of the apartment in handcuffs. That nigga was going to jail with just his boxers on. It ain’t even in me to wish prison on no nigga because I just did five years of that shit, but I wanted some foul shit to happen to his ass. My eyes left the TV screen and landed on Denim’s mother, who was next to the bed with her hands over her mouth and tears running down her face. I knew they were happy tears because justice would be served for her daughter.

      “She pregnant by that nigga again?” I asked.

      I watched Denim’s mother wipe her face as she walked over to me.

      “Yes. I actually found out the morning of the attack. She told me. She also told me that she was going to keep it. When she got to the hospital, I let the nurses and the doctor know that she was pregnant. Out of all the crazy shit that has happened with all this, the baby is fine, surprisingly. She made seven weeks today. Billion, I know you have some people in prison who will kill this nigga. I want him dead for what he did to my daughter,” she told me.

      She was a mother, so I ain’t expect her to say anything less. On top of that, she was hurting and hurt people wanted to hurt people.

      “It’s going to get handled,” I told her, and she nodded.

      “I appreciate you for coming down here because I know it wasn’t easy for you to come. I know that you’re upset with Denim for what happened, so I thank you for coming,” she told me, and I waved what she said off like the shit wasn’t a big deal.

      “It’s cool. It ain’t about me and how I feel right now. It’s about my daughter needing to see her mama and her mama needing to hear her daughter’s voice, so she can wake up from this shit,” I told her.

      I sat around in the room for at least another hour, and then I stood up, so we could head out. I would bring Khari back whenever she wanted to come. If she wanted to sit up in there with her mama next week for her entire spring break, I would let her do that because I knew that Denim’s mother was there every day. I knew the fighter that Denim was, so her ass would be up in no time, working a nigga’s fuckin’ nerves with her smart-ass mouth.
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      I was at the nail salon, and the final coat of cocaine white was being painted on my toes. I was glad for that because I was ready to get the hell up out of there. In ten more minutes, it would make four damn hours that I had been there. I loved pampering myself, but I just wished that I could snap my fingers, and everything would be done.

      I went to one of the most talked about and popular nail salons in downtown Miami, so whenever I went, there was a long wait. My girl, who did my nails and my toes was the owner, Kim, and everyone came to see her. You had to book with Kim weeks in advance because she stayed booked. I’d gotten my wax this morning and my facial, so this would be my final pamper of the day. From there, I would stop at the grocery store because I didn’t have anything at home worthy of cooking.

      It was a Friday afternoon, and Dream was in school. Because I was no longer working at the doctor’s office, I could hang out and pamper myself during most people’s work hours. Don’t get me wrong, working at the doctor’s office was a good experience for me. After the miscarriage, I took some time off and started giving my online boutique more attention. I knew it was what I’d rather be doing with my life.

      I’d already found a property, and it could use a bit of remodeling. That was where Billion came in because with him now into flipping houses, I could use his people to make some changes to the property. I was giving myself six months to have everything up and running. I felt like this business was my new relationship. It was the one I was giving all my attention to, staying up late, researching and trying to perfect my craft. Since I was now single, I could give my business all this attention.

      Yes, I missed Monterius, but I wasn’t willing to accept this nigga having a baby on me. As women, we all have to have that moment where we draw the line and put our foot down, making it clear the shit we just would not put up with. I loved that nigga to death, but I wanted something different his time around. I wanted a regular, basic ass nigga, with a basic ass job, who would fuckin’ respect me.

      No matter what, I would probably always have to be around Monterius because he was like family. Family events would force us to be around each other. I just saw him two weekends ago at Lil Bill’s birthday party. A nigga whose face and dick I used to ride for fun was someone I just walked past. You would have thought I didn’t even know him. Surprisingly, he didn’t even try to talk to me or run me down like he did at my grandmother’s birthday party, so maybe he had gotten the hint that I didn’t want to be with him, or maybe he had a new bitch.

      As I was slipping my feet into my Gucci thong sandals, the front door of the salon chimed, and a lot of the women in the salon damn near broke their necks to see who was walking in. It was Mia. I smiled, looking over at her because this bitch just got prettier and prettier with time. Mia and I went to school together until our eighth-grade year of middle school. We used to be really close, but the summer before we started high school, she moved to L.A.

      Her mother was an underground singer at the time, and she was only known in Miami. Her mama used to sing about some nasty shit, and Mia would come to my house and sneak over some of the discs. We would learn all the words and be singing about shit we had no damn business hearing, let alone singing the shit. Before Normani became my best friend, Mia had been my best friend, but when she moved, we lost contact.

      It was never anything that I held over her head because when she and her mother moved to L.A., her mom became this big R & B artist, which changed the lifestyle for them both. We still had each other on social media and shit like that, and we liked and commented on each other’s pictures, but that was really it.

      Mia had her own life going on. She was married to this fine ass producer named Beatz. Shit, if I was married to a nigga that fine, I would be ducked off with him and neglecting my friends back home too. They had two beautiful daughters. I never sat back and admired somebody else’s relationship because you never knew the shit that went on behind closed doors, but it was just something about Mia and Beatz that I just adored. Man, they were couple goals for everybody. Anything that nigga had, his wife had. They had matching Bentleys, Ferraris, Rolls Royce, shit whatever, you name it.

      Mia’s birthday was last month, and she posted on Instagram the private jet that he’d gotten her. As famous as this girl was, she walked into the salon just as humble, looking like one of us regulars. Mia always had light skin, and many people thought she was white, but once she opened her mouth and spoke with that southern Miami drawl, it became clear that she was one of us.

      Mia was thick as fuck; always had been. We were in middle school, and she had ass for days. She had these beautiful, hazel colored eyes, and I remember asking my mama if she could take me to the store to buy some contacts like my best friend. Mia and I became best friends within ten minutes of meeting each other. Oh, and by the way, my mama told me to “sit my ass down,” when I asked her for those contacts.

      She had long, sandy brown hair, that she had pushed back with the Gucci frames, and she was plainly dressed in a white women’s tank top, some white jeans that looked painted on her, and nude-colored Hermes slides were on her feet to match the nude Hermes crossbody bag she had over her.

      As I stood up to put my slides on, our eyes fell on each other, and she smiled big. I did the same because although I saw the bitch online all the time, it felt better to see her in person. We met each other halfway, and our bodies collided as we hugged.

      “Twinkle! Oh my God, girl! I haven’t seen you in yearrrrssss! Look at you. You are still so fuckin’ pretty,” she cooed as she pulled away from the hug, but she was still holding my hands in hers.

      I laughed because I thought she would act differently now that she was involved in that Hollywood life, but she was still the same.

      “Me? Look at you! Girl, your ass is thick! Pictures don’t do you justice. You gotta see this shit in person,” I joked, as I playfully hit her on her ass.

      Her body was perfect, man, especially after giving birth to two kids, one who just turned two a couple of months ago.

      “Girl, tell me about it. I eat everything in sight. Come, sit down with me. I’m waiting on Kim to get me right, but I’m a little early for my appointment,” she told me.

      I followed her over to the station, so I could dry my toes. She sat in the chair next to me.

      “I saw your post online about the boutique that you’re opening. I showed it to my mama and everything. We were both happy for you. I know we don’t talk like we used to, and let me just go ahead and apologize on my part and—”

      “Girl, no. You don’t even have to do all that. We were kids when you left. I’m not going to be mad over some shit that happened when we were kids. We both grew up, and we have lives of our own now. You have that beautiful family, you’re a wife now, it’s good,” I told her, really not having any hard feelings toward her. It wasn’t even like me to move like that.

      “I know, but I still should have reached out to you. What’s up with you? I peeped that you removed all the pictures on your Instagram of you and Monterius. What you got that nigga in the doghouse for? Every woman knows that once those pictures of that nigga get deleted, then some big shit done went down,” she said, and we both laughed about that because shit, it was true.

      “Girl, he’s in the doghouse, and he’s staying there. I’m done with his ass for good this time. I don’t want to talk about Monterius, though. Every time I bring the nigga up, he just fuckin’ depresses me. What’s up with you? How long you in town for?” I asked.

      “I’m leaving tonight. It’s Daddy’s birthday, so I have to fly out to meet him at the club. I don’t know what’s wrong with these niggas, always having to celebrate some shit at the club. You would think he would want to toss the kids over at my mama’s house or his mama’s house, and we stay in the house on some romantic shit. I’ve been in Miami for three days now. You know I have my program for single mothers, so this month, we stopped in Miami and gave back. Fly back to Cali with me and party with us tonight. It’s Friday, and you talking about you got Monterius in the doghouse, so hang with me tonight. We need to catch up. I’m not leaving until about nine tonight,” she told me.

      That shit sounded so damn tempting. I mean, I was already picking Dream up from school today and dropping her off with my mama. She told me yesterday that she wanted to spend the weekend with her grandma, so it wasn’t like I was on auntie duty this weekend. I could use a girl’s night out because I don’t even know the last time I dressed up to go somewhere.

      Normani used to be my going out partner, but I couldn’t get sis off my cousin’s dick long enough for her to ride out with me. Don’t get me wrong, I was happy for my girl. Hell, I was happy for Billion too, but that nigga just stole my best friend right up under my damn nose. Normani and I used to have our weekend brunch dates religiously, but these days, if I call her in the morning, she’s hungover on dick, so she can’t even get her ass out of bed early enough to sip mimosas and eat a damn omelet with me. I was just waiting for the day she tells me she’s pregnant because I knew it was coming. It wouldn’t hurt me to go to L.A. for the weekend, and come Monday, I could get right back to business.

      “I’ll come. I already know the hotel I want to stay at. I’ll stay where I stayed the last time that I was in L.A.,” I told her, and she waved me off.

      “Girl, why would I invite you to come with me and make you pay for a hotel? Just stay with us,” she said.

      “Hell no! You got kids and a husband. It’s cool. I got a spot. Where should I meet you to leave?” I asked, not taking staying with her as an option.

      Yeah, Mia and I used to be the best of friends at one time, but so many years had gone by since I’d been around her, so in a way, it would be like I was staying with a stranger. I didn’t like sleeping at people’s houses anyway; I didn’t care how big and nice it was, and trust me, I knew that her house was definitely big and nice.

      “Miami International. We’ll leave in my jet that papi got for me,” she said, smiling as she thought about her husband.

      “I love the two of you together,” I complimented her.

      “We’re aight,” she joked.

      We sat and talked for about twenty minutes until Kim came over and got Mia. We took each other’s numbers down, and I let her know that I would text her once I made it home. I was letting my hair down tonight and get a couple of drinks in my system. If the niggas had some good weed, then I wouldn’t mind taking a few pulls. I’ve been in grind mode and auntie mode for weeks, so it was time I chilled and had some fun.

      

      12:56 A.M.

      “My wife used to talk about you alllll the fuckin’ time, yo. It was always Twinkle this or Twinkle that. I used to think her ass was fuckin’ lying. I thought you was some friend that she had made up in her damn head,” Beatz told me, making me laugh.

      Mia playfully hit him on his arm as she listened to him talk shit about her. We’d been in the club for about thirty minutes. Beatz, along with all the other niggas in his section were all cool. This nigga was too damn fine, and I meant that in a respectful way because I would never lust after one of my girls’ boyfriends, husbands, none of that shit. He was a dark-skinned nigga with a bald head, and he was beard gang like a lot of the niggas these days. Solid nigga, like he benched pressed big ass weights for a living.

      What made the nigga so handsome was how he loved and adored his wife. The way he was such a hood ass nigga, but with his wife, he turned soft. I loved when a nigga could turn off his hood and go soft for his lover. Similar to how Billion is with Normani. My cousin was easily the hoodest nigga I knew, but I Facetimed him a couple of nights ago, and Normani had his ass in the kitchen baking brownies.

      True to my word, I’d checked into a hotel after we landed in Cali. I felt like I was famous myself as our personal driver was waiting for us once we landed. I was dropped off first at the hotel to get ready, and Mia ended up coming to my hotel about two hours later because she wanted to check up on her kids, who were with her mother. We got ready together, and at one point, Beatz called just to see where we were because we were running late. It was the way he wasn’t jumping down her throat because we were running late that I loved. It was one thing to see the two of them online, but once you got around them and witnessed their union in person, I swear that shit was so damn beautiful.

      “I’m fuckin’ with you, ma,” Beatz told his wife, and then he leaned in and kissed her lips.

      The three of us talked for a little while, and then Beatz got up to leave, so he could chill with his friends. It wasn’t until he got up that I felt eyes on me. With my cup in my hands, I glanced over to see who was looking at me. I sucked my teeth when I saw that it was Truth looking in my direction. I should have known that I would run into this nigga here because I was in what was now his city. On top of that, we were celebrating the birthday of someone well known in Cali, so I shouldn’t have even been surprised.

      I wanted to turn my head and stop looking at him, but it was so damn hard not to look. I don’t know if me being mad at Monterius had anything to do with Truth looking so good or if he just really looked that good, but damn, I had to cross one leg over the other. He was handsome tonight in his black Christian Dior shirt with white lettering that spelled Dior. He wore black jeans that he was sagging in just a little bit, and a pair of black Christian Dior sneakers were on his feet. He wore two chains around his neck, and I could see the huge championship ring that he had on his pinkie finger from across the room.

      The lights were flashing in the club with different colors, so I could see the many tattoos on his arm as he took a sip of something brown in his glass. Just like the last time, his hair was in that sexy taper that I loved on him, but of course, I wouldn’t admit it. He was in Beatz’s section, so I assumed they knew each other, and he had a gang of niggas with him. Truth always ran with a gang of niggas. It was really a shock that he didn’t get turned out and forget his passion for basketball because he’d always ran with street niggas.

      I eventually stopped looking at him because I didn’t want him to think that my feelings had changed and then come over and try to spark up a conversation.

      “You know Truth?” Mia asked once she saw who I was looking at.

      “We dated in high school. You were gone by then,” I told her.

      “Oh, wow! One of my homegirls tried to talk to him, but he wouldn’t even give her the time of day. She swore up and down that the nigga was gay because my girl is fineeee. I ain’t never seen him with nobody on some serious shit, and he’s been in the league for some time now. You probably broke the nigga’s heart,” Mia told me as she rolled up on the small table in front of us.

      “Girl, it’s the other way around. You know he was a grade older than me. Took me to prom and everything. We had sex on prom night and every day after that for about a week. The day before he left to go to college, he broke up with me. I’ve hated the nigga since,” I said and then finished the rest of my drink and set it on the table.

      “Damn. That’s fucked up. Have the two of you crossed paths since?” she inquired.

      “Yeah. We ran into each other at a restaurant a couple of months ago. The shit made the magazine covers. They were trying to say that we were dating. Girl, it was a big deal because Monterius saw it, and that’s the day he found out that I was pregnant and about the abortion that I had years ago. See, I said that I wasn’t going to be talking about this nigga, and you got me talking about him,” I said, and then I threw myself back on the couch, getting a headache the more I talked about Monterius.

      Mia laughed and handed me the blunt.

      “Here. You probably need this more than I do,” she said, and I took the blunt.

      In our seats, we talked, danced, and kept making promises to each other about how we would get our friendship back to how it used to be. Everything was going well until Beatz came over and took her from me, dragging her on the dance floor with him.

      At this point, I was feeling myself, so I was standing up with my drink in my hand, swaying my hips to the beat as I listened to Chris Brown sing through the loudspeakers about this drip having me in heat. I felt like those lyrics were talking right to me because when I saw Truth in his drip, I swear a bitch went in heat. I had some alcohol in my system, but I wasn’t drunk, my song was playing, and I knew for a fact that I looked damn good in this lime green jumpsuit, so yeah, I was feeling myself indeed.

      As I swayed to the beat, I felt a pair of big, strong arms wrap around me. Both of the hands were wrapped around my waist, holding my stomach. I looked down at the hands and saw the word Truth on his right hand, so I knew who it was.

      “Sit down, shorty. You got these niggas in here looking at you, and I don’t want to have to break nobody’s fuckin’ neck,” he spoke in my ear.

      I could smell the liquor on his breath mixed with a mint that he probably just popped. I felt so comfortable wrapped up in his arms. My ass was right on his dick, and because I was still swaying, I felt when his dick jumped in his pants.

      “Why would you break a nigga’s neck for looking at me? We aren’t together. You dumped me, remember?” I said over my shoulder, so he could hear me.

      At this point, he was holding onto me and swaying us. I actually didn’t want him to let me go. The weed I smoked shot right to my pussy, and it had a bitch hot and bothered.

      “You still hanging that shit over my head, ma? I apologized for it so many fuckin’ times already. Come home with me. Let me apologize for it some more,” he spoke, making my pussy jump.

      As tempting as that sounded, I shook my head. I couldn’t give Monterius’ pussy away! The nigga would fuckin’ kill me.

      “No! This isn’t your pussy anymore,” I told him this time, trying to push him away, but he pulled me back to him.

      “Prove it to me then. Let me touch it and see if it's wet,” he said.

      When he said that, the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. I didn’t respond because I knew my mouth would get me in trouble. I was tipsy, and whenever I had liquor in my body, it gave me the courage to say some shit I knew I wouldn’t have said if I was sober. Choosing not to respond to him did nothing but make him grab me closer, and he sang the words to the song in my ear.

      “You likin’ what you see

      Everything designer, that’s on me.”

      “Come home with me, beautiful. Let me mold your pussy with my dick,” he groaned.

      That shit made me so wet. Well, in this case, it made me wetter. All I remember was turning around in his arms and looking into his perfect ass face. His hazel eyes were staring back at me, and raised my hand, putting it in his hair and running it through the beautiful curls on the top of his head. I wanted to be mad. I wanted to be angry. Hell, I even wanted to be bitter about the shit from the past, but looking at his face was making it hard to hold onto any ill feelings from the past. His hands were glued to my ass like he owned it.

      This whole vibe had me feeling sexy, so when he leaned his head in for a kiss, I didn’t hesitate. I kissed him right back. I went from not even wanting to look at this nigga, to not wanting him touching me, to this…

      “Oh, my godddd! Ohhhh, my godddd! Truthhhhhhh! Trutthhhhhh!” this nigga had me screaming, crying, and whining as he showed no mercy to me or my pussy.

      We were on the top floor, in the beautiful penthouse he resided in. I was in his king-sized bed, and he was ramming that good, big dick into the back of my pussy, and I was throwing it back at him like we were lovers. We were facing the balcony, and the doors were open, so we not only had a good view of downtown Los Angeles, but the breeze coming into the room was amazing.

      Five minutes ago, he had me on my back. My legs were pulled to the side of me like I was giving birth as he feasted on my pussy, licking orgasm after orgasm out of me. I didn’t think his skills could have gotten any better after the shit he did to me on prom night, but the shit this nigga was doing, I just knew I would not leave Cali tomorrow like I had planned because I would want some more.

      As he gave me that good dick from the back, his big lips were on my neck, marking his territory. His hands were on my nipples, and he was tweaking them. My eyes were rolling, my mouth was wide the hell open, and I couldn’t stop crying to save my life.

      “This pussy so motha fuckin’ good, Twink! Cum on that dick one more time for daddy! Wet that dick up again.” he groaned.

      This nigga had been talking nasty since we were in the club, and I loved every piece of it. I loved a nigga who said the most vulgar shit out of his mouth while he was fuckin’ me. Sweat ran down my back, and my long weave was sticking to the sweat. I was breathing hard like this nigga was working me out instead of fuckin’ me. My orgasm started to build up from the bottom of my feet, and the next thing I knew, I was cumming for the I don’t even know what time because I had been cumming for him since he started fingering me in his Rolls Royce.

      The second I came, Truth stood up from the bed, and I threw myself back, thinking he was done with me, but he wasn’t. He walked around the front of the bed, and I lay in awe, looking at his fine ass. His whole chest, his arms, and even a few spots on his legs were covered in ink. The condom on his dick was covered in my juices. His dick hung low, and it was so fuckin’ thick.

      I watched him as he took the condom off and replaced it with a new one. Once a new one was on, he grabbed my little ass up by my arms, holding me up in his strong ones, and he kissed me as he walked with me outside.

      “I ain’t letting you go back to Miami. You staying here with me,” he said once he got me on the patio. At the same time, he was easing me down on his dick.

      “Ugghhhhhhhh,” I cried out with my arms wrapped around his neck.

      I kissed him because I couldn’t keep moaning like that. Then, this nigga would think that he was back in good with me. Truth was such a good kisser. Yes, the kiss was nasty, but it was so passion-filled. He fed me his tongue, and I could still taste my juices on it. I eventually pulled my head away from his, and for three minutes straight, he bounced me up and down on his dick.

      I got lost in those beautiful eyes, and in no time, we came simultaneously. Truth let his dick stay inside of me for about ten more seconds, and then he pulled it out and sat on one of the lounge chairs with me on his lap. It was a little cool out there, so he picked up the blanket from one of the chairs and wrapped it around us. My head was on his chest, and I was looking up at him, really just trying to piece together what the fuck just happened.

      For years, Monterius would fuck around on me, and I would always tell him that I would get some get back by fuckin’ another nigga, but I knew I was just running my mouth because I knew I couldn’t go out and fuck a random nigga just to make Monterius mad. The thing is, the nigga I just fucked wasn’t somebody random. It was someone who used to have my heart before I gave it to Monterius. Old feelings I had for Truth resurfaced. I thought that once I got all the nuts out of my system, I would feel guilty, but I didn’t. If anything, I was just a little bit confused because now I didn’t know where this left things.

      “You’re still so smooth. You talked me right out of my panties,” I told him, and he laughed, flashing me the most perfect smile I had ever seen.

      “I ain’t talk you out of yo’ panties because you weren’t wearing any. I talked you out of that tight ass jumpsuit you had on. That shit was so fuckin’ sexy on you. I saw you the second you walked into the club. I mean, what nigga didn’t see yo’ ass in that bright ass jumpsuit? I saw you with Mia, and I automatically questioned myself about how the two of you knew each other. Then it hit me that y’all the same age, and I know she from Miami, so you probably knew her as a little girl and shit. I’m cool with her husband, Beatz. I’ve known him for a few years now. He’s good people.

      “God put me in the same place with you tonight, not just so we could fuck, but because I know you supposed to be my wife. Ask anybody about me, Twink, they going to tell you that I ain’t take no woman serious since me and you parted ways years ago,” he voiced. His hands were on my thighs, and he massaged them as he talked.

      “Mia was telling me that earlier in the club. She said something about you turning her homegirl down,” I told him.

      “Yeah, her homegirl, Jaleesa. I mean, shorty fine and all that, but she ain’t you. You know I believe in God and that my faith in Him is strong. I ain’t want to take no woman seriously because it’s I knew that our time would come again. I knew about you fuckin’ around with Monterius. I know you been with him for some time now. I may have left Miami, but I still got niggas there, so I’ve always had eyes on you in a way. Don’t get me wrong, I ain’t have my niggas watching you or no shit like that, but any time one of them saw you, they would hit me up with the scoop. I knew it was only going a matter of time before that nigga broke your heart,” he told me, and I sucked my teeth.

      “Well, I guess that’s one thing the two of you have in common. You keep saying that you knew me and you would end up together, but you never even tried to pursue me once you left. I’m calling bullshit on what you’re saying,” I told him.

      He stretched his legs and pulled me closer to him.

      “It ain’t bullshit, Twinkle. You call it bullshit, but I just look at it as me waiting for the perfect timing. The season is over, but pretty soon, we about to start back with training and shit. It was more so me having a conversation with myself and questioning whether I was ready to take on somebody, like on some serious shit because. With my career, it’s going to be some times when I’m gone from home for like a week at a time. A lot of late nights and early mornings.

      “You was with a street nigga, so in a way, I know you’re already used to dealing with that, but when I came and got you, I wanted to step to you on some good shit. At the same time, I don’t know when Ima retire from this shit. I ain’t even thirty yet, and I feel like I got a good ten years left in me to play ball. I know I hurt you in the past, Twinkle. I’ll apologize for that shit for the rest of my life if I have to. Give a nigga a chance.

      “I’m not sure what made you leave Miami for the weekend and let me between your legs, but I know you. I know you solid as fuck to the ones you love, so for us to fuck, that gotta mean you over that nigga. Are you? And if so, what you think about giving me another chance? If you ain’t ready for this shit, say that, and I’ll respect it. If you feel like it really ain’t no coming back from the shit that I did to you, say that, so I know to stop holding on to hope of you being my dream girl and the woman that I’m supposed to end up with,” he said.

      I released a sigh at his words and laid my head on his chest, no longer looking him in his eyes.

      “Truth, I’m coming out of a long relationship. I’ve been pregnant by Monterius twice. The first time, I chose to have an abortion, and the second time, I miscarried. The miscarriage just happened this year, so in a way, I’m still battling with that. We talking about somebody who’s been in my life for years, somebody who I lived with and really thought that I was going to marry.

      “You and him are the only two men in my life that I’ve ever been sexually active with. For me to come out to L.A. and have sex with you, yes, in a way, it proves that I’m done with him, but it also proves that I’m hella vulnerable and that I just needed this time to let loose. I’ll always love Monterius. There’s a woman going around saying that she’s carrying his baby, and she’s due pretty soon. I—”

      “And if the baby ain’t his, you willing to go back? Man, that nigga should have never put you in no fuckin’ position like that anyway! His baby or not, that shit is enough to tell that nigga to step!” Truth told me. His jaw muscles flexed when he snapped on me, and no lie, that shit was sexy, but at the same time, this nigga wasn’t about to be sitting up here yelling at me.

      “Well, nigga, if you never fuckin’ left, then I wouldn’t have been in this situation in the first place! Whether the baby is his or not, I’m done with him! I just need you to know that I need time to figure out what you and I are going to do. I just got out of one relationship, and I just don’t want to hop back into something so soon. We have a lot of things to figure out. You’re all the way in L.A., and I’m in Miami. You know I ain’t leaving my city,” I told him.

      “That’s the least of my worries, Twinkle. If daddy says come home, you coming the fuck home,” he said, and then he slapped my thigh.

      I laughed at him and rolled my eyes.

      “You think you got it like that, nigga? Home for me is Miami,” I said, then reached up and poked one of his dimples because it was flashing at me as he sat back and smiled.

      “I know I got it like that, ma. I stepped to you tonight at the club. I told you to come with daddy, and look where the fuck you at. You bounced around on my dick for an hour straight, ma. The proof shows that I got it like that,” he cockily told me.

      “I was horny, that’s all.”

      “Convince yourself of that all you want, but you only fooling yourself because I know you. You could have been horny, and another nigga approached you, and you still wouldn’t have gone home with him. I know the type of woman you are,” he told me.

      I sat up in his lap, moving the covers, and I kissed him one time on his lips.

      “Let me bounce around on it some more,” I told him, feeling myself getting hot again.

      “Pull him out. That’s yo’ shit anyway,” he told me as he lay back in the chair.

      I was going to take this nigga on the ride of a lifetime.
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      “Heyyyy, fat daddy. Hey auntie mannnn,” I cooed at my handsome nephew as I held his little chubby body in my hands.

      I came over to visit him and my sister this afternoon before I left for New York. The New York trip was not one I looked forward to for two reasons. One, I didn’t feel like being in that cold air, and two, I didn’t want to leave my man behind. Billion couldn’t come because he was in the middle of working on so many open projects. Plus, I was going to New York on business, and the time I would have with him would be very limited. The convention I was going up there for would take up most of my time, so it wasn’t like he and I could escape and do some things for our pleasure. On top of that, his kids were on spring break, and I would much rather he stay with his kids than come to New York with me.

      Although little Khari had already decided that she would spend her whole spring break at the hospital with her mother, Billion still had his son, who I was sure would want to do something nice for his spring break. Denim and I got off on the wrong foot, but I still kept her in my prayers every morning and night. What happened to her was awful. The only good thing that came out of all this was the fact that her child’s father had been caught. The story had been reported on the news since it happened, and they weren’t just charging him with domestic violence, they were hitting him with so many other charges as well.

      The apartment that they picked him up at was a stash house for drugs, so drug charges were placed against him. The biggest charge of them all was a double murder. What’s so crazy about this whole thing was that people (more than likely his friends) were calling into the police station and providing all this information. Because there was money involved from the cops, people more than likely thought that if they aired out all this man’s dirty secrets, they would get more money. These people were talking about missing bodies that they knew where they were stored and everything. If the things they were accusing this man of were true, then I knew that he wouldn’t be getting out of that jail any time soon, which was good on so many levels.

      It was good that justice would be served for Denim, and personally, I’ll admit that I feared how things would go with both men wanting to be in Khari’s life. I knew Billion. Therefore I knew this man loved Khari way too much to just hand her over to another man, even if he was her biological father. Then you have the biological father who would want to have his daughter to make up for the past five years that he thought that Khari belonged to another man. Either way, the situation wouldn’t end well, but I was just glad it ended with Reggie in jail because, my God, he was a sick individual.

      Billionaire could handle his own, but I just didn’t want someone like Reggie to be the person Billionaire was beefing with because once you go toe to toe with someone with nothing to lose, it’s only a matter of time before you start acting like you have nothing to lose as well when Billionaire actually had everything to lose.

      “You are over there cooing at that baby a little too hard, Normani,” my mom said from the couch.

      She was over there too, and when I walked through the door a few moments ago, she hugged me like she hadn’t seen me in years. I mean, that’s what it kind of felt like because I hadn’t been going to church; I was still just watching online, and I would send my tithes and offering by mail. I was no longer teaching bible study, and I wasn’t coming over for Sunday dinner like I’d always done in the past. I just didn’t want to be anywhere I wasn’t wanted, you know?

      Not sure what my father told my mom, but she had been acting kind of distant with me. She really only called when she was by herself, so I wondered if he had told her to stop talking to me. If so, he was sicker than I thought. I was happy to see my mother, so I hugged her just as tight as she hugged me when I walked through the door. The second she saw me, she talked about the weight gain, and to a skinny Minnie like me, I promise you that was a compliment. At one point, I was drinking power drinks and even taking pills to gain weight. My weekends were now spent hanging out with Billionaire’s side of the family, and to them, every weekend was soul food. A diet which used to consist of a lot of green foods, vegetables, and everything else has been transitioned to me eating a lot of the foods that Billionaire’s mother or his grandmother cooked. I liked the extra weight on me.

      “He’s just so handsome, Mommy. That’s all,” I said, laughing it off.

      Naomi was sitting right next to me, and she was pumping breast milk from both of her breasts. The doctor in me was so proud to see that my sister was still breastfeeding my nephew because this was the best milk she could ever put into his body. There was no surprise that my little nephew was a patient. In fact, he’d just come into the office this week for his one-month checkup. You would have thought he was my baby by the way I was parading him around the doctor that day, letting everyone with ears know that I was his auntie.

      “And don’t think I haven’t noticed that you aren’t wearing your purity ring. Where is it? You took it off for a reason. Are you having sex, Normani?” my mom asked me as if I was sixteen and not twenty-six.

      I groaned at her question as I continued to look down and admire my nephew.

      “Answer the question, Normani. This is girl talk. I’m not going to report back to your father if that’s what you’re thinking,” she said.

      “You reporting back to my father about me losing my virginity is the least of my worries, ma,” I told her.

      “So, you’re admitting it then? You did lose your virginity?” she asked.

      I laughed, and so did Naomi.

      “Ma, I think any person with a pair of eyes can see that your sweet little Normani is no longer a virgin. I knew last week when I brought my baby to the doctor that she was having sex. Her walk said it all,” Naomi called out from next to me.

      I shushed her with my hand that wasn’t holding the baby, which only made her laugh harder. My sister was so beautiful. I admired her mommy glow. The weight she picked up after having the baby had just dropped, and I knew that was because she was breastfeeding, which was helping her to burn a lot of calories. Looking at her, you would never even know that she gave birth to this chunky little baby a month ago. Even right now, the only thing she wore was one of those nursing bras and a pair of tights, and she looked great. Her long hair was pulled up into a tight bun, and her skin looked really good. She didn’t have that tired look on her face, like a lot of the new mommies have because my sister was actually blessed with a baby who didn’t cry much, and she would brag on how my nephew slept through just about the whole night. Whenever my time came to have a baby, I hoped mommy mode was as good to me as it was to my sister.

      “I hope you’re using protection,” my mom said.

      “Mommy, please!” I said, not wanting to have this conversation with her.

      I was only so defensive because I knew that I wasn’t using protection with Billionaire.

      “Mommy, please, nothing! I can look at you and tell that this man is making you happy. I saw the way you were smiling when your phone starting ringing, and you stepped out. Only a man can have a woman smiling like that. Contrary to what your father thinks about your relationship, I actually support anything that makes you happy. As supportive as I am, don’t you pop no baby out for him, Normani, until there is a ring on your finger, and your last name is changed. I know you don’t want to hear me grilling you, but you don’t want to be just another baby mama to him. He has two already. The goal is for you to be a wife,” my mama grilled me.

      I mean, she was my mother, so it was in her nature to be overprotective of me, so I let her. See the difference, though, between her and my father? She did it from a place of love, where my father did it from a place of disrespect. After about five more minutes, I was so happy when the conversation switched, and my mom and sister started talking about the season of Greenleaf that just finished.

      I wouldn’t even lie, though, hearing my mom talk, she actually put a lot into perspective for me today. I loved Billionaire, and I knew that he loved me, but I wanted to know where he and I were going with this relationship. I mean, I was living at his house these days because I hardly slept at my house. Khari was living there, and I jumped headfirst into step-mommy mode when I wasn’t even his wife yet. The biggest one of them all was the fact that we were having sex just about every day, and I wasn’t on any birth control. We had to have a conversation, and we needed to have one fast.

      I would hate to bring up something today, especially since I was leaving to go out of town, and I would be gone for the next three days. Billionaire was already stressed because his closing date for one of his homes was coming up, he didn’t want me going to New York (I think he expressed that every day), and he was stressed about what was going on with Denim, but I still wanted to have a conversation.

      

      8:34 P.M.

      “I just got to the airport to drop off my girl. Nah. Nah. When I leave here, I’m picking up my daughter from my mama’s house, and I’m in the house for the night. I don’t want to be ’round no strippers tonight, nigga,” Billionaire said from the driver’s seat.

      I wasn’t even paying his conversation any attention because I was focused on the welcome email I was reading over for the doctors’ convention that started tomorrow morning. When he mentioned something about strippers, my head shot up, and I shot daggers at him with my eyes. He laughed at me and reached down to squeeze my small thigh. His attire for the night was laid back. He wore a pair of gray sweatpants with the matching gray hoodie, and the hood was over his head.

      He was driving with one hand, and the other hand was holding the phone to his ear as we pulled up to the parking garage at the airport. It was dark in the car because the sun had gone down, but as he laughed, I could see his gold teeth flashing at me. I ignored him and his conversation, and I got back to reading over the email, highlighting important things in it that I needed to pay attention to.

      I was dressed comfortably, but my big, oversized coat was draped across the backseat. As soon as I touched down in New York tonight, I would put that on. I had on a pink and green AKA sweatsuit, and I wore my tan colored Uggs. As much as I hated going through the whole process of keeping up with my straight hair, I stopped by the Dominicans earlier today after I left my sisters and let my stylist do a wash and a blowout. I got my ends cut ass well, so my hair was just parted down the middle.

      “Aight. I’ll hit you up tomorrow,” Billionaire told whoever he was talking to, and then he hung up the phone.

      “Daddy ain’t going to go and look at no strippers. I swear Ima be on my best behavior while you’re gone. I don’t even want you to fuckin’ go. They can’t video call you from the convention or some shit? Fuck I’m supposed to do for the next three days without you? Who going to cook me breakfast in the morning? Wash a nigga back when I’m in the shower?” he said, making me laugh.

      “You make me feel like I’m your slave,” I said, locking my phone and putting it on my lap.

      I would just read over the rest of the document once I got on the plane. Although I was catching a late flight to New York, I knew I wouldn’t fall asleep on it like a lot of the other passengers would. For one, flying wasn’t my favorite thing in the world to do, although I did like taking trips, plus I was flying alone, so I wanted to be up and alert, so I could be aware of everything going on around me. The welcome email that I had been looking at was lengthy, so I would rather just wait and give it my undivided attention, that way I didn’t have to rush over it like I was doing now.

      “Nah, it’s just certain shit that can’t nobody else do but you. You one of a kind, baby,” he told me as he pulled the car into a parking spot.

      We were pretty early. I was flying on American in first class, and I didn’t have to go through the whole check-in process, so we had time to sit in the car and chill before we got out. I smiled at his comment, and then I looked out of the window, paying attention to a family that had pulled in right next to us, and they were all getting out.

      “What’s wrong? You been quiet since you came home from getting your hair done,” he said, picking up on my mood swing.

      I knew he would notice the difference because even I knew that I wasn’t myself after the conversation I had earlier with my mother. It wasn’t like him to not pick up on when I acted differently. I removed my seatbelt and shifted in my seat, facing him. Looking him in his eyes, I prepared myself to have a serious conversation with him.

      “Where do you see this relationship going between you and me? I love you, Billionaire. I love what you and I have going on, but I’ll admit that I don’t want you to get too comfortable with just this, and when I say this, I’m referring to the fact that there is no commitment, and I’ve pretty much halfway moved in with you. I don’t want you to think that this is the only option you and I have, and you forget about marriage somewhere later down the line. No, I’m not asking you to propose to me now, but I just want to be sure that you do have something planned as far as a future with me. No disrespect toward Sidnesha or Denim, but I don’t want to be baby mama number three. I actually want a commitment from you,” I told him, speaking my truth.

      Billionaire released a sigh, and I watched as he ran his hand down his face. He was laid back in the seat and staring at me hard.

      “Who you been talking to, yo? Shit was good just this morning, Normani. Of course, it’s in my plans to ask you to be my wife. Sooner than you think, but don’t worry about all that because it ain’t in my list of plans to be telling you when Ima propose to you. Shorty, I’m not sure if you know this, but for a nigga to have you around my kids, living with me, that shit is major. Ima propose, you just make sure you say yes when I ask,” he said.

      “I was talking to my mother earlier today. Not to say that she put anything in my head, but she did put a few things in perspective for me. I feel like things between me and you are moving so fast, and I don’t mean it in a bad way,” I told him.

      “Shit going to move even faster when you find out you pregnant. Let’s go over some rules before you leave a nigga for New York,” he said.

      He threw that pregnant comment out there and then just switched subjects like he hadn’t dropped that P word that had me worried. I was worried for two reasons; one, my period was late, and my period is literally never late. Since I’ve gotten my period, it has always come right on time. On top of that, I was always tired. I mean, I knew that with my demanding career, I would always be tired because I worked long hours, and I had to be up early, but I was a different type of tired these days.

      For example, on the weekend, I could take a three to four-hour nap, and I would wake up still talking about how tired I was. I wasn’t claiming pregnancy yet, which is why I hadn’t said anything to anyone. If I was pregnant, I would have no one to blame but myself because I had been taking risks with Billionaire for almost a month, and this would just be God’s way of serving me my consequences for not protecting myself.

      “What are your rules, Billionaire? I already know that I have to call or text you once I land, take a picture of the license plate of the Uber driver, and keep my location on, so you can track me. What else, daddy?” I asked in a sarcastic way because an overprotective father is exactly what he was acting like.

      “I need the room number to the hotel, forward me the schedule that you’re going to be on for the next three days because I want to know exactly where you are at all times. You trying to be funny when a nigga just knows it’s some sick-minded motha fuckas out here who be preying on women who fly alone,” he told me.

      “Okayyyyyy. You always talking about somebody snatching me up. I’m staying at the exact hotel where the event is going on for the next three days. Anything else?” I asked.

      “Yeah, don’t be letting no niggas up in that room. I don’t give a fuck if it’s one of your doctor friends. Tell them your nigga said that you can’t have no friends,” he seriously told me, and all I could do was laugh while rolling my eyes at him.

      For over thirty minutes, I listened to Billionaire talk crazy, coming up with rules for me that were so ridiculous that I eventually just tuned him out. It was finally time for me to get out of the car and head to the plane, so while Billionaire went to the back and got my carry-on bag, I went in the backseat and grabbed the coat I would need and my purse. It was already cool in Miami, so I could only imagine the many ways I would be in New York freezing.

      “Damn. I miss your ass already,” Billionaire told me as he and I made it to the terminal.

      I laughed as I walked into his arms and wrapped my arms around his neck, then kissed his lips.

      “I’ll be back before you know it, baby. I love you, and I’m going to miss you so much. You and the kids,” I told him and meant it.

      We stayed wrapped in each other’s arms for about five more minutes, and then it was time for me to board. I was such a sucker because I started crying once I was fully away from him and taking the long trail of steps onto the plane. Once inside, I took the window seat that I’d picked, and in another twenty minutes, once everyone from first class was checked in, everyone else started to fill up the plane. My phone was in my hands, and I was back to reading over the document. I had a bottle of water, my Air pods were in my ear, and I was listening to Monica’s, Miss Thang album. Before I knew it, it was time for takeoff.

      Like I knew I would, I stayed up the entire flight, and when we landed in New York, I was one of the first people off the plane. By this time, I had my coat on, I was rolling my Louis Vuitton carry on throughout the airport, and my purse was on my shoulders as I sent a text message to Billionaire, letting him know that I’d arrived in New York.

      

      The next day

      It was going on 5:00 P.M., and the first day of the medical convention was a success. Doctors from all over the world attended this event. Although I had been coming to the convention for the past few years, it always amazed me that there were doctors there old enough to not only be my grandparents, but my great grandparents and they were still in the field. I promised myself that I wouldn’t retire until my body literally just couldn’t do it anymore. I wanted my little patients to grow up and have kids, and I would be the pediatrician for their children. That’s just how much I loved what I did.

      For the older people in attendance, the fact that they were still active in medicine proved this was such a great career. Today mostly consisted of ice breaker activities. Administrators of different hospitals around the world presented updates on new protocols that were in development, and a few researchers spoke on medical trials that were in progress for the treatment of diseases like sickle cell, leukemia, and autoimmune diseases like lupus, sarcoidosis, and rheumatoid arthritis. I loved everything about the day, but I couldn’t lie and say I wasn’t smiling when the last speaker for this evening wrapped up his speech, and everyone was packing their things to head back to their rooms.

      I heard a few women sitting next to me talking about how they were going to hit up a couple of the clubs. All I could think about was how no one could pay me to step foot out of that hotel because the weather outside had reached the low twenties. I was a Miami girl, and I was so ready to get back to my city where the weather was much warmer. The second I made it back to my suite, I planned to soak in a tub, order some room service—although I had been eating literally all day—and falling asleep on the phone with my man. The event today was catered for breakfast and lunch, and all day, there had been different snacks and sweets laid out for us. I’d been eating from that all day, so you would think that I would be full, but I wasn’t.

      “Hey. I saw when you walked in this morning. I kept saying that you looked so familiar, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Your Billion’s girlfriend, right?” a beautiful, caramel skinned woman walked up to me and asked.

      Different vendors were in attendance, and some had made presentations. I remembered her from one of the companies that provided laboratory supplies. I looked at the name tag on her shirt, and it said that her name was Suki. I picked up on her Miami accent, so she had to have been from back home, although I’d never seen her before. If I had to guess, I would say that she was maybe twenty-nine or thirty. Like I said already, she was very beautiful and quite statuesque, so when she talked to me, she was looking down.

      I loved the red pantsuit she was wearing with nude heels. It was nice to see someone else all dressed up because when I walked into the big conference room this morning in my white pantsuit and my heels, I felt like I was overdressed.

      “Yeah,” I said, keeping it short as I gathered my pamphlets and everything else that I’d collected.

      The whole time I did that, I felt her eyes on me as if there was something else she wanted to say.

      “We used to date. Years ago. Back when the two of us were in high school. I follow him on Instagram, and I saw that he posted you on his profile a few days ago. That’s how your face looked so familiar to me,” she said.

      I didn’t even know what to say because she was coming off very weird. It was so unnecessary for her to walk up on me and let me know that she and Billionaire used to date in high school. Ever since I got into a relationship with him, some of the weirdest things just kept on happening. For one, I was now on social media, and like this woman, Suki, just said, Billionaire would post pictures of me and tag me in them. I would always get hundreds and hundreds of friend requests from women I didn’t even know.

      Listen, I knew my man wasn’t a saint, and before me, he had been with his fair share of women who I didn’t care to even know about, but whew! I could be in the grocery store and would get stared down from across the aisle by women who looked like they wanted to attack me. I laughed to myself because just the other day, I was telling myself that I would have to learn how to fight… kick... slap, something because Billionaire’s old flings were definitely on me.

      “Ummm, okay. Would you like me to tell him that you said hi or something? Where you going with this?” I asked, really wanting to know.

      “Oh no! You don’t have to tell him that I said anything. Trust me, we talk frequently. I just wanted to make sure that it was you I saw from across the room,” she told me, and I laughed.

      “You talk frequently, when? I know what that man is doing throughout the week, and that’s working. Talking to an old fling from the past isn’t something that he’s going to put ahead of working. You can’t possibly be talking to him at night because nighttime is family time, so could you help me out on what’s your definition of frequently? You know what, don’t even answer that. I’ll just find out from the source once I get back to my room. I thought your presentation was very nice. You could have spared me the details of knowing him from high school. Trust me, you and me both were better off not knowing that. Was there anything else you wanted to talk to me about?” I quizzed.

      She didn’t answer; instead, she just walked off. My eyes stayed on her until she walked out of the double doors. See, stuff like that just annoyed me because she came over there, looking for trouble. I walked out the door as well and hopped on the elevator then took it up to the fifteenth floor. The second I made it into my suite, I kicked my shoes off and filled the tub with warm water for my bath. While the water ran, I walked back into the room and grabbed the menu for the onsite restaurant. I also started a Facetime call with Billionaire. He had my schedule for the day, and I knew he would send a hit out on me if I didn’t call him within the time frame he had given me.

      “Shorty, I was giving you one more minute, and then I was booking my flight,” was the first thing he said when he answered the phone.

      See what I told you! I flopped down on the bed and admired him, paying attention to his surroundings. He was sitting in the kitchen, and from the looks of things, he’d called his barber over to cut his hair. The cape was wrapped around his shoulders, and I could see his barber standing behind him, using the clippers.

      “I would have called right on time, but your girlfriend stopped me,” I said.

      Instantly, his face frowned.

      “What girlfriend? Who you ran into?” he asked.

      I heard his barber laugh in the background.

      “Suki. Who is Suki, Billionaire? She told me that the two of you used to date,” I said, and then I heard him suck his teeth.

      At the same time, I walked into the bathroom so I could stop the water because I didn’t want it to overflow.

      “Bitches always fuckin’ lyin’, yo! On some real shit, Normani, we fucked maybe three or four times. She sucked my dick probably twice. That shit is old. I fucked around with her when I was in high school. I can’t believe that hoe ran down on you and said that shit. What the fuck she doing out there anyway? I know her dumb ass ain’t no doctor. I don’t even think she graduated from high school,” he said.

      I could see the anger written all over his face for this Suki chick.

      “I wish I could snap my finger and get rid of every female you ever dealt with before me. I’m not referring to your children’s mother either because, without them, your kids wouldn’t be here. I’m talking about the other ones. You know, the ones who have a point to prove. She told me that the two of you talk very frequently, but to be honest with you, Billionaire, I’m not even going to jump down your throat about that because I didn’t believe her for one second. To answer the last part of your question, no, she isn’t a doctor! She’s one of the vendors who sells medical supplies! Would she have interested you more if I told you that she was a doctor?” I asked.

      I didn’t even mean to ask that, but I was so annoyed by the whole situation. I saw Billionaire whisper something to his barber, and then I didn’t see him anymore because the barber had walked off.

      “Normani, what the fuck is your problem, yo? Please please don’t let old bitches that’s living in a fuckin’ twilight zone, reminiscing about the taste of my nut, be the reason why you start acting fuckin’ insecure! Don’t start this shit, yo! I dealt with an insecure ass woman before, and I ain’t trying to have a fuckin’ part two of the shit!” he barked at me.

      I took a seat on the edge of the tub and bounced my leg because I could feel myself getting angry with him.

      “First of all, I’m not insecure by a long shot! If I was insecure, I would have been bitching the second I received those hundreds of friend requests from different women on my Instagram page, not even five minutes after you posted me on your profile! I’m sure you don’t even know about that since I never brought it up to you because I didn’t care. That or the fact that every time I step foot in the grocery store, the mall, hell the damn nail salon, I’m getting the side-eye from different women. For one to actually step to me about you, then yes, I’ll admit that it annoyed the hell out of me, just like what you’re doing right now! I’m hanging up, and I’ll just see you when I come back home! Just that fast, you managed to ruin my night,” I said, ready to hang up the phone on him because he’d pissed me off. I knew I was angry because he had me cursing, and I don’t even curse.

      “Hang up this fuckin’ phone in my face, and Ima ruin it some more by getting on a flight and popping up on yo’ ass! Fuck them bitches from the mall, the grocery store, the gym, wherever you see old flames! I look like I give a fuck about another bitch but you? Do I, Normani? Do I give you the impression that I’m interested in another woman besides yo’ ass? These bitches know that I’m a different nigga. It’s evident that I got a woman in my life and that she makes me fuckin’ happy, and they don’t like that shit. As long as a bitch don’t put they fuckin’ hands on you, you don’t have shit to worry about! Just so I know how to handle you, are we going to beef about every bitch that looks at you? I need to know, so a nigga can know what to be prepared for,” he said.

      “I’ll talk to you in the morning,” I said, just wanting to get out of my clothes and take a bath.

      He released a sarcastic laugh, and then I watched as he stood up from his chair.

      “Cuz you know I’m right, that’s all! If you see Suki tomorrow, let her know that I said to suck my dick! Tell her to stop lying on a nigga too,” he told me.

      “She did that already, remember?” I retorted.

      “I’m about to Postmate you a pregnancy test to yo’ suite from Walgreens or Duane-Reade. I think that’s the drug store out there. You bitching hard, Normani. I know this type of bitching. This the bitchin’ that only a pregnant woman can do,” he said.

      “I’m not bitchin’. Just control your bitches and don’t have them comfortable enough to be walking up on me, that’s all. Most importantly, why is she even following you on Instagram? See, Billionaire. I don’t like doing this right here because now I do sound insecure. Just do me a favor, and then you and I don’t have to have this conversation again. In your words, any bitch you fucked, any bitch who’s sucked your dick, I don’t want them on your social media! I mean, that’s common sense because had you not been the only person I had sex with, I know it would be World War III if I had old flings following me on Instagram. Are we clear?” I asked. This man really had me in here cursing.

      He laughed at me.

      “I got you, boss. What else?” he asked, and I didn’t respond.

      “Yo’ lil ass really think you run some shit. How the fuck I let a ninety pound woman tell a big, solid nigga like me what to do?” he said.

      I didn’t want to laugh, but I did it anyway.

      “Because you aren’t crazy. I’m not ninety pounds either! Put some respect on my weight!” I told him.

      “Shit, if you ain’t, then I know you ain’t that far from it. Ima send that pregnancy test, though, because you trippin’ for real,” he said.

      “Where is Khari? I want to talk to her,” I changed the subject.

      “Upstairs making a big ass mess in her room. Ima tell her to call you from her phone. I miss you. Shit ain’t the same without you here,” he said.

      “You miss me, but you just finished cursing me out. That don’t even make sense,” I told him.

      “You be trippin’, that’s why. Take your bath, ma, and call me once you get settled in the bed and shit. I want to have a convo with you and that pussy tonight,” he said, and I laughed.

      “And tell her what?” I asked.

      “That I think a nigga scored. A nigga is certain that you pregnant. Call me back tonight. I love you,” he let me know.

      “I love you more,” and with that, our conversation was done.
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      “What the fuck you mean, yo? How the fuck they going to charge me with some shit that they don’t even know that I did for sure? Ain’t I’m in here for putting hands on my baby mama? Niggas beat they bitch every fuckin’ day! Fuck you mean I can be looking at a couple of life sentences? That’s bullshit!” I barked at my lawyer as I sat at a small, square table with him with my hands shackled.

      They were treating a nigga like I was a fuckin’ terrorist or some shit because I stayed chained the fuck up whenever I was let out of my cell. On top of that, when the officers found me a few days ago, they kicked the fuckin’ door down like I was Osama Bin Laden. I was just a nigga who put my foot in my baby mama’s ass, and if I must say so myself, Denim deserved that shit for even fuckin’ playing with me like I was some lame ass nigga out here. I done put my hands on Denim before, but nothing to this extreme.

      I’ll admit that a part of me just blacked the fuck out. I thought back to the day she had that nigga over to the house with my daughter sitting on his fuckin’ lap, and that hoe knew all this time that Khari belonged to me. I knew the type of grimy, money-hungry bitch that Denim was, so I knew that was the only reason her bitch ass lied and pinned the baby on that nigga in the first place.

      What’s so crazy is that I never stopped to ask shorty for a DNA test. Around the time Khari was conceived, Denim and I weren’t even together. Yeah, we fucked occasionally, but I knew she was fuckin’ on other niggas too because she and I didn’t have a commitment. Hell, I was fuckin’ bitches too, so it wasn’t like I was bothered by what Denim was doing with her pussy.

      This shit would make a nigga out to be the bad guy, but I bet nobody would talk about the fact that the bitch lied for five fuckin’ years about who was Khari’s real father. They would only see the fact that I’d put my hands on a pregnant woman, and now I had her in the hospital, fighting for her life, but no one would see the foul shit that Denim did.

      Denim thought that she could scream she was pregnant, and that would get her out of an ass whipping, but that bitch lied about me being Khari’s real father, so I knew she would lie about anything else. Damn right, I didn’t believe her when she screamed that she was pregnant. Even if she was, I didn’t trust that hoe no more, so who even knows if that baby was mine for real.

      For the past few days since I’d been in this bitch, I’ll admit that a nigga had been going fuckin’ crazy. My mama ain’t support the shit I had done, but she did hook a nigga up with a lawyer, and here I was, meeting up with him for the first time. This bitch ass nigga wasn’t telling me shit I wanted to hear. Honestly, I was wondering where the fuck she even found this nigga because I could tell he was still wet behind the ears when it came to this lawyer shit.

      I wondered if my mama had purposely gotten me this weak ass lawyer, so she could see a nigga behind bars for a long fuckin’ time. Then again, my mama didn’t even move like that. Besides, she told me all the time that I was all she had in this world, so I doubt she would willingly do some foul shit to a nigga and force us to be apart. As much as my mama loved me, when I hit her up and told her the shit I had done to Denim and how it was a possibility that the police would be looking for my ass, she basically shut the shit down before I even got to ask her if I could hide out at her house for a couple of hours to come up with a plan. Hung up the phone on me too, right after she let me know that she loved me and she would get me a lawyer.

      I was an only child, and all my life, it had just been my mama and me. She ain’t have no siblings either. Then again, I don’t know if she had any siblings because my mama grew up in foster homes. I can’t tell you the times that she’d sang that same sad song to a nigga over the years. She let me know a thousand times that the life she had to endure growing up is what made her the strong woman she was today. When she was fourteen years old, a black couple who had no children of their own adopted her. My mama told me how it was because of them that she actually finished high school and went to college because before being adopted into that family, she had no goals or shit to go to school.

      Long story short, my mama got pregnant with me during her second year of college. She kept me, and by this time, her parents had set her up nicely in a one-bedroom apartment because she was attending school locally. My mama going through shit like pushing through college while pregnant and even finishing while raising a baby on her own was the reason she had instilled in me for as long as I could remember to get an education, so I could do something for myself when I got older. However, a nigga had been fiending for that street life ever since I was a little nigga.

      Let my mama tell it, I was always bad. My first time going to juvie was when I was ten years old, and that was for stabbing a nigga in the neck with a pocketknife. I won’t and act like I was some notorious drug dealer in Miami, but I was making a little noise, and I was trying to get on that level.

      The fucked-up thing about it is that I really did love Denim. I really wanted to get my shit together, so we could be a family and give the kids something that neither of us had growing up. That was the page that we had been on for the past couple of years, but the second that fuck nigga Billion came home, that hoe changed. She was back to being all on that nigga’s dick, and little shit she did just turned me the fuck off.

      While I’ve been in that little ass cell for the past few days, one question that I kept asking myself was whether I regretted doing what I did to Denim, and the answer to that question is no! I had no regrets. I just should have properly planned the shit out because I knew a couple of her neighbors had seen me when I walked into her apartment. I should have come in like a thief in the night and did her ass dirty, leaving no possibility for her to wake up from this shit.

      As I sat across from my lawyer, Moses, I thought he was about to hit me with some good news, letting me know that it would be easy to get a bond, but he was in this bitch bringing up old murders I committed from months ago, drugs found in my cousin’s apartment where I was laying low when all this shit went down, and of course, the charges I had for beating up Denim. Did I really think that these crackers had anything on me for those murders? Nah. They were just throwing anything out there, trying to scare a nigga.

      My homies would have had to rat on a nigga for the cops to know about those bodies we had hidden. Homies that I knew would never do no fucked-up shit like that, so I wasn’t too much worried about that shit. Now, the drugs, I was a little bit worried about because there were so many fuckin’ drugs in that apartment; that shit could get a nigga buried under the jail, although none of that shit belonged to me.

      I got picked up from an apartment in Tampa where my cousin stayed, and I didn’t even trap out of Tampa. Any weight I moved, I did that shit out of Miami. It was my older cousin, Mitch, who I had been staying with, and he did his dirty work where he laid his head. I told myself that I didn’t need to be around that shit because if there was a chance that I got picked up at his apartment, I knew the consequences I would face in drug charges. At the same time, I ain’t want to be checking into no motels or no shit like that. All it took was for someone to see me, and I knew they would call and rat on me because the money on my head was high. I ain’t want to keep driving on the road because I couldn’t chance getting pulled over.

      Mitch was like the only nigga I could trust who I knew wouldn’t rat me out, so that’s why I took that ride to Tampa. They not only picked me up, but they picked my cousin up too. I hadn’t seen him since I’d been in there, though. I wasn’t even sure where they got the tip that I was hiding out in Tampa. This shit was making me not trust a fuckin’ soul, I swear.

      I knew those crackers wouldn’t believe me, even if I said until I was blue in the face that those drugs weren’t my shit. As far as Denim, they were trying to charge me with attempted murder on not only her but on the baby too, since she was pregnant. If Denim didn’t wake up from the coma, they would charge me with murder, and that was an automatic life sentence on top of the other two life sentences they were trying to hit me with.

      “Mr. Wilson, if I were you, I would calm down! I’m literally the only choice you have. I’m probably the only person that’s on your side right now, and the only reason I’m on your side is that I’m being paid to represent you. I know an innocent man when I see one, and I can look in your eyes and tell that you aren’t innocent, so again, you need to relax!

      “I’m sure you know about the two missing person reports that were filed back in November of last year on a twelve-year-old boy and his father. Police got an anonymous tip, and let’s just say that this person is cooperating with the police. They claim to know where both of the bodies are, and somehow they can prove that you are the one responsible for those murders. Now, I can argue that you were scared and hiding out in Tampa because it was your last resort.

      “As far as the situation with Denim, Reggie, you have to know that you pistol whipped a pregnant woman. A pregnant woman who is still in a coma, fighting for her life as we speak. With the charges against you, there is no doubt that you will serve time. As your lawyer, I’m going to try to keep you from getting a life sentence,” he said.

      I knew about the twelve-year-old son and his bitch ass daddy, Karl, who my lawyer, Moses, was referring to. Of course, I would not admit to shit, though. Lawyer or not, I didn’t trust a motha fuckin’ soul! For all I knew, this shit could have been a fuckin’ setup, and this nigga was trying to get me to talk, so I could incriminate my damn self.

      Before y’all judge a nigga, thinking that I’m heartless for killing a little boy, that’s not even the way shit was supposed to go down. Karl was just supposed to be a lick for me and my nigga, Nate. No, I ain’t proud of some of the shit I do, but hitting licks was just some shit that was in me. I had been doing that shit since I was ten. Karl was an underground rapper in Miami, and he was a flashy ass nigga, always showing his money, his jewelry, and shit online. If you floss that shit in the wrong nigga’s face, it was only a matter of time before a nigga like me came and took it!

      Nate told me that Karl still lived in the projects, and he knew which unit was his. He asked me if I wanted in on the lick. Me, never being the type of nigga to turn down some money, yeah, I wanted in. Shit just turned into a fuckin’ blood bath that night. It was easy getting in, but I didn’t expect to have to kill a nigga that night. To have to kill two people that night! The second we kicked through the door, bullets flew, but with this not being my first shoot out, I knew how to dodge bullets, so quickly, we had Karl down, but then more bullets started flying from inside the apartment. I eventually put the other person down and shot him right between his eyes. It was his 12-year-old son.

      Look, I wanted to leave the scene, but Nate said we needed to hide the bodies. He grabbed a body, and I got one, and we drove them far, far away. Now, Nate and I were the only two people who knew about the shit that went down that night, although we promised to never bring that shit up again, neither would we ever disclose where the bodies were.

      We did all of that and didn’t even leave with no money or no fuckin’ jewelry. If I was about to get hit with this murder, it would be pointless because I didn’t gain shit that night but two more bodies to add on my list. Now, the thing is, since Nate and I were the only two people who knew about that shit, it made me wonder if this nigga, who I’ve known since I was two years old, was running his fuckin’ mouth to the pigs. I didn’t want to believe that shit, but Nate was the only nigga who knew my deepest and my darkest secrets, so it had to have been him.

      I had been in this jail for almost a week, and I called his phone every day since I’d been in this bitch. He hadn’t answered the phone for a nigga yet, so it had me looking at him sideways. If this nigga thought he would pin some shit on a nigga that we participated in together, I would have everybody in his fuckin’ family dead, and I would start with his old ass grandma! I may be locked, but my niggas ain’t!

      “What are you going to fight for me to get then?” I asked after I had zoned out for a little bit and thought about some deep shit.

      Damn right, I was scared. I had done my fair share of shit over the years, but I ain’t ever been caught for shit because I was always slick with the way I moved. I caught my first body when I was fifteen years old, and cops never even bothered to sniff my way. My mama used to always tell me I would run out of luck one day, but her shit always went in one ear and out of the other. When you were doing bad, you ain’t want to hear no shit like that, so I just kept on fuckin’ around with my luck, thinking that a nigga was too fuckin’ smart to ever get caught doing the shit I was doing.

      “Looking over the charges and knowing the different ways I can go around it, I can get you fifty years,” he said.

      “Fifty years? Fifty years? Motha fucka, are you high? You say that shit like it’s nothing!” I barked, hitting the table with my hands that were still in cuffs.

      If I could stand up and get to him, a nigga would have beat the fuck out of him for even letting that shit come out of his mouth so easily. If fifty years was what he was fighting to get me, then what the fuck was my mama paying him for? If that was the case, then I might as well get a fuckin’ public defender and let them represent me for free.

      “With possible parole after you’ve served at least fifty percent of the sentence. Reggie, I need you to understand that fifty years beats a life sentence. I need you to understand that if whoever is working with the police can prove that you are the one responsible for making those two bodies disappear, you will be jumping for joy at a fifty-year sentence. If they prove it was you, you can possibly be looking at four life sentences for four murders. That’s only if Denim and the baby don’t make it.

      “You aren’t a saint in this situation, so please save me the theatrics! I got some intel from one of the officers working with whoever is singing on you. The bodies that they are looking for belong to Karl Washington and his son, Bryson Washington, but I’m sure you are aware of that! Anyway, the case has been broadcast for months, and for months, officers have assumed it involved a drug deal gone bad because Mr. Washington definitely has a record. As far as I’m concerned, anyone could have killed him and his son and planted those bodies wherever, but the thing is, whoever is singing, they are saying that they have solid proof that it was you who took them both out and—”

      “Is Nate the person that’s snitching?” I asked, cutting him off.

      “I can’t answer that,” he replied.

      “Man, this some bullshit. So, you’re basically telling me that it’s no way that Ima get a bail? I just got to sit in this bitch and wait until I see a judge?” I asked.

      Moses released a sigh and closed the manila folder that he had in front of him.

      “Sadly, yes. That’s exactly what I’m saying. When you go back to your cell, you just pray that Denim wakes up from this and that she and the baby will be fine. What makes your case a little different from the hundreds of others that I’ve had to defend over the years is that the proof is literally right there. There are working cameras all around the apartment building at Denim’s residence. The cameras picked you up walking into the apartment, and they picked you up running out, tucking the gun in your pants, and you had Denim’s blood on your shirt.

      “You can say that the drugs weren’t yours all you want, but the truth remains that you were picked up in a home that resembled a damn trap house! Lastly, if there is proof that you are responsible for Karl and Bryson’s murder and the disposal of their bodies, then you give me something more that I have to dissect. You’re not even thirty yet, and trust me, I will not sleep well at night, knowing that I didn’t fight hard enough to give a black man a chance, and he had to get a life sentence. I need you to trust me, Reggie, and know that I’m going to do everything in my power to give you a fair shot. I’ll see you soon,” he concluded as he stood up from his chair, holding his briefcase. He then knocked on the door to be let out.

      One of the guards came and opened the door for him. Soon after, I was escorted back to my cell. My cellmate, I swear, all this nigga did was lay his big ass in the bed and sleep all fuckin’ day. I climbed up to the top of the cell and buried my head in my hands. Just the thought that I could get a fifty-year sentence, or even worse… a life sentence, I swear that shit brought tears to a nigga’s eyes, and a nigga like me didn’t ever fuckin’ cry. My homeboys were turning on me, a bitch had lied and manipulated the fuck out of me for the past five years, and all because I didn’t know how to control my actions, a nigga had to be in this position now.

      I thought about my mama and how a nigga was about to make one of her biggest fears come true. She told me all the time that her biggest fear was that a nigga would end up in a prison cell or in a casket. That brought tears to my eyes because, once again, I was another nigga in her life, breaking her heart. It started with whoever her bitch ass daddy was, then it went to whoever the fuck my daddy was, and here I am, doing the same thing, leaving her to live in this fucked up world by herself.
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      “I hope you’re outside. I just got off the plane, and I’m about to walk out the doors now,” Normani said, ordering a nigga around like she always did.

      It was Sunday morning, and I was outside the airport with bells on. I missed her ass so fuckin’ much that I had pulled up about an hour ago, too fuckin’ eager to see her ass. Although I was there, it wouldn’t be me not to fuck with her and pretend I wasn’t there, though.

      “Shit! Shit! Damn! It is 1:50! Fuck! Ima leave right now, baby, and I should be there in twenty minutes,” I said, trying to stifle my laughter as I stood in front of my car with my back propped up against it, holding a red rose.

      There were hundreds and hundreds of people just standing around, coming in and out of the airport, waiting for an Uber, or just standing curbside, waiting for family or friends to pick them up. We were at Miami International, and this damn airport was always busy. I liked to fly out of Fort Lauderdale because I felt like that airport was less busy.

      I heard Normani suck her teeth on the other end of the line, and I could picture her now, rolling them big ass gray eyes of hers.

      “Billionaire... what? Like seriously, what the hell is wrong with you? You literally had my flight itinerary a whole week ago! I just talked to you on the phone last night and reminded you what time to be here today, and I texted it over to you again this morning! You know what? Don’t even come! I’m going to get in one of these ride sharing cars! You seriously know how to work my nerves!” she bitched.

      The whole time she ran her mouth, my eyes were on her as she made her way out of the building. She was so fuckin’ pretty in her black Versace shirt that clung to her body. Across the front of the shirt was the word Versace in gold letters. She paired it with black and gold high waisted Versace tights. I couldn’t see her shoes from where I stood, but from how high up she was standing, I knew she had to have on heels. Her hair was still straight, and she had it parted down the middle. The phone was still glued to her ear, so I could see the gold Rolex watch on her wrist and the diamond stud earrings in her ears just flashing away. She was pulling her carry-on in one hand, and her purse was on her other shoulder. The big coat she used for New York was draped across her other arm.

      “Look up, beautiful,” I said and watched as her eyes scanned the outside.

      The second her eyes landed on me, she smiled. Normani walked fast to get to me, and once she was close enough, she dropped her bags and jumped into my arms. I held the flowers in one hand while I held her up with my other hand. Her arms were wrapped around my neck, and I soaked up her scent before I leaned in and kissed her. Everyone looking probably thought that Normani and I hadn’t seen each other in months or some shit, but really, it had been only three whole days and a little bit of this morning.

      We were standing in front of my Porsche, kissing each other like I liked to do when I would bounce her up and down on my dick. Ain’t shit matter right now. The only thing I cared about was being around my shorty and being happy that she made it back safely to daddy. After about two minutes of nonstop kissing, Normani pulled away from me. I ain’t want to put her down just yet, so I kept her in my arms. With a smile, she wiped away the lip-gloss that had gotten on my lips from kissing her.

      “If you weren’t out here waiting on me, I swear I was going to break up with you. You play so much,” she said, all the while, still smiling.

      “You look so fuckin’ pretty,” I said, putting her down and admiring her again.

      My tongue was damn near hanging out of my mouth as I watched all this chocolate standing right before me. I handed her the roses, and she smiled as she smelled them.

      “Thank you, baby,” she cooed.

      I pulled up my sagging jeans and went to pick up her things that she had dropped on the floor in a rush to get to me. In no time, I had them in the backseat, and then I helped her into the car. I’d been smoking on the way over, and the smell had cleared out a little bit, which was good because Normani hated the smell of weed. She said the shit gave her a headache. Once I was in my seat, a few seconds later, I pulled the car out of the crowded pick-up station.

      “Ima swing by my grandma’s crib. She’s cooking today. You okay with going over there? Lil Bill and Khari already over there,” I said to Normani.

      She had her visor down and was fixing her hair.

      “I’m fine with that. I’m starving anyway. I hope she’s cooking some of her fried chicken. Baby, your grandma food be soooo good,” Normani said, damn near about to have an orgasm in her seat over some food.

      She pulled the visor down and looked at me as I laughed at her. We got to the light, and all I could do was stare. I was looking at her ring finger and mentally trying to see if the ring I got matched. If it didn’t, I could always get it resized. Listen, I wanted to ask Normani to marry me a month ago, but she was always thinking some shit over, so I was a little scared that she would fuck up a nigga’s pride and say no because maybe she felt like shit was moving too fast.

      The other day at the airport, when I was about to drop her off, the only reason I got so defensive when she questioned me about what would happen next between us is that in her absence, I planned to get the ring I had been drooling over. It was time. A nigga ain’t have to ride this shit out for a couple more months for me to know that Normani was the one I wanted to marry. I had the ring already. It was stuffed in the couch downstairs at my house.

      Nah, I wasn’t about to pop the question while we were at my grandma’s house because Normani and I discussed the topic of marriage. She told me that when she got proposed to, she would want it to be a moment with just her and whoever was proposing. You know those videos where the man proposes and the woman has all her homegirls and family in the background, screaming and shit, knocking each other over, trying to hug up on her and see the ring? Yeah, my shorty said she didn’t want all that, which was cool because I was such a private ass nigga myself, so I would want that moment to be intimate for us as well.

      I really ain’t know when I would pop the question. Normani was about to go on her break from work in a couple more weeks, and I was thinking about going somewhere out of the country with her, but I felt like that was too predictable and expected. I wanted her to not even have a feeling that I would drop down on one knee and ask her to marry me.

      “What? Why you looking at me like that?” she asked as she sat sideways in her chair, so she could look at me.

      “No reason. You just look good today,” I told her, and she put a playful frown on her face.

      “Today? I don’t look good to you every day?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.

      “Every fuckin’ day, ma,” I said before squeezing her thigh.

      My hand lingered there for a moment, and then I moved it up until it got to the band of her tights. I wasn’t like most niggas who would hold onto her thighs while I was driving. I wanted to hold onto that pussy, especially since I hadn’t seen that shit, touched on it, smelled it, licked it, or fucked on it in three fuckin’ days.

      Normani stepped out of her shell two nights ago and sent nudes to my phone that I kept in my private album. She even let me Facetime her, and we had some quick phone sex, but I had been fiending to feel the real thing. My hands slipped into her tights, and I cuffed her pussy through her lace panties.

      “Damn. Let me pull the car over for a second.” I groaned, wanting to get up in there right quick.

      She laughed and pulled my hand out.

      “Billionaire, no! It’s broad daylight out here,” she said, holding her hands on my wrist, so I wouldn’t try to be slick and slip it back inside her.

      “So! Ain’t nobody going to know what I’m doing through these tints,” I said.

      “Tonight, papi,” she said, and I sucked my teeth. She let out a laugh and then shook her head. “I can’t believe I got you begging me, Billionaire. Just think, when I met you, you were so mean and standoffish. Now look! Mr. Big, bad Billion is begging little ole me to hit it on the side of the road,” she boasted.

      I laughed as she talked her shit.

      “And Dr. Normani Davidson with her uppity ass done fucked around and got turned the fuck out. You was mean to a nigga too. Swear you didn’t want me because we were too different and because I had kids. Look at you now, already toting my first baby in your stomach, and it hasn’t even been a year yet. Damn, I’m good,” I boasted right back.

      “Ooooohhh, cocky, aren’t we? Papi, it hasn’t even been confirmed yet if I’m carrying your baby in my stomach. If I am, simmer down, big daddy. Shall I remind you how the raw sex even started? ‘Baby, let me feel it raw. Let daddy feel it raw. I promise Ima pull out.’ Wasn’t that what you were begging me? Don’t act like that dick is thattttt powerful that I lost all my senses and asked you to take the condom off,” she said.

      I was dying laughing at her mocking a nigga. It was cool because she still wasn’t winning.

      “You can say all that, but guess what? I still went in raw, right? You still let me inside that gooey, tight, wet shit! You had a choice, so yeah, my dick is thatttt powerful because when I met you, you told me you wasn’t having my kids until we got married. We ain’t married, shorty, and I know you pregnant. I just know it. I don’t need you to piss on a stick to confirm what I already know. You want to keep going?” I asked, knowing that talking shit was in my nature, and I could do this shit all day.

      She laughed.

      “Billionaire, please! I mean, tonight, this will all be settled. One stroke in, and the case will be closed that I have you wide open,” she let me know.

      “Never said you ain’t have me wide open. At the same time, don’t try to act like a nigga don’t be dropping off good dick on you,” I said as we pulled up to my grandma’s house.

      “You don’t drop off good dick, baby. You drop off greattttt dick. I love you. I love you both,” she said before leaning over and kissing me while grabbing my dick simultaneously.

      I’m telling you; that shy, quiet Normani didn’t even exist anymore. We kissed in the car for about five more minutes, and as much as I wanted to just say fuck this dinner and go home with my shorty, I knew my grandma would feel some type of way about us skipping out on her Sunday dinner, especially since I already told her we would be there.

      After kissing like a high school couple, I got out of the car, and then I went around and helped Normani out. I let her walk ahead of me while I stood behind, admiring the fatness of her ass and seeing that her shit was growing. All I needed to do was keep fuckin’ her, continue to let her eat up my mama and my grandma’s cooking, and I knew her shit would continue to grow.

      We made it to the front door, and since this was a party, the door was already unlocked. The second we walked into the house, we not only smelled the good soul food dinner they were throwing down on, but there was also some old school Betty Wright crooning through the speakers. My grandma loved that old school shit. She was the reason I liked to listen to a little bit of old school music occasionally.

      I smiled when I saw my mama and grandma in the kitchen, singing their hearts out, talking about “no pain, no gain.” Lil Bill and Khari were sitting at the breakfast bar, and the two of them were eating out of the bowl that my grandma used to make her cakes. Everything in that room was all that a nigga needed. My dad and my uncle were in the den area, and they had a card game going on. This moment was perfect.

      “Look at this black love right here. I love to see this, grandson. Thank you for coming into my grandson’s life, Normani. I swear I never thought that he would get his shit together,” my grandma said as she pulled Normani to her and gave her a hug. For my grandma to like Normani, I swear that shit was big because her mean ass didn’t like no damn body. Shit, sometimes I felt like she barely liked her own damn family.

      I remember the days that led up to my grandmother’s birthday party. Normani had been on a nigga, asking me if she thought my family would like her. Although I was telling her yeah, I was worried about my grandma. She was just very overprotective of the ones that she loved, but I knew she meant well. My grandma never liked Sidnesha, and she couldn’t stand Denim’s ass. Although she felt the way she did about Denim, she was still calling me just about every day, wanting to know her status.

      “Damn! Just talk about a nigga like I ain’t in the room. You know I always had my shit together, old lady. I just needed that special woman to come in my life and really, really change a nigga,” I said.

      “Yeah, well, it’s about time,” she said.

      I watched as Normani went over and hugged my mama, and then she hugged the kids. Letting the women and the kids hang out in the kitchen, I went over and chopped it up with my dad and my uncle. Like all men did whenever someone brought around a good, beautiful woman, they both dapped me up and non verbally let me know that I did a good job by snagging Normani.

      “Look at my son. He done went and got himself a doctor chick,” was the first thing my dad said as he threw down one of the cards.

      I laughed as I looked over at Normani, who was laughing at whatever Khari was telling her.

      “Yeah, man. Your son got lucky. I love her, yo. Ma and grandma fuck with her, the kids fuck with her. What more can a nigga ask for?” I said.

      “How your baby mamas feel about her?” my uncle Malcom asked me.

      “Shit, they honestly don’t have a fuckin’ choice. I already done had a conversation with Sidnesha, and I really see her just accepting the shit because I’m sure it hit her that she don’t got a choice in any of this shit. I’m happy, my girl is happy, and my kids adore her, so that’s all that matters. Before this shit happened with Denim, Normani let me know that she and Denim exchanged a few words, but that’s Denim. You know how her slick ass mouth goes,” I said, waving the shit off.

      “She showing any progress? Are they making it seem like she’s getting any better?” my dad asked.

      “Shit, it’s a waiting game, honestly. I done been down there a couple of more times myself, and she’ll do little shit like squeeze your hand when you talk to her, but that’s it. Her mama ain’t pulling the plug on Denim, which is a good thing because I know she’s going to wake up from this shit. Y’all know that I’ll wish death on a nigga before I wish prison, but I’m glad they got that fuck nigga. We both had every right to be mad because Denim lied to us both, but you don’t pull your strap out on no female. I’ll kill a bitch before I pistol whip one of them,” I spat.

      “Some of these niggas was just raised different, youngin’. I bet he thought that shit made him look like a man. I advocate for putting my foot in a bitch ass, but I ain’t going to pull out my strap,” my uncle Malcom said.

      I laughed at this crazy ass nigga because he always had to make it known that he’ll put his foot in somebody’s ass.

      “I really think yo’ old ass just be running yo’ mouth! You don’t even got no bitches! So, what bitches you be out here fuckin’ up like that?” I asked.

      He looked at me like I was crazy. Then, he hit my pops on the chest, basically looking at him like, tell this lil nigga that I got bitches.

      “Nephew, I’ll take that pretty young thing you got over there. Keep on talking,” he threatened, making me laugh.

      “You can try. Go ahead. I’m giving you the green light to try, but I’m telling you, she won’t even budge. You wouldn’t even know what the fuck to do with all that chocolate. Your first day with her, you’ll be texting me to come back and get her,” I told him.

      We went at it for damn near five minutes. My dad was cracking up to the point that he had tears running down his face. My uncle wasn’t old. In fact, the nigga looked like he could be my big brother, but I just liked fuckin’ with him. I knew he had bitches, plus his ass had game out of this world. Truth be told, I ain’t think this nigga was going to ever settle down. All the time, he expressed how he would die a bachelor, and he wanted no kids.

      That lifestyle was good and all, but once you reach a certain age, I think you actually need a partner. I felt like having a partner just made a nigga look better. Although physically and shit, I knew I looked good, but when I stand next to my shorty, I felt like she increased the way I looked times ten. Not only that, but coming home to an empty bed every night or having a different bitch in your bed every night just wasn’t the lifestyle I was trying to live forever.

      For over three hours, we had family time. By the time we were wrapping shit up, my daughter ain’t want to come home, so I let her stay at my grandma’s house since I knew she had clothes and shit over there that she could put on for school in the morning. I dropped my son off at home. Sidnesha must have taken her medicine today because when I walked Lil Bill to the door, she ain’t start her shit up. Now, I was on my way home, and I couldn’t wait to crawl up into some pussy.

      

      9:57 P.M.

      “You need anything out of the kitchen, baby?” Normani asked, coming behind me and kissing me on the top of my head.

      I was in the den, watching ESPN, and I’d been down there for what felt like a damn hour, waiting for Normani to finish taking her bath. We were supposed to have a movie night, and here we were, three minutes before 10:00, and I knew she would fuck around and fall asleep within the first fifteen minutes of the damn movie.

      “Nah. Just you. You be taking these long ass baths. I thought your ass fucked around and drowned,” I said.

      All she wore was a tank top that showed her nipples since she wasn’t wearing a bra. Because there were no kids walking around the house cock blocking, she was able to wear her boy short underwear, and her house shoes were on her feet. I could see the oils glistening on her body that she’d used to put on her skin after her bath, and she smelled so fuckin’ good. Her long hair was pulled into a ponytail, and those baby hairs on her forehead that I was a sucker for were out. She flopped down next to me on the couch, taking the remote out of my hands.

      “Well, it’s a good thing that I didn’t drown because you would have still been down here, watching ESPN. I love the jets in your tub. I could soak in that tub all day,” she said, eyes not even on me as she talked.

      She was too busy going through the TV guide, trying to find something for us to watch. We took movie night seriously around here. Every night, we just had to have something to watch, and since Normani had been gone for the past three days, I ain’t have much of a movie partner.

      “Don’t choose no girly shit either. That’s why I don’t like when you be picking the movies. Put on something that we’re both going to be interested in,” I said, and she laughed.

      Normani lay back on the couch, putting her head on one of the throw pillows. As she scanned the TV for a movie, she put her small feet in my lap. I knew her spoiled ass was nonverbally asking me to give her a foot massage, so I picked up her right foot and started massaging that foot first.

      “For Colored Girls?” she asked.

      “Fuck, no! So you can be in this bitch crying? Give me the remote. Let me put on some hood shit,” I said.

      When I reached for the remote, she moved, putting her hand over her head, so I wouldn’t be able to get to it. When she did that, her shirt rose, and a little of her breast showed. I reached back over and put my hand under her shirt, grabbing one of her breasts.

      “Your titties look bigger tonight,” I told her, and she smiled.

      “They probably are,” she responded.

      “Come here. Let me get a better feel,” I said.

      Normani dropped the remote on the couch and pulled her feet out of my lap. She crawled over and got in my lap, straddling me. We definitely weren’t about to watch a movie. Once Normani was in my lap, her hands went for my beard, and she ran her fingers through it. My beard did to her what her gray eyes did to me. That shit just turned a nigga on. I lifted her shirt over her head, and once it was off, I tossed it to the side. I grabbed both of her titties in my hands and jiggled them.

      “They definitely grew. Tell me thank you,” I said, and she laughed.

      “You always want to take credit for something. First, it was my booty, now you taking credit for my titties too?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.

      I released a low, high laugh at her words because before I came in the den, I had been on the porch smoking. With low eyes, I admired her beauty. Her hands went around my neck, and in no time, she had her head right in front of mine. We were so close that I could smell the Arm and Hammer toothpaste she had just used to brush her teeth. I initiated the kiss as I leaned my head in more and kissed her lips. During the kiss, the TV was on, fuckin’ up the mood, so I reached for the remote and turned the shit off.

      Now that the TV was off, there was a nice little vibe in the room because the lights were already dimmed, so all we really needed to do was start fuckin’. I lifted Normani in my arms and laid her on the couch. I removed the boy shorts she was wearing, and quickly, she was ass naked. I grabbed both of her legs, pulling her to the edge of the couch, and sat down, preparing to eat some pussy.

      “So much for a movie night,” she said, followed by a giggle.

      “You’d rather watch a movie or get your pussy ate?” I asked, already sticking a finger in her hole, ready to lick on her.

      “Get my pussy ate,” she said, followed by a moan.

      “That’s what I thought.”

      I slapped her exposed thigh and buried my head between her legs. Pussy tasted exactly how I left it; good and sweet. I remember the first time I ate Normani in the car, and she just lay there, too scared to ride my face, and even then, too scared to moan out loud. Shitttt, now she had her hands playing around in my hair, the lower part of her body was lifted off the couch, and she was damn near shoving that wet ass pussy on my tongue.

      I was sloppily eating on her. Sucking up her juices, only to spit them back in her and suck them back out. Not only was I licking and sucking on her clit, but I was also finger fuckin’ her with two of my fingers, so you can only imagine the many ways her pussy juices were leaking onto the couch. Once we were done, I would have to give this couch a good cleaning.

      I used to be the type of nigga whose tongue wouldn’t go further than the slit of some pussy, but eating Normani made a nigga want to experiment and do some different shit to her. So, with my other hand, I dropped her lower body onto the couch, pushed her legs all the way back, and licked from her clit to her ass.

      “Shitttttttt,” she cursed, shocking me.

      That moan was so fuckin’ sexy that my dick jumped at the sound of it. The way I was eating her, I could hear the smacking and everything. It sounded like I was fuckin’ up some hot wings.

      “I’m going to cummmmmm… Ohhhhhh, Godddddd,” she cried out. Juices spit out everywhere, and I lapped up all that shit.

      “Turn around,” I told her, not even about to play with her ass tonight.

      I was ready to fuck now, and I made that shit clear as I stood up and pulled all this dick out. With shaky legs, I watched as she looked down at my dick, then turned around and got on all fours, exactly how she knew I liked it.

      “Papi, go slow,” Normani cooed before I even got my dick in her.

      She knew I was on good dope, and I wasn’t even about to fuck around in her pussy tonight, so she was already trying to calm a nigga. I got up behind her and leaned my head down, then I sucked on her neck. I moved her ponytail out of the way, so I could have good access to it, and I sucked on her flesh like a vampire.

      “What happened to all that shit you was talking in the car earlier? You know daddy gotta punish you and that pussy for talking to me crazy. You scared nah?” I asked.

      My dick was crying, and I was ready to fuck. I was mentally trying to tell myself to take it easy because my baby was already telling me to go slow when I was trying to fuck her so good and rearrange some shit inside of her. She never answered my question; she just stayed on all fours and continued to moan as I sucked on her neck.

      “Put him in there, ma,” I groaned in her ear.

      Her small hand reached back and went for my dick. She jacked it a little bit, although this shit didn’t need no jacking because this big motha fucka was fully fueled and ready to go right now! She eventually put it to the opening of her pussy and slowly eased my shit inside of her.

      “Ooooooohhhhhhh, Billionaireeeeeee,” she cried.

      Her hands were on the back of the couch, and she was scratching into the leather as she slammed that little ass up and down on my dick. I spread her ass cheeks apart, so the dick could have all the access it needed, and I went crazy in that pussy.

      “I’m hurting you, beautiful?” I asked, so deep inside that pussy that I knew for a fact she felt me in her chest.

      “You know you areeeeee. Fuccccckkkkk,” she cried and threw her head against the couch.

      “Fuck? That’s what I’m doing, bae. Let me get deeper in there,” I groaned, throwing my head back as I stroked deeper, moving in and out of her slower, so the pressure came full force.

      “Ohhhhhhhh, myyyyyy Godddddddd… Oh—”

      Her moan got caught in her throat. I pulled her head back, and when I did, I could only see the whites of her eyes. I tongue kissed her with her head upside down. She broke the kiss, just so she could let me know that she was cumming. I wiped the one tear that had fallen from her eyes and pulled out to change our position.

      I had her on her ass now, and I kissed her again. Her hands were around my neck, but the second that dick went inside of her, they went on my chest. As she lay there, slowly fuckin’ back, eyes rolling, nonstop moaning, her hands traveled up and down my chest. I brought my lips to her mouth. I was getting ready to ask shorty to marry me. I was deep in some pussy and about to ask this woman to be my wife.

      “Tell me something, ma,” I groaned into her lips.

      “I love you, baby,” she moaned.

      I was turned on in a way that I couldn’t even fuckin’ explain. My baby was so fuckin’ vulnerable to a nigga tonight. Something about hearing her tell me she loved me when I was fuckin’ her just made my dick harder.

      “I know. Tell me something else, baby,” I said, needing to hear nasty shit when I was fuckin’.

      “My period is latteeeeee,” she moaned, telling me some shit I didn’t know yet.

      I smiled at her revelation. Granted, I had my suspicions, but listening to her tell me that her period was late, I knew my baby had to be inside of her.

      “What you saying, bae?” I asked, and then I kissed her lips.

      “Hmmmmmmm,” she moaned.

      “I think I’m pregnantttt,” she cried.

      I buried my hands under the couch, still fuckin’ her. Once I had the velvet box in my hands, I pulled out the most expensive piece of jewelry I had ever bought in my life and slid it on her finger.

      “Marry me, Normani,” I groaned.

      Normani saw the big, fat ass rock on her finger, and I knew she wanted to scream. She did, however, stop fuckin’ back, but my strokes made up for both of us.

      “Answer me, baby,” I groaned, still stroking her.

      I knew she was looking for sarcasm on my face, but there wasn’t one. When she realized that I wasn’t playing, she said…

      “Yesssss…”

      That yes had both of us cumming at the same time. That nut took a lot out of me, so I flew back onto the couch and pulled her down with me. For about five minutes, we both just lay there, trying to get our breathing in order. Once Normani caught her breath, she put her elbows on my chest and looked at the ring on her finger in amazement.

      “Were you serious? Is this an engagement ring or a promise ring?” she asked.

      “I’m a grown man, Normani. What the fuck I’m doing giving you a promise ring?” I asked.

      “Okay, then here. Get on one knee and ask me,” she said, taking the ring off her finger and passing it back to me.

      I laughed and moved her off me before I stood up. After sliding my Versace briefs back on, I grabbed her leg, pulling her down to the edge of the couch, and then I got down on one knee.

      “I want to clear any doubt from your head and let you know that I didn’t propose because I felt that you were pregnant, and I also didn’t propose because you said something about it to me a few days ago. I knew that this was what I wanted to do before last week. I felt like the best time for me to go and get the ring was when you went to New York. You should know me well enough by now to know that ain’t nobody going to make me do something that I ain’t ready to do anyway.

      “I know you the woman for me. When I look at you, you are the woman I would want my daughter to be like when she grows up. I would like my son to bring home a woman like you when he’s old enough to take a woman seriously. I used to always think that you have to date somebody for a few years and build up a strong connection to start talking about marriage. It ain’t even been a year, and I just know in my gut that this is what I want to do. My connection with you is already strong enough. I want to keep you in my life forever. I want to change your last name. Will you marry me, baby?” I asked.

      Normani had tears dripping down her face as she eagerly nodded her head.

      “Yes. I’ll marry you, baby,” she said.

      With a smile on my face, I put the ring back on her finger and pulled her into me, lifting her up. While holding her up, I laughed while looking in her eyes.

      “Let me guess, when people ask how I proposed, you going to give them the second version?” I said, and she laughed.

      “Of course. I will not tell anyone that you were sexing me and popped a ring on my finger. That’s so ghetto, Billionaire. This ring is gorgeous,” she said, unable to stop admiring the big, beautiful, pear-shaped Eternity engagement ring in 14K white gold. I couldn’t even lie; that shit was pretty, and it looked so good on her finger.

      “Gorgeous like you. Bae, let me go get a pregnancy test. I want to know right now if you are pregnant for real,” I said, unable to control my excitement.

      “In the morning, baby. Come on, let’s go upstairs, fiancé,” she said and then kissed my lips.

      “I like the way that shit sounds. I’m ready to start saying wife, though,” I let her know as I walked out of the den with her in my arms.

      I couldn’t believe that a nigga was engaged. Nobody knew I was doing this shit. Not even my mama, and I told her just about every fuckin’ thing. I didn’t say shit to anyone because I ain’t want anyone to try and talk me out of it and tell me I was moving too fast. I just felt like I ain’t have to put a time frame on the shit I was doing with Normani. What fuckin’ difference did it make if I proposed today versus doing it in two more years? Either way, my mind was made up, and I knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.
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      “Yeahhhh?” Normani groaned into the phone.

      It was Saturday, a little after noon, and this girl was answering the phone like I had called her at six in the morning. I sucked my teeth because I wanted to hang with my girl so badly today, but from how she answered the phone, I could tell she was about to tell me that she was too tired to hang. Today, I wouldn’t take no for an answer because I hadn’t seen her ass in almost three damn weeks. Plus, I wanted to hear it from the horse’s mouth about this supposed pregnancy.

      Billion’s mama, who was my auntie Paulette, couldn’t hold a secret to save her damn life. She’d already called and ran it down to me, telling me how Normani and Billion found out that Normani was pregnant, but I wanted to hear it from my girl. I’d been missing in action, so there were a lot of things Normani had to fill me in on, and there were a ton of things I needed to let her in on as well.

      I was supposed to get away to L.A. for just a weekend, but I ended up staying a week. The only reason I brought my ass home is that Truth had to host a basketball event in Chicago, and I figured this would be a good time to bring my ass back home. My mama had been asking too many damn questions, trying to figure out where the hell I was.

      Listen, I didn’t know where this thing between Truth and I was headed, but I can tell you right now that a bitch was sprung off dick. I was happy right now, feeling like I felt years ago when Truth and I entered a relationship for the first time. No, we weren’t together, but let him tell it, and he’ll say I was his wife. Somehow, Monterius got a hold of my new number, and his timing to call me couldn’t have been more off.

      Last night, Truth and I were getting a last minute fuck session in before it was time for me to go to the airport. He had me in his bed, with my legs sprawled out, and he was eating the lining out of my pussy. My phone just kept going off on the dresser. I just powered it off altogether, and because I knew Monterius’ number by heart, I saw that it was him calling. I felt like I had just got caught cheating or something, although I had made it very clear that the two of us weren’t even together.

      After I powered off the phone, the sex with Truth just wasn’t the same because I felt bad about what I was doing. Why are women like this? Why do we put up with so much shit from a nigga, but the second we decide that we want to play the game too, our feelings get involved, and we feel bad for the very same nigga who hurt us in the first place?

      When I got to the airport, I turned my phone back on, and let’s just say that Monterius called me everything but a child of God in the text messages he sent. Oh, I can’t leave out the part where he told me he would kill Truth. See, this is when I have to draw the line and decide what I would do because I couldn’t be stringing two men along. Two men who I knew cared for me deeply.

      I loved Monterius to my soul, but the shit he did was just some shit I couldn’t forgive him for. On the other hand, there was Truth, a man I knew for a fact would be the perfect man for me. However, Truth had made it clear that he had no plans to move back to Miami, and I didn’t want to leave Miami. They were on their offseason from basketball, and I knew that once the season started back, I would hardly see his ass. That’s the same shit I had to deal with from Monterius, so I didn’t want to leave one relationship and then jump headfirst into another one like that.

      At least I knew that if I got with Truth, I wouldn’t be cheated on. Ugh, just thinking about this shit was giving me a damn headache, which is why I wanted Normani to get out of the house and hang out with me. She always gave good advice.

      “Normani, girl, get up! Ride to the mall with me today and to the nail salon. Wherever you at, I’ll just come scoop you. Are you at your house or Billion’s?” I questioned.

      There was a minute of silence before she finally answered.

      “Your cousin’s. Call me back in one hour, and I’ll get ready,” she said.

      It really sounded like this girl was on the phone, and she was sleep talking. I sucked my teeth and rolled my eyes because I was already dressed; I was just waiting to walk out the door and get her. I hadn’t had my niece in over a week, so Dream was dressed too, and we were just waiting to leave. I had no idea where Dream’s father, Chance, was because in the week I had been gone, Dream had stayed with my mother. If Loyal knew that, she would shit bricks because she didn’t want our mother to be the one raising her daughter, but that was a story for another day.

      I wasn’t sure what the hell Loyal and Chance had going on, but my mama told me that his ass wouldn’t even pick up the phone for Dream when she called him on my mom’s cell phone. I knew he was a bitch ass nigga anyway, which is why I hadn’t liked him from the beginning.

      “Get ready to go where? I thought you was hanging with me today. Who is that? Twinkle’s ass?” I heard my big mouth cousin talking shit in the background.

      This was the shit I was talking about. He was always trying to hog my damn best friend from me.

      “Billionaire, please stop yelling in my ear. Twinkle, just call me back, okay?” Normani said.

      “No, I’m on my way over there now,” I told her.

      “She can’t hang out today. Scoop her up in the morning, Twink,” Billion’s deep voice came through on the phone.

      “Billion, please! I’m on the way. You think you supposed to be the only one hanging with Normani. That was my best friend first,” I said, sounding like a spoiled ass kid who wasn’t used to not getting her way.

      “Where the fuck you been anyway? Monty said he can’t find yo’ ass and that you ain’t been picking up the phone. Who the fuck you been hanging out with?” he asked, sounding like my damn daddy.

      “The next time Monterius calls you to discuss me, tell him to ask himself why the fuck he can’t find me in the first place! He wants to make me look bad in front of everybody else when he knows damn well why he and I are in this boat in the first place! As my cousin and as a nigga who just found out that a baby you thought was yours actually isn’t, Billion, I expect you to say fuck your bro code and be able to see where I’m coming from. This man had a baby on me! Are you not understanding that?” I screamed into the phone.

      I felt like people were only looking at it from a perspective of how many years Monterius and I had been together. Because we had history, they thought I should just thug this hurt out, but I wasn’t doing that because then I would be disregarding my damn feelings.

      “Twink, I ain’t say that I ain’t feel where you are coming from! I actually fuck with the fact that you’re putting your foot down, and you ain’t letting that nigga get away with that shit. Homeboy or not, the shit that he did is foul. All I want to know is where the fuck you been for the past week. Ain’t nobody seen or heard from you,” he said.

      “Hanging with a friend,” I told him.

      “What friend? Let me meet him. I want to make sure you ain’t running around with no lame ass nigga,” he said, making me laugh.

      “Anyway, Auntie Paulette told me that Normani is knocked up. Is that true?” I asked, changing the subject.

      “You ain’t slick, trying to change the subject. It’s cool. I’ll just talk about it with you when you get here. It ain’t even a matter of me trying to be all up in your business or no shit like that. You my cousin, so I want to know who you hanging with, so if some shit goes down and you go missing, I know who to look for. My mama always running her damn mouth. I told her ass not to say shit because Normani wanted to be the one to tell you, but yeah, she let me shoot her club up,” this fool said.

      “Oooooh. I’m so happy for you guys! We about to go to the mall, and I’m about to look for some stuff for my new little cousin. What you want? A boy or a girl?” I asked, smiling big.

      I heard him laugh, and from his laugh alone, I could tell how happy Billion was. I swear I had never seen him like this before.

      “You women just be looking for a way to spend some damn money. I don’t care what we have. Normani wants a boy, though,” he said.

      I smiled even bigger, thinking about the handsome baby boy I knew the two would have. I talked on the phone with my cousin for another five minutes or so, and then I let him know that I would be on the way to scoop Normani.

      Dream was already waiting for me by the front door, so we walked out of the house together, and I helped her into her booster seat. As soon as we got into the car, my phone rang. It was my sister. I sighed, knowing I should just answer the phone because I had been dodging her calls for a week because I knew she was only calling to speak to Dream, and I didn’t want to let her know that Dream wasn’t with me and she had been staying at our mama’s house. I would just lie and say that my phone broke and I had just gotten a new one.

      “You want twenty dollars, Dreamy?” I asked my beautiful niece.

      “Yes, Auntie. Oohhh, I’m going to buy me some slime from Walmart,” she said, smiling big.

      “Okay. I’m going to tell your mommy that my phone broke, and I’m just now getting a new one, okay? Don’t tell her that I had you at your grandma’s house, alright?” I said, pissed that I had to have my niece lying for me.

      “Okay, Auntie,” she cooed.

      Once she agreed, I went ahead and accepted the call, releasing a sigh, already knowing that Loyal was going to be on ten with me.

      “Where the fuck are you, Twinkle, with my fuckin’ child? I been calling your ass for a fuckin’ week. What the fuck are you doing?” Loyal barked into the phone like I knew she would.

      My temper and attitude were bad, but my sister’s was far worse. As much as I wanted to go back and forth with her over the phone, I had to think about the situation she was in and how she was obviously stressed. I refused to argue with her and make her stress even worse.

      “My phone broke, Loyal. I just went and got a new one this morning,” I said, lying through my teeth.

      “You a fuckin’ lie! You know what, Twinkle? I’m not doing this shit with you right now. I’m not sure what the fuck you got going on with you and Monterius breaking up, but while you’re on the outside, getting to live your life however you please, just know that the only piece of excitement that I get is when I speak to my daughter for ten minutes over the fuckin’ phone!” she snapped.

      There was so much that I wanted to say back to her, but I didn’t. Instead, I just removed the phone from my ear and handed it to Dream, so she could talk to her mother. Their conversation went on for ten minutes, and then Dream finally passed me back the phone.

      “Did she ask where you’ve been staying?” I asked Dream, and she shook her head.

      “She was so mad, though. Do you think we can talk to the police officers, and they’ll let her come home now, Auntie? She’s sorry for what she did,” Dream sadly said.

      Ugh, it broke my heart every time my niece got emotional like this over her mother. I’m not sure what Loyal told Dream over the phone, but it had her crying. I talked to her during the whole drive to Billion’s house, trying to calm her down, and eventually, it worked. My sister had a whole nine years left to serve, and there was nothing I could say to get a little child to see the good in that. The only thing I could tell her was that we had to keep praying, and eventually, her mommy would be home.

      I was glad when we pulled up to Billion’s spot. Before I could even park the car, Khari had opened the front door and was running to the car. Dream and Khari were the same age, and the two of them were the best of friends.

      “Ooohhh, look at your braids, Dreamy. Auntie Twinkle, can you do mine like Dreamy’s?” Khari asked me, with her little grown self.

      Although I was her big cousin, she insisted on calling me auntie, which was cool because I liked the title. I stood there admiring Khari, taking in how pretty she looked this afternoon. She wore a denim Gucci romper, and her long hair was just hanging out, not done yet. Khari was more than likely waiting to get it done by Normani because we all knew Billion would not do it. It was good to see that Khari was in good spirits because she had been going through it with her mama still in a coma.

      “Ask your daddy if you can spend the night, and I’ll braid your hair tonight,” I told her.

      She jumped up and down in excitement.

      The kids ran into the house, and I followed them. I closed the door behind me and watched as the two ran up the stairs, more than likely about to go into Khari’s room. I walked further into the house and found Billion in the living room, flipping through the channels.

      “You heading out somewhere? Because if you not, you can be on babysitting duty with the girls,” I told him and flopped on the couch.

      “I got to go and look at a couple of houses, but I’ll take them with me. I just gotta take Dream’s booster seat out of your car and put it in mine. Normani should be down in a minute. She was up there, fixing her hair and shit. If I watch the girls today, you can get both of them tonight. I already know that Dream will want to stay the night, so let them chill at yo’ shit. I ain’t about to have the two of them driving my son and me crazy. Nesha is going to drop Lil Bill off later, and Dream and Khari think that we’re supposed to play tea party with them and shit. I love them girls to death, but they be having me do some goofy ass shit,” Billion said, making me laugh.

      “Nigga, when you have kids, you turn goofy, so get used to it,” I said.

      We talked for about fifteen minutes, and pretty soon, we heard footsteps coming down the stairs. I could tell by the loud stomping and girly laughter that it was Dream and Khari. When they made it down, Khari’s hair was done this time. Khari had a bunch of curly hair, so I could see where Normani had wet it and pulled her hair up into a ponytail. She styled up her baby hairs the way she did her own, and Khari looked cute.

      They ran into the den area where Khari showed Dream some of her toys.

      A few minutes later, we heard more footsteps coming down the stairs. I looked up, and it was Normani making her way down. I giggled as I watched her sport the happy glow. It was cool this afternoon, so she was cute and comfortable in the lime green sweater with the words, Need Money for Chanel across the front. She paired it with black tights and black and lime green Dolce & Gabbana sneakers. Her long hair was pushed back, and she wore a black headband. A crossbody Dolce & Gabbana purse was draped around her. Every woman knew that when a woman wears a crossbody to the mall, she’s getting ready to do some serious shopping.

      I admired the light beat that Normani had done to her face as she sluggishly walked into the room. It wasn’t until she got closer that I saw the huge rock on her finger.

      “Wait… wait... wait. Okay, so I knew about the pregnancy, but a ring too? Are the two of you engaged? Billion, I just talked to you this morning on the phone,” I screamed.

      I rushed over to Normani and jumped up and down when I saw the ring. I was soooo happy for them.

      “I wanted to tell you last week, but you don’t answer your phone when I call you. When we get married, I’m going to make you my maid of honor. Thank you, Twinkle. Without you, I wouldn’t have found my crazy, fine, handsome, beard wearing soulmate,” Normani said. She then kissed me on the cheek and flopped onto Billion’s lap.

      “Gas me up, bae,” Billion told Normani, making the two of us laugh.

      “Let’s go now before the two of you get too comfortable,” I said, damn near having to drag Normani off Billionaire.

      They were so damn lovey-dovey that it was sick. I finally had her off his damn lap, and we walked out the door together and to my car.

      Our day was spent hitting the spa first, and then we stopped at the nail salon, where Normani did a pedicure and a full set while I just needed to get a polish change. After that, we tore down the entire mall. We had to get help from security to put the bags in our car. Now, we were at Nobu Miami, having a late lunch.

      “What’s going on with you? I’m picking up on your energy, and it’s off. Are you and Monterius still beefing?” Normani asked and put the menu down to look me in my eyes.

      I released a sigh and ran everything down to her. I started from when Monterius approached me the night of my grandma’s birthday party, to running into him at Lil Bill’s birthday party, but we didn’t speak. I let her know that I had been in L.A. for the past week, and I had just gotten back. I even told her who I had been in L.A. with and how Monterius was now calling after he somehow got access to my new phone number. When I was done talking, her mouth was on the table as I let her in on my new piece of drama.

      “Twinkle, you know I’m going to keep it real with you at all times. You need to make a decision and make it fast because what you’re telling me sounds of a case of you really not knowing which man you want. Do I think you like Truth in that way? Ummm, not really. I think that you’re all of a sudden conjuring up old feelings from the past, and you’re really only entertaining him because you’re mad at Monterius. I hear the anger in your voice toward Monterius, but it’s also very clear that you still love him. I know you do.

      “I’m not telling you that you have to accept this baby that he just had and get back with him, but I do think you need to figure out what you want. This can get ugly. Not to bring up Denim, but look at what she’s fighting right now. I don’t want that for you. I wouldn’t want either man to just snap on you, and then I have to worry about my girl in a coma. Have you asked yourself what you want? I want to hear this,” Normani said.

      This conversation had my emotions all over the damn place. I picked up the cloth that I had resting on my lap and used it to dab at my eyes, so I wouldn’t start crying.

      “I’m not sure what I want,” I told her, and then I released a sigh.

      “Well, that’s something you should figure out. My advice to you is to follow your heart. I halfway heard what Billionaire was telling you on the phone earlier, and he’s right. You don’t have to be with Monterius. A man can’t be messing around with women on the side, possibly get her pregnant, and expect you to just sit back and take it. Twinkle, you know me. You know me and you come from opposite backgrounds, but I don’t even want to know what I would do to your cousin if he pulled something like that on me. I keep telling him that he literally has one slip up with me, and that’s it.

      “Look at me. Your girl is knocked up, and you’ve known me long enough to know that I swore I would be a wife first before a mother. You used to say that I was going to marry a white man, and now look. I went and got the hoodest of the hoodest,” she said, making me laugh at her.

      “Seriously, though, Twinkle. With your cousin, I got something that’s really different from what I expected to be with, but I love him. I love him, but I also know my worth. Women weren’t put on this earth to be cheated on, disrespected, abused, and whatever else that a man does and expects us to stick around while he ties up loose ends on his hoe stage. Girllll, messing around with me, your cousin will come up missing if I even hear that he kissed somebody on the cheek,” Normani said.

      I just loved how she was going into this relationship, already putting her foot down and drawing the line. I was young when I got with Monterius, and I never did any of that. I never laid down the law until it was too late. By that time, he was already taking me for granted. Although Normani was only two years older than me, I promise you she was so wise. I kid you not, she gave out better advice than my damn mama. If my mama knew that I was messing around with Truth again, she would encourage it. She would say that I needed to get my get back on Monterius.

      For over an hour, Normani and I sat at the table, eating our food, and just talking about so many other things. It felt good to be back around my girl. Mia was cool, and I loved her as well. I actually couldn’t wait for Normani and Mia to meet. Mia and I were just getting back into each other’s lives, so I had held back on some of the things that I told her because I didn’t know if I could fully trust her yet.

      

      2:34. A.M.

      Although it was after two in the morning, I was wide awake in the living room of my home, putting different fashion looks together. I was having someone work on my website for me, and I wanted to create some new looks.

      The sound of loud banging on my front door scared the shit out of me. I jumped up real fast and ran to the back to get my gun that I kept in my bedroom. I’d had a gun for about five years, but since it was just me and Dream these days in the house, I knew that I definitely needed the gun to protect us. Before, the gun was just a cute accessory because with Monterius living with us back then, I always looked at him as my shield.

      Khari was with me tonight as well because Billion had watched the girls all afternoon, even taking them along with him while he worked, so I kept my word and brought them back home with me. We ordered pizza and made ice cream cones. I braided Khari’s hair like Dream, and I even painted both of their nails.

      You would think that after dealing with two busy body five-year-olds that I would have been in my bed sleeping too, but I wasn’t. I’d just gotten off the phone with Truth about thirty minutes ago, and he was inquiring about when I would come back ‘home.’ God, his deep voice on the other end of the phone was very damn convincing, but I knew that I needed to do what Normani told me to do, which was to decide who I wanted to be with. Right now, I just didn’t know.

      Then only reason I was holding back on being with True is that I knew Monterius was fuckin’ crazy and would try to go after Truth, and I didn’t want that. Truth was a famous NBA player, who was never involved in any drama, and I didn’t want to put him in the middle of no shit like that. Plus, I still had feelings for Monterius, and it would be very unfair to Truth for me to go into something new when I didn’t even know how done I really was with Monterius. This shit was just making my head fuckin’ hurt, and I had already finished a bottle of Sutter Home pink Moscato.

      With the gun in my hand, I tiptoed to the front door. Before I could even look out and see who was there, I heard that unmistakable deep voice.

      “Open up this motha fuckin’ doooorrr, Twink! I know you in thereeee! Open it, so I can kill that nigga you hiding in thereee!” Monterius slurred from the other side of the door.

      This stupid ass nigga was pissy drunk, and his stupid ass didn’t even drink like that. Smoke? Hell yeah, but drinking wasn’t even his thing.

      “Get the fuck away from my front door, Monterius! I have kids in here!” I spat, hitting the door with the palm of my hand.

      “Then open the door for daddy! Come on, babyyyyy. You gon’ leave a nigga out here in the cold?” he asked from the other side of the door.

      I slouched down on the floor, pulled my knees up to my chest, and silently cried. All the shit this stupid ass nigga had done to me, and look at me! Crying because I felt bad for his ass.

      “I’m so fuckin’ sorry, babyyyy. I swear, I’m sorry. I should have never fucked around on you. I should have never even let it get to this point. I know the shit that I did was foul, and I shouldn’t even be asking you to give me another chance, but Twinkle, I love you too fuckin’ much. It took me losing you for me to realize that I don’t want nobody but you. Ain’t no other bitch out here going to love a nigga and hold a nigga down the way you do. I’m fuckin’ cold, and I’m lonely without you,” he said as his voice cracked. From the other side of the door, I could hear him crying too.

      “Open the door, ma,” he slurred again.

      Everything was telling me to leave his stupid ass outside, but I didn’t want him to leave and then drive his car somewhere while he was drunk. If he messed around and killed himself, it would devastate me. I didn’t want something like that on my heart for the rest of my life, so I eventually stood up, took the lock and the chain off the door, and opened it for him. His back had been pressed against the door, so when I opened it, his drunk ass fell back.

      Monterius was like twice my weight, so imagine little ol’ me, having to drag his ass into the house. Once he was in, I kicked the door closed with my foot and stood over him. This fool was really fucked up, and I wasn’t even sure what happened to his forehead, but he had a gash, and it was leaking blood. He was dressed in a black Gucci hoodie, and he wore black jeans that sagged low. Because he was laid out, his pants were really sagging to where I could see his boxer briefs along with the print of his dick. A pair of black, red, and green Jordan 1’s were on his feet. Only one chain was around his neck.

      I just stood there, wondering where the hell this fool was coming from after he did all this damn drinking.

      “This is fuckin’ pathetic, Monterius! Why would you do this? You don’t even fuckin’ drink! Suppose you had killed somebody because you want to be stupid and drive around drunk? Suppose you had killed your damn self!” I screamed.

      He didn’t even answer me; he just continued to lie there, telling me how sorry he was and how much he loved me. I sucked my teeth and left him right there, so I could go into my bathroom and get the first aid kit for that blood leaking out of his face. Once I had it, I came back to the front, where he still was. I got down on my knees and opened the kit.

      “See, you still love a nigga. You don’t hate me like how you be acting,” his drunk ass had the nerve to say.

      There was a bottle of alcohol in the kit that I wanted to open and just pour it on that damn cut as I thought about this man having a child on the way. That shit cut me deep. This nigga was supposed to be the better half of me. This was supposed to be the nigga I met at the altar, walking to him in a pretty white gown. I was supposed to give him all the kids he wanted. He was supposed to retire from the drug game, and we were supposed to have our happily ever after, but with just one bad decision, he ruined it all.

      “Monterius, please shut your drunk ass up! I’m only doing this because you have blood getting on my fuckin’ floor! This don’t have anything to do with love!” I spat as I cleaned up his bruise.

      “I saw you out in L.A. with that nigga, Twink. You fuckin’ him? You giving daddy pussy away?” he slurred, then reached down and tried to cuff my pussy, but I pushed his hand out of the way.

      He said a bunch of incoherent stuff that I wasn’t able to make out, but I knew he was saying something about killing Truth. After about five more minutes, I finally had the side of his face cleaned up, and I placed a Band-Aid over it. I didn’t even get up once I finished. I just sat there staring at him with big teardrops falling from my eyes. I cried because I did see all the love in his eyes that he had for me, and honestly, I loved him just as much. This just put me in a fucked-up position.

      Monterius went into his pocket and then threw two things in my lap. One was a velvet box, and the other one was a custom key that was shaped like a house. I looked over at him, but his eyes were closed.

      “I planned on asking you to be my wife before all this shit went down. I had the ring for a while now, but I was just waiting for the perfect timing. That key is to the house that I had built for us. You always said that when you got your first real house, and you became a homeowner, you would want our house built from the ground up, so I went ahead and took care of that for you. You always said that you wanted your house to be on Star Island and your back yard to be the beach.

      “Over the years, you ain’t never ask a nigga for shit but to love you in the way that you deserved to be loved, so I know that the least I could do is give you that dream home that you deserve. I had plans, Twink, whether you believe a nigga or not. When I said that I was finishing up loose ends in the streets, I meant that. The plan was to propose after I was out the game for sure and then just me and you would go somewhere and get married because you always said that you didn’t want a big wedding. Whenever we came back from a month-long honeymoon, I planned to surprise you with the house.

      “I know you done with a nigga, Twinkle, but please take the house. It’s really the least that you can allow me to do. When you open the ring box, the address to the house is folded up in a piece of paper,” he told me.

      Not even a minute after he finished talking, he dozed off; his loud snores filled the entire house.

      With shaky hands, I opened the ring box, and the most beautiful princess cut, 16K ring sat inside the box. The ring was so beautiful that my mouth was really hanging wide open. I would have loved for this to be a ring given to me when Monterius and I were on good terms. True to his words, there was an address inside the box. I kept examining the ring for about five minutes, and then I closed the box. If I wasn’t confused initially about what I would do, I was definitely confused right now.

      Monterius’ timing couldn’t be more off. A few months ago, I probably would have died from excitement if this nigga was to get down on one knee, ask me to be his wife, and then surprise me with a beautiful home. I just… I just didn’t know what to do.

      

      One week later

      “Billion got you on babysitting duty?” I asked Normani as I got in her car, and she had Khari in the backseat.

      Dream was with my mother today after spending the night over there last night. Her little butt didn’t want to come home because she knew that when she was at her grandmother’s house, she could do whatever she wanted, but when she was home with me, I had rules set in place for her. Plus, it was Saturday, and my mama loved going to garage sales on Saturday mornings, and so did Dream. She would stack up on a bunch of toys, so I knew that was the only reason she liked tagging along.

      My mama had always been into garage sales. When we were younger, and she wasn’t in jail or in the streets, she would go to garage sales, only to sell the shit again, but at a much higher price. I’m telling you, that hustling shit was just in my mama’s blood, and she fucked around and passed on that same trait to Loyal. My mama and Loyal have always had a love for money, and sadly, that love for money had caused both of them to do some time. Luckily, my mama had learned her lesson, but Loyal was in the process of learning hers as she completed her bid.

      I knew it would be a while before Loyal let go of the little grudge she had against me because that girl could hold animosity toward someone for a long ass time. She had every right to be mad at me because she wanted to talk to her daughter, and I had been ducking her calls. At the time, I thought that was the best decision. I didn’t want to tell her that Dream had been staying at our mama’s house for a week because I knew how much she didn’t want Dream over there. I just felt that what Loyal was doing to our mother was wrong. She was making her pay for shit she had done in the damn past. She was a better mother now than she had ever been. I’ve witnessed her with Dream, and I had to admit that she was an amazing grandmother.

      “No. Khari wanted to come,” Normani said.

      She was pushing her pink G-wagon today, and I fell in love with this car every time she brought her out, which wasn’t that often because she usually likes to ride in her Mercedes coupe. I smiled as I looked at Normani, still unable to believe that my girl was engaged to my cousin, plus she was carrying his baby. Normani hit me up this morning, asking if I wanted to hang out, and I let her know that I didn’t mind. Shit, I was happy that I got to spend two weekends back to back with my girl.

      I had the folded up piece of paper in my hand from last week that I’d taken out of the jewelry box, and Normani and I were on the way to see the house that Monterius was slurring about last weekend. We would stop there first before we ran the streets. I wanted to know if that shit he was saying was just a bunch of drunken lies or if he was really telling the truth.

      That night, I fell asleep on the floor with Monterius, and I didn’t wake up until about ten the next morning, but when I woke up, he was already gone. Before I could even respond to Normani, my phone buzzed in my lap. It was Truth calling me. I had been avoiding him since he called me this morning, so just to let him know that I was alive, I went ahead and answered.

      “Hey,” I said as Normani pulled out of my driveway.

      I’d already keyed in the address to the house, and it would take us about twenty-four minutes to get there.

      “What’s good with you, man? I been calling you since eight this morning. I knew I shouldn’t have let your ass go back home. I should have dragged you on a fuckin’ plane to Chicago with me. I put this good dick on you, and you start running from me,” Truth said, making me laugh at him.

      I sighed and then threw my head back into the headrest of the chair.

      “I’m not running. When you called me this morning, I was still sleeping,” I said.

      “But you obviously saw that you had missed calls from me, so you could have called back. When you coming back home, Twink?” he asked.

      That deep voice just did something to me.

      “I am home,” I said, trying to be sarcastic.

      “Home is here with me, shorty. Let me book your flight for tonight. I miss you. I miss laying in the bed with you. I miss waking up to you cooking me breakfast,” he said, making me smile.

      I just didn’t know what to say. I enjoyed Truth when I was in Cali with him, but Monterius coming over to the house last week just left me confused as hell. I didn’t want to lead either of them on, but however this went, I just knew that one of them would get hurt in the end.

      “I’m going to call you when I get back home. I’m with my girl, and we’re about to hang,” I told him.

      Truth sucked his teeth. “Aight, yo,” he said and then hung up the phone on me.

      I could hear it in his voice how angry he was at me. I wanted to call back, but I didn’t want to get into a heated battle with him, especially not in front of Khari’s talkative ass. She would, without a doubt, run back and tell my business to anybody with ears and who would listen.

      “I’m assuming that you haven’t made your decision yet. Because we’re on the way to see this house, I thought you were going to try to work things out with Monterius,” Normani said.

      I just slouched in my seat, not even knowing what the hell to say. Normani released a sigh, and then she continued to drive. I understood why she was concerned, especially with what happened to Denim, but it wasn’t the easiest thing in the world to just pick one, especially when I loved them both. For the rest of the ride home, we listened to Khari talk about everything under the sun in the back seat. She was telling us some of the tea that happened in her kindergarten class, and that little girl had more damn drama than me! She was sitting back there, telling us the tea on how she got into an argument with one of her classmates yesterday because the girl got mad at her for having on the same shoes. The thing is, the drama just kept juicier and juicer, so I didn’t mind listening to her run her mouth.

      We eventually pulled up to the gated community, and imagine my surprise when we got to the security booth, and Monterius already had my name on the list as the owner of the home, so it didn’t take much for the guard to let us through. The fact that my name was even on the list proved there actually was a house. The neighborhood was so damn big that after going through the gate, it took another two minutes for us to find the house that the GPS was leading us to.

      We eventually pulled up to the beautiful home, and instantly, my hand went over my mouth as I looked at one of the biggest houses on the block. This house was every bit of the homes I would sit online and just lust over. Just from the outside of the house, I could already tell it would have that modern Mediterranean design that I was going for.

      The driveway was huge, and I knew it could easily fit a good ten to fifteen cars, plus there were about three garages around the house that could hold other cars. I’d never been into landscaping or anything like that, but I couldn’t get over how beautiful the lawn was. It looked so nice that the grass almost appeared fake.

      “Whoahhhh! Who lives here? Is this your house, Auntie Twinkle?” Khari asked from the backseat, but I couldn’t even answer her because I was starstruck by this damn house.

      “Twinkle, this house is beautiful, girl. Come on. I’m dying to see what the inside looks like,” Normani excitedly said as she shut the car off and then got out.

      She went around to help Khari from the backseat, and while the two held hands, walking to the front door, I led the way. I was so eager to get inside, so I could see what everything looked like. I used the custom made key that Monterius had given me last week, and it fit. I pushed open the double doors, and we were hit with the smell of a new home and fresh paint. Standing inside the foyer, I swear it felt like angels started singing. This home was massive.

      I had described my dream home to Monterius years ago, and he literally listened to everything I told him. I always said that I wanted a double winding staircase because I felt like that always gave off a classy, elegant kind of look. From where I stood, I could look through the long walkway, and my eyes landed on the patio doors. There was a huge pool in the backyard, and it looked like a pool from one of those fancy Orlando hotels because there were slides that kids would love to slide down and dive into the pool. There were the barstools in the pool that faced a bar area.

      With legs shaky from excitement, I walked further into the house, and with each room, I just grew more and more speechless. It was the fact that this home had two master bedrooms, one of which was downstairs, and the other one was upstairs. They both were so big and spacious that I didn’t even know which one I would choose.

      “I counted seven bedrooms so far. Twinkle, this home is huge. It’s so beautiful too. I done worked up a sweat, running behind Khari in this house,” Normani said, coming into one of the bedrooms that I was standing in, which was the perfect size for a nursery.

      I was emotional as I stood there because this house had what it took to be the perfect family house. I could hear all the kids running around, and I could smell the good meals that I would cook in the kitchen. Most of all, I could hear all the laughter. My eyes fell on Normani, who had slouched down to the floor, and she was sitting Indian style.

      With my hands over my head, I started pacing. As beautiful as this home was, I just knew that it would never be filled with those things I was hoping for because it was too late for Monterius and me. I just didn’t know how to accept a baby he that I wasn’t the one to give to him.

      “I can’t take this house, Normani,” I blurted out.

      “Girl, what? Why? Even if you don’t want to take it and have Monterius move in, at least still take it for yourself. You told me that he gave it to you as a gift. I know this is one of his ‘I’m sorry’ gifts now that he can’t give you the house like he planned. This shouldn’t be something that’s going to make you forgive what he did but still take it. Your lease will be up soon. You deserve this home, girl,” Normani told me.

      I said nothing. Instead, I just sat down next to her and sighed.

      “I think you love Truth, but I feel like you love Monterius more. I never approved of the way he cheated on you and did whatever else to hurt you, but for whatever reason, I was always silently rooting for him. I wanted him to get it right, and I wanted the two of you to be that perfect couple. You don’t have to accept anything that’s lower than what you’re worth, though. Now, this million-dollar home is definitely worth it, though,” she said, followed by a laugh.

      “You and Billion will probably have to start looking for a bigger home soon too. There is no doubt in my mind that you will be the one to have babies back to back, so y’all are going to need something bigger to hold all them kids,” I joked, just so I could lighten the mood because I knew that I was making it dark with all my damn drama.

      Normani laughed, and then she threw her head back into the wall.

      “Twinkle, if your cousin could get me pregnant while I’m already pregnant, I promise you he would. He sits up all day and talks about the number of kids he wants, and I’m just trying to get through the first one. You know I haven’t even told my mom or my sister yet that I’m pregnant? They don’t even know that I’m engaged,” Normani said.

      I looked at her with wide eyes because I just knew that she would have let that cat from out of the bag by now.

      “What? Why? What are you waiting for?” I asked.

      “The last time I saw my mom, she was going on and on about how she hopes that I’m protecting myself and a whole bunch of other stuff. I found out I was pregnant just days after having that conversation with her. I’m just trying to ride out the calm because I know once I tell her, she’s going to tell my dad, and that’s when the storm is going to come. Twinkle, I just want a peaceful pregnancy with no drama, and I know that’s why I have been holding out on telling my family.

      “I have my first doctor’s appointment on Monday, and I’ll see how far along I am and everything. You know my break starts this week, and Tuesday, my baby is flying us out to Mexico. When we get back, I’m going to my mom’s birthday dinner that she’s been talking about for months, and I’ll probably drop the bomb on them then,” Normani told me.

      I smiled, hearing her talk about the Mexico trip.

      “Oooohhh, Mexico! We got to hit up the mall before you go, girl,” I told her, and she smiled.

      “Yes. Twink, I’m going to go out there and let my hair down. My man told me he wants me prancing around our villa in little to nothing, and I’m going to do just that. God, I love him,” she said.

      I groaned as she gushed over my cousin. It was all fun and games because when it came down to it, I knew that they really did complete each other.
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      “Why every time you go to the club, you got to have on little to nothing? You don’t have a bigger or a looser dress?” My hating ass son came into my bedroom, accompanied by his father, and asked.

      They were getting ready to leave, so Lil Bill could stay with his father for the weekend, and I was about to go clubbing with Roheem. My son had his book bag on his back because he knew that he still needed to do his homework at his father’s, no matter how much fun he would have over there.

      I turned around and looked at Lil Bill, who actually had the nerve to be standing there with a pissed off expression on his handsome face. He was dressed down in a pair of Puma BMW joggers with a wife-beater, and some slides were on his feet. His dreads were in fishtail braids that I had styled for him a couple days ago. I looked past my son and over at his dad, who had his head down and was so busy looking at his phone and texting away that he didn’t even see me looking at him. I knew he was coming from work because Billion now wore a uniform when he was out doing his flipping houses business, so he wore a black collared shirt with his company name on it and black jeans, with black Jordan’s on his feet. I couldn’t believe that my baby daddy was doing something besides hustling, but this look looked good on him too. If anything, it made him look a little better.

      “What’s wrong with my dress? I look good, son,” I said while admiring myself in the mirror.

      My dress was black and sequined. I’d gotten it from this boutique in Miami, known as Shane Justin. My closet was filled with a lot of items from Shane Justin because I liked the way his clothes fit my curvy body. I’d been doing so good on my diet and only cheating myself a few times. This dress was hugging me, and from how small my waist was, I could see that the sit-ups and hard work I was putting in the gym, mixed with my no-carb diet, had been paying off. My hips spread in the dress, and I could feel my ass from behind me, so I knew that my shit had to have been standing out in it.

      I’d gone to the salon this morning after dropping my son off at school, so my short cut was good and fresh. I knew how to apply my own make-up, so as I stood in the mirror, admiring myself, you would have thought I just left from having a professional MUA beat my face. I smelled good after rubbing my entire body with shea butter coconut oil, and I’d already doused the Chanel No. 5 perfume on all my hot spots.

      Tonight called for a celebration. I’d just launched my new line of styling hair foam, edge control, hair scarfs, and even my wax sticks. Every single item sold out this morning in less than thirty minutes, so tonight, Roheem and I were going out to celebrate. We’d reserved a section, and I planned to be standing up on the couch in my section tonight, drinking Henny straight. I deserved to celebrate my victory because I knew how hard I worked for it.

      “It’s too short, that’s what’s wrong,” he said, taking a seat at the foot of my bed and looking up at me through the mirror that I was still admiring myself in.

      I’d be glad when they left because I swear my son was his father all over again when he and I were in a relationship. I got why Lil Bill did it, though, because he’d been with me on numerous occasions, and he’d seen when the niggas would try to talk to me or say something inappropriate. Lil Bill had told me several times how much he hated when they did it. I could have just waited until he left to get ready, but it was already after 8:00 P.M., and I was supposed to be at Raheem’s by 8:15 if we wanted to be to the club by 9:00. I was getting up there in age, so I couldn’t get to the club at midnight anymore because, by 12:01, I would be yawning and fiending for my damn bed.

      “What are you guys doing this weekend? Anything fun planned?” I asked Billion as I ignored the angry glare that my son, aka, my security guard was giving me from the bed.

      I couldn’t wait until I found a man and took him seriously enough to have another baby. This time around, I wanted a daughter. I knew a daughter would appreciate the outfit I was wearing right now.

      “The kids told me that they wanted to go to the slime museum, so I’ll take them there tomorrow,” Billion told me as he finished what he was doing on his phone and put it in his front pocket.

      I looked over at him and smirked. There was something that I wanted to ask him, but I was hesitant. It was obvious that I would just have to ask because it wasn’t like the nigga would jump right out and tell me. I swear, his ass could be so fuckin’ secretive. I didn’t know if he was withholding this piece of information from me because he thought it would hurt my feelings, but honestly, I was cool.

      When I had initially discovered that he had moved on and was basically head over heels in love with another woman, I’ll admit that the shit broke my heart into pieces, especially because I had always held onto hope that we would get together again one day. I had to examine the situation, put my feelings on the back burner, and just acknowledge that this was the best space that I’d ever seen this man in.

      He was a stand-up father like never before. I really did see the mature side of him more these days, and as much as I didn’t want to admit it, I knew that a lot of these changes had to do with his newfound happiness. Word around town is that my baby daddy was engaged, and he had a baby on the way.

      “So, you not going to tell me your big news? I already know,” I said with my arms folded as I looked up at him.

      He blushed when I asked that question, showing off his dimples. Many people didn’t even know that Billion had dimples because his ass was always walking around looking like somebody had pissed in his damn cereal. Although he didn’t answer, I knew the news that I found out was true.

      “Seriously, though, Billion, I’m happy for you. If anybody deserves to be happy, it’s you. You’re an amazing father, an extremely hard worker, and I know that you’re a good man. You’re lucky, and she’s lucky. Now, do I get my invite to the wedding is the question?” I asked.

      “I appreciate that, especially for it to come from you. Your invite will be pending until further notice,” he said, making me laugh.

      Billion stayed in the room for another five minutes or so, and then he and my son left for the night. Not even two minutes after they left, Roheem was texting my phone, sending me message after message, inquiring on my whereabouts because I was late. It took me another ten minutes to get out the door. I couldn’t wait to sip on some good liquor tonight as I rapped along with the City Girls as if I was the third member of the group. That’s just how much fun I planned to have tonight.

      

      10:51 P.M.

      “Real ass bitch give a fuck about a nigga… ayyyyy!” I screamed, rapping along to the City Girls as they talked their shit over the loudspeakers.

      We hadn’t even been inside the club for a good twenty minutes, and a bitch was already turned the fuck up. When I got to Roheem’s apartment to pick him up, we did a little bit of pre-game drinking over there, so I had been feeling myself since I walked through the doors. We were kicking it at Studio 183 lounge tonight, and there were so many damn people in there. Roheem was standing right next to me in our little section, and he was rapping along with the song too.

      In the middle of my turn up, I felt someone’s eyes on me from across the room. I looked over, and it was Chris. Y’all remember Chris, right? He used to be my son’s barber before Billion came back home and switched shit around. Plus, he and I used to mess around a while ago. We couldn’t work out like I said because a part of me didn’t want to give that nigga my all since I was holding onto hope of being a family with Billion when he brought his ass home.

      I had to be the biggest fool to let a nigga like Chris slip through the cracks because he was such a good ass man. Paid ass nigga, running his own businesses, he ain’t have no kids, the nigga was fine as fuck, fly as fuck, and he knew how to take care of a woman and spoil the fuck out of her. To add to all that, he was good with my son, and my son actually loved Chris.

      At the time, I just felt like it wasn’t right for me to string the nigga along, so we eventually went our separate ways. He would still cut my son’s hair, but half the time, I would just sit in the car and wait for Lil Bill to get done because it was just so weird to not even speak to a nigga whose dick and face I used to ride for the fuck of it. Although Billion and Chris were two different people when it came to personalities, I promise you they reminded me so much of each other, and I think that’s what drew me into him in the beginning. He was a rude ass nigga, and his mouth had no filter.

      While Billion was physically muscular, Chris was tall and skinny. Chris being slim didn’t even make me look at him as less than because he had this natural aura about him, and I still felt protected while in his presence.

      I looked at him across the room, and he was dressed nicely in an army fatigue shirt, and because he was wearing short sleeves, all the ink on his arms were on display. Because I’d seen this nigga without any clothes on, I knew just about every tattoo he had on his body. He was sagging low in his black jeans. It was something about a nigga sagging low in jeans with his designer boxer briefs showing that just did something to me. Chris had nice textured hair that he always kept in braids. Right now, it was styled in two French braids going back.

      There were a couple of Cuban link chains around his neck, and as he brought the small shot glass to his lips, I saw the gold AP watch on his wrist. The lights in the club were shining around his section, and his light brown eyes sparkled over at me. He was the one who broke the staring contest that we had going on, and he went back to bobbing his head to the music and talking with his niggas.

      “Now, sussss, you know I love me a big, cocky ass nigga. Preferably one who looks like your baby daddy, but daddy over there can definitely get a pass. I just know he got good dick, and no, I’m not even saying that because you told me what his dick was hitting on. I can just tell by the way he walks. It’s the way he keeps putting his hands on his crotch area like that shit is just too heavy to walk around with,” Roheem said, making me crack up laughing at him. He just said some of the stupidest shit out of his damn mouth.

      The thing is, he wasn’t lying. That dick was phenomenal. As I laughed, I looked over and saw a chick walk up on Chris. I sucked my teeth because I remembered exactly who that bitch was. Her name was Celine, and Billion used to fuck around on me with her when we were together. The night I stabbed his ass up in our bedroom, it was actually messages from her in his phone that had me snapping the way I did.

      “Wowwwww. That bitch just fucks after everybody that you fuck with. I wouldn’t be surprised if that bitch does that so she can see what you taste like. It’s obvious that sis is obsessed with you,” Roheem said about Celine, taking all the words out of my mouth.

      I couldn’t even respond because I was too busy trying to feel out their whole vibes around each other. I wanted to see if they were dating, just fucking, or what. When she went to wrap her arms around his neck, I saw the way Chris curved her. She did, however, stay in the section, talking with him until he eventually walked off. I took a seat on the couch, and Roheem came over to join me.

      “As fine as that man is, Heem, I just know that it’ll be drama fuckin’ around with him like that. Although I’ve been single for what seems like fuckin’ ages, I have to admit that my life is so fuckin’ peaceful. I raise my son, I run my business, and I stay the fuck out of the way. I’m not even about to sit here and act like I want some regular, basic ass nigga because I don’t. I’m a lot of woman, so I just want somebody who will know how to handle me and not somebody that I could walk all over.

      “When I was messing around with Chris, we had a good run with our shit, but I always held back because you know I was holding onto hope of getting back with Billion. That man is engaged, he got a new baby on the way, and for the first time in forever, I can honestly say that I don’t want him. I promise you, I don’t even look at him like that because why lust over a man who is obviously smitten with someone else? A bitch wants to be happy. I probably got it in me to give a nigga just one more baby, but I ain’t about to be busting out babies for just anybody. I’m one nigga’s baby mama already. Next go around, cousin, I’m trying to be a wife,” I said to Roheem.

      As I was talking to him, I could see that he was looking at something behind me.

      “Ask, and you shall receive. That’s your husband right there, cousin. I’ll be back because I see somebody down there that I know,” he said as he stood up from the couch.

      After he left, I turned around to see who was standing behind me, and it was Chris.

      “Instead of just staring at each other from across the room, I thought I would come over just to see what’s good. You rapping to the City Girls, like a nigga just broke your heart. I think you was feeling that song more than anybody else in this motha fucka,” his deep voice said, making me laugh.

      “Ain’t nobody break my heart. A bitch just done been through some things before in my life, so I can relate,” I told him.

      He nodded his head as he pulled on the long beard he was growing these days. When we were messing around, he wouldn’t let his beard grow out, but now he was, and I had to admit it looked good on him. He smelled so good as he stood not too far away from me.

      “How lil man doing? You got somebody fuckin’ up his hairline, ain’t it? You wanted to get away from a nigga so bad that you gon’ let your son get his hairline fucked up in the process?” Chris joked as he shook his head like he couldn’t believe me.

      I laughed. I had almost forgotten how much of a funny ass nigga he could be.

      “He’s good. He thinks he’s a grown ass man, though. He has dreads now, and his dad takes him to the shop that he goes to for his haircuts,” I told him, and he nodded.

      “I know lil man was happy when his dad came home. I remember when I used to cut his hair, and he was always talking about him. That’s good shit right there, though. Everybody deserves that bond with their father because a lot of niggas, myself included, we ain’t never get the chance to have that,” Chris told me.

      I nodded in agreement with him because he was absolutely right about that. I swear it was like a thing these days for a father to be absent in their child’s life, so I needed my son to know that he was one of the lucky ones because a lot of us couldn’t relate to that.

      Chris stood next to me for a few more seconds, and I smirked because it just wasn’t like me to not speak some shit that was on my mind.

      “Now, you know I gotta ask. What do you and Celine got going on? You know that pussy is ran through. I really hope you ain’t trying to wife her because I can bet you that about 50% of your homies done already fucked her,” I told him, and he laughed like that was the funniest shit in the world.

      The fact that he laughed let me know that he had fucked her, or he was probably fuckin’ her now. I swear, these niggas would fuck anything with a pussy between their legs.

      “I don’t have shit going on with shorty. We did our thing in the past. I haven’t messed with shorty in some years, but you know how this dick do. I fuck you once, and the bitches go crazy,” he said.

      I released a loud, sarcastic laugh.

      “So, why haven’t I gone crazy yet? You probably gave me the different version of the dick because I’m obviously still sane,” I said, talking my shit, although I knew that his dick was superb.

      “Don’t act like I ain’t see you staring me and shorty down from across the room. I know you wanted to break her neck. My shit was good, Nesha, and you know it. I had you bringing lil man to the shop every week for a lineup, and I knew you were doing that shit just so you could be around a nigga,” he boasted.

      I laughed, and I chose not to respond because he was actually right. I wanted to be in his presence, just to see if he had bitches at his barbershop that he wasn’t telling me about. After I finished laughing, Chris walked a little bit closer and gave me a serious look.

      “Let me take you out on a date. A real date. You know, the kind where I knock on your door with flowers and shit, and I bring you back home and ask you how you enjoyed our night out. We did our thing in the past, but I feel like we ain’t never really been on no real date. You doing anything next weekend? Can I take you out then?” he asked.

      I felt myself blushing and giggling like a little schoolgirl. I could use a date, and I could use some fire ass sex because my pussy probably had cobwebs on it by now. I was getting so sick and damn tired of using my toys at night, and I knew for a fact that my toys were getting tired of me. It was only so much Ebony porn that a bitch could watch before I wanted to be one of those bitches on the video getting fucked real good like that.

      Earlier that day, I told Billion that he deserved to be happy because he was an amazing parent and a hard worker, and I felt like that same thing applied to me.

      “We can go on a date. I’m not doing anything. I’m going to be honest with you, Chris, if you got a bitch, if you leading a bitch on by having her believe that y’all in a relationship, when y’all really not, then no, just leave me alone and we can just be friends. I’m in a peaceful place right now in my life. I’ve done some things in the past, in my old relationship, and I’m not trying to go back down a path of putting up with lying, cheating, fighting, or whatever other negative shit that comes with being in a toxic relationship. So, before we go on this date, ask yourself if there are any loose ends that you need to tie up first,” I said to him in all seriousness.

      “Man, you don’t got shit to worry about. If I was taking somebody serious, I wouldn’t have even stepped to you. You know how I roll,” he said like I had offended him.

      I agreed to the date, and that’s when he took a seat next to me. We talked until the club closed. Roheem had long ago texted me and let me know that he was leaving with one of his friends, so he wouldn’t be riding back with me. It’s so crazy because I had every intention of coming to the club tonight and getting sloppy drunk, but there I was, damn near falling in love with this nigga just from his conversation.
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        Cancun, Mexico

      

      

      “Come get in my picture, Billionaire,” I said, standing in front of the floor-length mirror and holding my phone as I took pictures of myself from different angles.

      I was in a Burberry two-piece bathing suit. Billionaire and I were getting ready to go down to the beach and have some fun. I planned to drink all the virgin drinks I could hold. Virgin drinks were the only drinks I could have because it was confirmed yesterday at my doctor’s appointment that I was a little over eight weeks pregnant. Granted, I knew that I was from the multiple pregnancy tests that I’d taken, but to have it confirmed yesterday was just mind-blowing.

      It just felt so good for it to finally be my turn. I dealt with kids for a living, but I often formed relationships with the parents. Sometimes the parents would be pregnant, and I got to vicariously live through them as they experienced the happiness of having a new baby on the way. Then, there was my sister, Naomi, whose pregnancy I had been involved in since she announced that she was pregnant. The fact that my sister allowed me to be there for her entire pregnancy, yet I hadn’t even told her that I was pregnant made me feel a little bad, but I planned to announce it once I got back, and we went out to celebrate my mother’s birthday.

      My sister was so close to our mother, and I just didn’t want her to slip up and tell my mom without me being the one to say it first. When it came to big news, my mother wanted to hear it from the horse’s mouth, so I didn’t want to take any chances by telling Naomi because she wasn’t the best at holding water.

      I didn’t want to think about that on my trip, though. All I wanted to think about for the next five days was loving and enjoying this fine piece of a man who was making his way over to me. To match my Burberry bathing suit, Billionaire wore a pair of Burberry swimming trunks with matching slides. One thing I loved about Billionaire was that he was so well kept. It was one thing for him to be rough around the edges, but for him to still keep himself up, that just did something to me. It was the way his toes even looked good in his slides. He was never around me with dirty fingernails, bad breath, or bad hygiene in general. His skin did it for me too. He had the best chocolate skin that I’d ever seen in my life.

      I admired his body as he came over and stood behind me. Both of his arms snaked around my waist as he held me and leaned his head into the crook of my neck, so I could take our picture. His long, full beard tickled me, making me laugh. We took a few pictures like that, and then he slipped his hands into my swimming bottoms.

      “Billionaire! These pictures are for memories. Watch your hands,” I said, but he wouldn’t move them.

      One of his fingers brushed against my clit, making me let out an involuntary moan. I snapped the picture shortly after, knowing this would be one photo that would stay in my private albums.

      “This is a memory. A reminder that I plan on fuckin’ you the whole trip. I want you cumming on my dick and my tongue at least fifty times in total for this trip. This view, the weed Ima smoke, the drinks Ima drink… Shorty, we got to get our trips’ worth of fuckin’ because who knows when we’ll get time again for just me and you? If you ain’t want me touching you, you shouldn’t have put this shit on,” he groaned in my ear as he slipped his finger out of me.

      I watched him through the mirror as he licked each of his fingers clean.

      “You’re the one who told me to pack the skimpiest outfits for the trip. Did you or did you not tell me that you wanted me to prance around with little to no clothing on?” I asked, still looking at him through the mirror.

      He laughed at what I said, and then he sniffed around on my neck like he always did.

      “I did, but damn! Reach back and feel my dick,” he said.

      I locked my phone and reached back to feel his manhood. Sure enough, it was so hard that it felt like it would break. I turned around in Billion’s arms and kissed his lips. As much as I would love to tussle around with him in this beautiful room inside this very pricey villa that we were staying in, I knew that once we got it in, I would not want to go out and enjoy the beach anymore. Billionaire had all the time in the world to have sex with me. I knew that he could hold out until tonight. Plus, the sun was about to set, and I wanted to be on the beach when that moment happened.

      “Baby, come on. I want to go downstairs and put my feet in the water. I got you when we get back,” I said and kissed his lips one last time before I pulled away from him.

      Laughing, I walked away as he looked at me with a pissed off expression on his handsome face. I went over to my wrap around bag that I had on the bed and wrapped it around my body then I grabbed my sunglasses and placed them over my head. I had my body spritzed down in a glittery mist, so I was just shimmering away. Because I knew that I would be in and out of the water during this whole trip, I decided to just keep my hair in its curly state. I had it going in two ponytails with my baby hairs perfectly laid down.

      After about five minutes, we finally walked out of the room together. We held hands as we walked to the elevator, and once inside, we stayed wrapped in each other’s arms. Finally, we reached the lobby and made our way to the beach area where the party was taking place. There was a DJ spinning some feel good music, and I did a little dance as I walked side by side with Billionaire.

      The resort was for adults only, so there was not one child running around. People were everywhere, enjoying the multiple pools and hot tubs, folks were on the sand playing volleyball, and of course, there was a lot of dancing and drinking going on. I loved everything about the atmosphere.

      “Come on. Let’s go get a drink,” Billionaire said, grabbing my hand and walking us over to the bar, which was in a little tiki hut.

      Once we made it, he pulled one of the chairs back and lifted me up then sat me down in it. I laughed, thinking about how this man didn’t allow me to do anything for myself. He thought being pregnant meant that I was handicapped. It was fine, though, because I found his actions to be cute.

      “What can I get the beautiful couple?” the handsome bartender came over and asked.

      He was shirtless and wore a pair of shorts that had an island vibe with the loud, bright colors. As he asked us for our order, he danced along to the music playing over the loudspeakers. One look at him, and I could tell he loved his job. I think anyone would love a job working around beautiful people and looking at this beautiful scenery. Overall, it was just a good atmosphere, especially with the feel-good music booming.

      “What you want, beautiful?” Billionaire asked me.

      “Hmmm, I’ll take a virgin strawberry daiquiri,” I said, doing a little dance in my seat because I could already taste the delicious strawberry drink.

      “Virgin? Mami, you gotta have some fun tonight with papi,” the bartender joked.

      Billionaire didn’t even crack a smile, but I did. I thought it was funny. I was into wine, but trust me, if I wasn’t carrying a baby inside of me, I would have definitely got an alcoholic drink. It was much needed.

      “My baby is brewing inside of her. Get the beautiful lady a virgin strawberry daiquiri like she asked for, and I’ll take a Corona,” Billionaire said.

      The bartender skipped off to make my drink. While he did that, I turned in my chair, wrapped my arms around Billionaire’s waist, and pulled him my way.

      “You are so mean. He was just being funny. Am I or am I not going to have some fun with papi tonight?” I cooed.

      “Something about a nigga laughing and joking with my shorty that I just don’t fuck with,” he said, and I rolled my eyes.

      “You need to tell the bartender to get you two of those Coronas. You are so uptight,” I said and let him go.

      “You don’t want me to have too many Coronas. I can’t even get my soldier hard with too much liquor in my system,” he said, grabbing his dick.

      I laughed at him being so damn extra.

      Five minutes later, we were served our drinks.

      “In a few more months, that’s going to be you,” Billionaire said, putting his hand on my chin, so he could turn my head.

      There was a pregnant woman standing by the pool, and she had a medium-sized stomach. I smiled, looking at her bump. I couldn’t wait until the day I started to show. My stomach was still so flat. I knew I would go crazy the first time I felt those little flutters in my stomach when the baby kicked.

      “I can’t wait. I hope God gives us a boy. I want a handsome son who looks just like you,” I told him with a smile on my face.

      Billionaire leaned over and kissed me on my lips before finishing his drink.

      About five minutes later, they started a limbo contest, and it was hysterical to watch. A bunch of drunk people trying to limbo had me laughing to the point that tears were coming from my eyes. I had my phone out and was recording the whole thing. People were busting their behinds, trying to get under the pole. The thing is, the pole wasn’t even that low, which is how I knew they were sloppy drunk.

      “I gotta piss. I can trust you to sit right here by yourself, or do I gotta bring you with me?” Billionaire asked.

      “Boy, I am grown! Go. I’ll be sitting right here when you get back,” I told him.

      “Aight, Ms. Grown. You just be yo’ ass still and be sitting right here when I get back. We can get in the water when I come back,” he said, followed by a kiss to my forehead, and then he left.

      I followed him with my eyes until he disappeared, and then I continued to record the action. After taking a sip from my second virgin strawberry daiquiri, I tried to set it back on the table, but it spilled, and a lot of it got on my legs and my toes.

      “Dang,” I groaned as I stood up from the chair I was sitting in.

      There weren’t any napkins at the table, but there was a little sprinkler system not too far away that I could use to wash my legs off. Everyone was too busy participating in the limbo contest, or if they weren’t participating in it, they were standing around, watching the foolishness take place.

      I was washing down my right leg, when all of a sudden, a woman ran up to me. When I turned to look at her, I noticed that she was crying. Her clothes were dirty, and she was beaten up pretty badly. I’m not going to lie, when I saw her, I jumped because she ran up on me, scaring the hell out of me. We weren’t that far from the back of the hotel. All I saw was a battered woman who was breathing all heavy, and I could see the fear written all over her face.

      “Ma’am… ma’am… May I please use your phone? My boyfriend just attacked me... please,” she said in a thick Spanish accent.

      Her right eye was black and blue, and her knees were covered in cuts and bruises. Her arms were beaten up pretty badly too. Looking at her fingers, I saw a bunch of burns, so it was obvious that she was on drugs. I felt bad. As a woman, I couldn’t help but sympathize with another woman because this could have easily been me, my sister, my mother, or even a friend. Saying nothing, I just pulled my phone out of my purse. I unlocked it and passed the phone over to her.

      “Do you mind if we stand over here? I need to call my mother,” she said, pointing to the side of the building, which was away from the chaos.

      I looked around, thinking about how nobody was paying the two of us any attention. My gut instinct was telling me not to follow her to the side of the building, but I wanted to help this woman. The way that this man had beaten her, there was no doubt in my mind that he would kill her if he ever got his hands on her again.

      “Okay,” I said.

      She was still crying, and her body was shaking. We made it over to the side of the building, and before she could even start dialing on the phone, I saw a white van pulling up on us. Instantly, I knew what was about to take place.

      The woman gave me a sad look as if she was trying to apologize. I tried to run, but she put her leg out, making me fall face first. My head hit the concrete, and it felt like someone had just beat me in the head with a steel bat. Before I even had time to process the pain in my head, I felt warm, sweaty hands on my legs, and they were picking me up from the ground.

      I kicked and screamed, but my screams were quickly muffled by a stink, sweaty hand wrapping around my mouth. I did the only thing that came to mind and bit his hand so hard, trying to puncture his flesh. He removed his hand from my mouth with the quickness.

      “Nooooooo! Hellllllppppp meeeee! Helllllpppppp meeeeeee!” I screamed with every ounce of strength in my body as he tried to throw me in the back of his white van.

      “If you keep on screaming, I promise I will kill you,” he said in my ear. I picked up on the same thick, Spanish accent as the woman.

      Just thinking about the many things that could happen if someone didn’t stop this caused me to become irate. I continued to kick and scream. Although I wasn’t that big, I could tell that I was giving this man a run for his money. He was breathing heavily as he struggled with me.

      “You’re a feisty one,” he said. “My clients will love you.”

      At that moment, I realized that this was a sex trafficker. There was no way I could let them take me.

      “I am pregnant… stop. Please,” I cried.

      The back door to the van was open, and before I was thrown in, I looked over and saw Billionaire running toward us. The way his legs were moving so fast, you would have thought he was related to The Flash.

      “Put her in! He’s coming!” the woman said to the man.

      My body was thrown into the back of the van, and I could no longer see or hear anything. I screamed, kicked, and cried, unable to believe that this was happening. I looked around the back of the van, and I saw blankets on the floor with dried up blood. A foul smell filled the van, and it was filthy inside.

      Sex trafficking was serious, and most victims never made it out, especially in a foreign country. I knew these vans were equipped for people on the outside to not hear or see anything going on inside, but I still put up a fight. Someone needed to know that I was in there, so I started to beat on the walls as I continued to scream. I could feel my body giving up on me, and at one point, it felt like there was no more sound left to come out of me.

      All of a sudden, I felt the van shake.

      “God, please. Please, God,” I kept on crying.

      I dropped to my knees and prayed harder than I have ever prayed in my entire life. I wasn’t sure what was taking place outside of the van, but I heard a bunch of tumbling. It felt like things were being thrown into the van. I prayed to God that Billionaire was outside, and he was coming to my rescue.

      After about five more minutes, the door started to shake, and finally, it was tugged open. Billionaire was the first person I saw. The man and woman were both laid out on the ground. Most of the other party-goers surrounded the van, and I heard police sirens getting closer. Nothing needed to be said from me. I looked over at Billionaire and just burst out crying. My body would not stop shaking to save my life, and I felt like I was having a panic attack.

      Billionaire reached inside the van and pulled me out. Everyone was watching, and I hated that the attention had fallen on me. I hated it so much that I had my face buried in the crook of his neck.

      

      One hour later

      “I’m not supposed to be here right now,” I spoke up after about thirty minutes of silence.

      I was already an overly emotional person, but this just had me too emotional. My body had chills. I had honestly been crying for a whole hour straight. So many things were running through my mind, but the biggest thought was that I could have easily become another sex trafficking victim. I watched a lot of documentaries, and just a couple of months ago, I had watched one on Lifetime about the sex trafficking that was happening in the United States and even child abduction. I knew the horrific things that would happen once a person was captured and how the odds of being rescued were severely low.

      I thought about my body being sold. I thought about never seeing my family again. Most importantly, I thought about what would happen to my child. I can’t even lie, although I was lying down, and Billionaire was holding me so tight in his arms that he was almost squeezing me, I was still so scared. I couldn’t get that woman’s face out of my head. The fake tears when she approached me, the fake bruises, all of which were things she used to invoke my sympathy. She reeled me right in.

      I was so angry with myself as I thought back to how my mom used to tell me in elementary school that I was too nice. I remember at six years old, I went through a stage of wanting everybody to be my friend. My mom had bought me a beautiful black Cinderella book bag. It was custom made by one of her friends at the church. I was the only person at my school with the bag.

      There was a very popular girl at the school, and her name was Britain. Britain was so pretty, and at six years old, she was already a mean girl. I knew she was mean, yet I still wanted to be friends with her. I remember her telling me that she would be my friend if I gave her my bookbag, and I did that, only for her to still be mean to me and call me names because of my dark skin. When I made it home that day, of course, my mother questioned me about what happened with my bookbag, and I told her. That was the first time I had ever seen my mother so angry.

      The next day, she stormed up to the school with me, demanding that Britain give me back my bookbag. My mama kept telling Britain, “My daughter may be scared of you, but I’m not.” I think everyone from my school was shocked that my mother had behaved that way because they knew her as a first lady and as a pastor herself. I got my bookbag back, and my mama told me that I had to stop being so nice and letting people take advantage of me because one day, my big heart would get me in trouble. Never did I think that at 26 years old, this was the type of trouble she was telling me about.

      “You are supposed to be here, Normani. Stop saying negative shit like that, yo. You been talking negative since we got back in the fuckin’ room!” Billionaire said.

      I kicked my legs and used all my strength to push him off me. He wasn’t even the person I was mad at, but he was the only person close to me, so I was taking how I felt out on him. Although he had saved me, my emotions just had me all over the place. I sat up in the bed Indian style, and I silently cried.

      “Billionaire, you just don’t understand. I’ve never had a situation where I literally saw my life flash before my eyes. In a matter of five minutes, I went from laughing and kissing you to fighting for my life, so I wouldn’t be thrown in the back of a van and sex trafficked. I can’t get the visuals out of my head. What if you never came for me? Baby, what if you never came? I would have never seen you again. Can you imagine the things that would be happening to me right now? It’s going to be a while before I am mentally okay again. I’m still just so scared.” My voice cracked the entire time I was speaking because I’d lost it. Due to all the yelling and crying I had done, my voice was very raspy.

      Billionaire sat up in the bed and grabbed my arm, pulling me into him. He set me right in front of him as his legs stretched out on either side of me. He reached up and put his hand on the bandage that was on my forehead from when I fell and my head hit the ground.

      After I was captured, all hell broke loose. So many officers arrived on the scene, and although I was in such an irrational state, I still had to give my statement to the police. The whole time I was telling my story, I was not only trying to calm myself down, but I also had to calm down Billionaire. I had never in my life seen him that mad. The guy who had thrown me into the back of the van, Billionaire had damn near killed him. I couldn’t get his face out of my head.

      The officers cuffed his hands as he lay on the ground with his life was hanging on by a thread. Never in my life had I seen someone look like that after getting their ass beat. There was blood on just about every part of his body, and the woman was pretty bruised up as well. The ambulance arrived on the scene, and that’s where my face had been cleaned up, and I was given a bandage for my head because, according to them, I didn’t need stitches. While all that was happening, it just felt like I was floating. My body just felt like it was high.

      “Years ago, my dad used to tell me that whenever my mama was in any type of pain, whether it be physical pain or mental, he said that he would always get a twitching feeling in his arms. He used to say that he was so in tune with my mama that he would always feel her pain. That nigga smokes a lot of weed, so I would always tell him that he was bullshitting me when he said some stupid ass shit like that.

      “According to him, whenever he got that twitch, and he would call her, she would happen to be crying. He said that he did a lot of twitching while I was doing my prison sentence because my mama stayed crying over that shit. You’re probably going to think I’m bullshitting you too, Normani, but on everything I love, when I was in that bathroom after I left you, I felt this sharp ass pain rush right through my head. So much shit could have gone through my mind, but I thought about my dad telling me how his pain often worked.

      “I called you, and you didn’t answer. I knew that shit was a red flag because when I left you, you had your phone in your hands, recording the shit that was happening outside. I felt like you wasn’t alright. I heard you scream ‘help me,’ and I swear, my body just went into fuckin’ beast mode. Don’t say no shit like you ain’t supposed to be here because you know I’ll never in my fuckin’ life let anything happen to you. You beating yourself up, but I’m fucked up too because I shouldn’t have left you there by yourself. Shit didn’t go the way they wanted it to go down for a reason,” Billionaire spoke.

      I nodded my head at his words, still way too emotional to say anything else. Scooting closer to him, I leaned my head into his chest. My head was killing me, and it wasn’t because of the injury. I’d managed to give myself a headache from all the crying I had done. For about twenty minutes, we just lay in silence. His hands were running up and down on my back, and his touches were putting me to sleep.

      I wanted to sleep because I knew that once I got some rest, I would get today’s events out of my head. I wanted to sleep for so long that when I woke up, I would have forgotten about this. Granted, I knew that wasn’t ever going to happen, because like I said, mentally, it would take me a while before I fully recovered from this.
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      “That’s awful, son. How is she now? God, I just hate hearing stuff like this because I always start overthinking everything. People are so fuckin’ sick. I hope them sick ass bastards get they ass killed in that prison,” my mama said on the phone.

      She had called to see how Normani and I were enjoying our vacation. I really ain’t have no desire to tell my mama about the shit that took place three days ago. Although Normani was okay, I didn’t like talking about the shit, but she picked up on the strain in my voice, so I told her what was going on. My mama actually cried when I told her how my girl had come so close to being sex trafficked.

      That sex trafficking shit was so fuckin’ real, man. We hear about it on the news all the fuckin’ time. Since the day I met Normani, I had always told her that she needed to watch herself because motha fuckas were crazy. The night of my welcome home party, I’d walked her to the car and warned her about the sick individuals in the world. Even the night she pulled up to the gas station in the hood, I warned her again. I was warning Normani about shit like this on the regular, and she hated when I did that shit.

      Talk about a motha fuckin’ pain, yo. For my girl, somebody I loved more than fuckin’ anything, to be put in a situation where she was screaming to the top of her lungs like that, screaming for somebody to help her… man, I couldn’t get that shit out of my fuckin’ head. When I heard her screaming, it felt like somebody had shot a nigga right in the fuckin’ chest. The scream that came from Normani, I knew it wasn’t a regular scream like she fell down and bust her ass or something. I immediately feared the worst, and the worst is what I was hit with, as I watched a pussy ass nigga throw my fiancée in the back of a van like her life meant nothing.

      I grew the strength of a damn bull, trying to catch up with that nigga as he rushed to get to the driver’s door, so he could take off, but I got him just in time. I’ve never in my fuckin’ life beat somebody’s ass as bad as I beat his. Each punch I threw his way, I felt something on his body cracking. You ever heard somebody say, I’ll beat you to death? Well, that’s what I was trying to do to him. I was trying to kill him with my bare hands.

      The bitch he was with tried to jump on me, and she got her ass fucked up too. I didn’t go around putting my hands on women, but I’ll stomp any bitch out when it comes to mine. What fucked with me so hard was that Normani told me two days ago that she had been in the truck kicking and screaming. I swear, I didn’t even hear none of that shit from the outside. Do y’all not see how fuckin’ scary that shit is? If I had never heard Normani screaming before she got thrown in the truck, I wouldn’t have even known where to look for her.

      This shit was rocking my fuckin’ heart, yo. I was smoking so much weed just to calm down my thoughts. I brought my fiancé to Mexico, so we could escape and just get the fuck away from reality for a few days, and now we were dealing with this shit. We were supposed to have done so much shit on this trip, but Normani stayed in bed all day, not wanting to get up and go anywhere. I can’t tell you the number of times she’s told me that she’s scared. Broke my fuckin’ heart last night when she kept telling me that, and she just eventually cried herself to sleep.

      Tomorrow would be our last night in Cancun, and I didn’t want to leave here like this, so I had something special planned for us tonight. I was getting Normani out of this bed tonight because she needed to stop sleeping through this shit and realize there was still life for the two of us to live. I hated that the bitch and that pussy ass nigga had so much fuckin’ power over her feelings right now.

      “She ain’t no better from how she was three days ago. It still feels like the shit just happened. I can’t get her out of the bed unless it’s for her to shower or piss. When she’s up, she cries all fuckin’ day. I can’t let her just run herself into a fuckin’ depression like that, especially not while she’s pregnant. To go from this calm ass life, where you never saw your life flash before your eyes like that, not even from a car accident, then having to deal with some fucked up shit like this, then yeah, I get why it’s weighing heavily on her. I got something special planned for us in a couple of hours, so hopefully, that can get her to smile,” I told my mama.

      I was sitting on the balcony in our beautiful suite at the resort. This suite ran me damn near thirty G’s for us to be there for almost a week. Do you know that the hotel reimbursed me every dime back into my account after this happened? This possible sex trafficking situation happened right on their grounds, and they had to have felt guilty about that shit happening there, so they paid me back every penny. I could give a fuck about getting my money back, though. All I cared about was that my girl was still alive and healthy.

      I puffed on a cigar that was filled with some good ass weed as I watched Normani through the glass sliding door. She was asleep, resting on her stomach on my side of the bed.

      “Yeah, son, just please keep an eye on her. With her carrying the baby, now is not the time for her to slip into a depression. Other than that, how are you feeling?” she asked.

      “Shit, I’m just taking this shit one day at a time. I’m trying not to think about a whole bunch of shit that could have happened and just focus on what did happen. How is Khari doing? She driving you crazy yet?” I asked.

      She let out a groan, which let me know that my daughter was off the damn chain.

      “Billion, I had to pop her little butt last night! It’s her mouth! I can’t with that little girl’s mouth. She reminds me of Denim sooooo much that it’s scary. She said something about me needing to take my braids out because they were old. They do need to come out, but that ain’t her place to be telling me that,” my mama told me, and I cracked up laughing.

      “After getting popped, she apologized and then told me she was just playing, when I knew her little ass was dead serious. Other than that, she’s a good girl. I took her with me this morning to the hair salon, and she was telling everybody in the damn salon that she has a little brother on the way. She’s so happy. I am too. Khari and her slick ass mouth is the reason I don’t want another granddaughter. I’m down on my knees praying for a little boy,” my mama said, making me laugh.

      Everyone was team boy when it didn’t even matter to me what we had. I stayed on the phone with my mama for another ten minutes or so, and then we hung up. I sat out on the balcony for a little while longer, and then my phone rang again. I smiled, knowing who was calling.

      “Yo,” I answered the phone.

      “Good evening, Mr. Knox. This is Allen speaking. I’m just calling to let you know that all your accommodations for tonight are ready. See you at 11:00 P.M.,” Allen, who worked for the resort’s special events department, said.

      “Cool. We’ll see you tonight.”

      I hung up the phone and finished the rest of my cigar outside before then I went back into the massive bedroom where Normani was still sleeping. After closing the door behind me, I went over to the bed and sat on the edge of it. Normani was snoring, and she didn’t even snore when she slept. Her long hair was pulled up in the same bun that she had put it in a couple of days ago, and she only wore a matching panty and bra set as she slept.

      I ran my hands up and down her back, and after about a minute of doing that, she jumped out of her sleep. Her eyes landed on me, and she gave me a tight-lipped smile. Those gray eyes were on me, and they held so much sadness.

      “Can I get my fiancée to get out of the bed for a couple of hours? I want to do something special with you tonight,” I said, and she closed her eyes.

      “Just for tonight, baby. You can sleep all day tomorrow if you want to since tomorrow is technically our last night anyway. With the bad shit that took place here, at least let me do something tonight to make you smile. I miss your smile, beautiful. I haven’t seen that shit in days,” I said as I rubbed her arm.

      Her eyes opened again, and they were staring back at me. Then she released a sigh and sat up in the bed. I reached out and placed my hand on her stomach, moving it around in a circular motion, although she wasn’t showing just yet.

      “I don’t want to be around a whole bunch of people,” she told me.

      “It ain’t going to be a bunch of people. Just me and you.”

      “Then, if it’s going to be just me and you, why can’t we just stay in, order dinner, and watch something on TV?” she asked.

      “Cuz, that ain’t how I’m trying to spend our last days here. Bae, come on. I done went through all this shit to plan something special for us tonight. You ain’t even got to do your hair or nothing. Just throw a dress on,” I said, lying like a motha fucka, knowing I wanted to see her get fine for what I had planned tonight.

      She knew I was lying too. That’s why she laughed and playfully pushed my arm.

      “The fact that you even told me I don’t have to do my hair clearly lets me know that you want me to do my hair. I’ll go, but I want it to be private, just you and me. I just don’t care to be around a whole bunch of people right now,” she let me know.

      “And we ain’t. Come here,” I said, patting my thigh, so she could sit on my lap.

      Normani crawled over to me and sat in my lap. My hand went to the bandage still on her forehead, and I rubbed my fingers on it like I had been doing each time I got close enough. Seeing that shit on her face just made a nigga so fuckin’ mad, but I wouldn’t even express that shit to her because I didn’t want to work up her feelings. I just wanted to hold her for a few minutes, and I did just that. She ran her soft hands through my hair, and after about five more minutes, I stood her up so we could go into the bathroom and take our shower together.

      I knew how long Normani took to get ready, so yeah, we would need two hours for her to start getting ready just so we could be where we were going on time. After our shower together, I went over to the sink to brush my teeth and shit. Normani did the same thing, and when she was done, she took a seat at the small bench they had in the bathroom, so she could start on her make-up and shit. I already knew that was what she would spend the majority of her time on, so while she did that, I went to the bedroom and started ironing my clothes for the night.

      Tonight was special, so I made sure I pulled out my nice clothes. I put on my Armani dress pants and paired them with a white dress shirt. I had my jewelry laid out on the bed with my shoes on the floor.

      Just when it was almost time to leave, Normani came out of the bathroom looking so fuckin’ beautiful, man.

      “Damn,” I said, looking at her.

      I was in the middle of putting one of my chains around my neck when she emerged from the bathroom. She wore white just like me, and this shit wasn’t even planned. Smiling at my look of approval, she did a little twirl. She wore a short, white, satin dress, and when she turned around, I saw that her entire back was out. That shit was too fuckin’ sexy. She wore high heels that strapped around her calves. Her hair was styled with a bang that covered the bruise on her forehead really well. That glittery oil shit she liked to wear could be seen from where I stood, and she smelled so fuckin’ good. Her juicy ass lips were coated in lip-gloss that I couldn’t wait to taste when she came over and kissed me.

      “You like it?” she asked as she picked up her purse from the table and put it on her shoulder.

      “I love it. I love it even more that you’re smiling,” I said, now putting the chain fully around my neck.

      I doused myself a couple of times with my cologne, and then I walked over to Normani. We were back in front of that floor-length mirror, and I stood behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist.

      “You are the most beautiful woman in the world, Normani. I mean that shit, too,” I told her. I just couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky I was to be her nigga.

      “Thank you, baby. You not too bad looking yourself,” she joked.

      I kissed her cheek, and then I pulled her out of the room because we were running late. Allen, who I had put all this together for me at the last minute, had really looked out for me. I didn’t want to pull up late and seem like I wasn’t grateful for the shit he had done for me.

      Normani and I made it to the elevator, and then we got on and took it down to the lobby. She squeezed my hand tightly once we got off the elevator because the last time she’d been down there was after the incident. To ease her, I pulled her in front of me and let her walk ahead of me while my arms stayed wrapped around her. I was using her as my shield because my dick was screaming. I didn’t know why she had put on this fuckin’ dress.

      We made it outside to the beach area, but instead of going with the rest of the crowd, we went in the opposite direction. I saw where the rose petals started on the sandy beach, which led to the beautiful Abeking & Rasmussen yacht that would be ours for the next few hours. For hood nigga who ain’t ever been into romantic shit a day in my life, this was a lot for me to be doing. I had to really think back to those lame ass romantic movies that Normani be having me watch with her. I put myself in one of them dudes’ shoes and thought about what they would have done to make their woman happy. I knew with Normani, all she cared about was simple shit, but I wanted to go all out for her tonight because when it came down to it, this woman was so fuckin’ special.

      Normani saw the roses, and then she heard the saxophone playing. Buddy was killing that old school, Endless Love by Luther Vandross. When I hear that song, I think about the shit that Normani and I share. This shit was endless. Normani out a loud squeal, and then she turned around and looked at me with that big gleam in her eyes. This shit right here was perfect, man. The sun had long gone down, but all types of candles were in the sand, which lit up the area perfectly for us.

      “Baby, this is so beautiful,” Normani cooed.

      She was so happy, and that was all that mattered. I ain’t know shit about slow dancing, but I still pulled her into me, and we danced to the song. My hands were on her ass, and I gave it a light squeeze as we danced. Her arms were around my neck, and as we moved slowly to the music, I saw a tear fall from one of her eyes.

      “This just feels like a dream. Sometimes I feel like you are too perfect. I knew it was something about you from the beginning that just drew me in. Well, not at the very beginning. More like the middle. Even when my dad was trying to get in my ear and tell me that you would hurt me, for some reason, I just always felt like I could trust you. I love you, Billionaire. Thank you for making me feel what love is. In less than a year’s time, I went from being single to all sudden being a girlfriend, now a fiancée, and pretty soon a wife. You are the epitome of what it means to be a strong, black man. I thank you for proving my father wrong,” Normani announced.

      Her words made a nigga feel so fuckin’ good. When she finished, she leaned in, and we kissed. We danced for the rest of the song, and then I grabbed her hand and walked her up to the yacht. I spotted Allen, and I dapped him up, thanking him again for pulling this off tonight for me. All the red and the white rose petals led us into the massive boat, and once inside, I led the way for Normani, showing her where we would sit tonight for dinner.

      There was a circular table inside, which was nicely decorated. You would have thought we were at Prime 112 or something by how nice everything was. Once at the table, I pulled Normani’s chair back, and when she sat down, I scooted her up and went to my side of the table. She was looking up at me and smiling big.

      “What?” I asked, and then I laughed. She had a real nigga feeling all giddy and shit.

      “You are soooo smooth. You pulled all this off by yourself?” she asked, cocking her head to the side like she couldn’t believe a nigga did all this.

      “Shorty, down to the fuckin’ song that was playing. Daddy did that. Can I get my props or what?” I asked, making her giggle.

      “I gave you your props, papi. This is perfect. I love everything about this,” Normani said.

      Shortly after, two waitresses came over and poured water in both of our glasses. They even offered us something else to drink. I got a quick round of Hennessy while Normani stuck to her water. A nigga felt all types of fuckin’ butterflies in my stomach. You would have thought this was our first date or something. What made this moment so special was the fact that there were no cell phones involved.

      Before we left the room, I told Normani not to bring her phone, and I did the same thing. I just wanted this moment to be her and I. I didn’t even want her to take pictures and videos of this moment because I wanted us to actually live through this shit and store the memory in our heads instead of in our phones. I knew how much Normani loved seafood, and I loved it just as much.

      When the food came, it was a little everything. There were huge lobster tails in the middle of the table, king crab legs, headless shrimp, clams, mussels, just all the things I knew that Normani liked to eat.

      “I am stuffedddd,” Normani said after finishing her food.

      “Come here,” I called out as I scooted my chair back some.

      Normani pushed her seat back, and as she made her way over, I held my hands out for her. She was in my lap now, and I was running my hands up and down her exposed thigh. We had a perfect view of the ocean. The sound of that shit was so fuckin’ peaceful.

      “Does it matter where we get married?” I asked.

      “Billionaire, I will marry you in the middle of the street. That’s how much I love you. I can honestly say that you changed me. You changed my mindset when it comes to a lot of things. I always thought I had to have one of those very expensive weddings, where my dress cost an outrageous amount, the cake, the venue, and everything else. At one point, I even convinced myself that I wanted to do one of those ice sculptures. I knew that if I ever got married, I would want to go all out, but with you, I just know that you are going to be the one that I grow old with, and because I know, the wedding isn’t where I want to put all my energy.

      “What I care about the most is what we’re in the process of building. We can save all that money that we would recklessly spend on a wedding and buy our first home together, put it in our kids' savings account, or whatever else that’s going to hold some value in the end. My dad already made it clear that he isn’t going to support my relationship with you, so why even have a big wedding if I can’t have my daddy walk me down the aisle?” she said.

      I nodded my head, agreeing with everything she just said.

      “And that’s your final answer? You feel this way for real? You ain’t just telling a nigga this because it sounds good?” I asked, and she laughed.

      “Billionaire, if you don’t believe me, when we get back to Miami, let’s go out in the middle of the street, and you’ll see how serious I am,” she said, twisting her neck all around and trying to show a nigga that she was dead ass serious.

      “Say less, then,” I said, and then I signaled Allen, who was standing not too far away to get the pastor.

      About two minutes later, he joined us, and a pastor dressed in his clergy robe came over carrying a bible in his hands.

      “Baby, what is this?” Normani asked now that I had stood her up from my lap.

      “You said you would marry me in the middle of the street, ain’t it? Do me something better then and marry me right here in the middle of the ocean, on this yacht,” I said, surprising the shit out of her.

      “And you're serious?” she asked with a big smile on her face.

      “It looks like I’m playing?” I asked.

      She looked from me to the pastor, and once she saw that everyone had serious expressions on their faces, that’s when she got with the program.

      “Let’s get married then,” she said.

      In less than ten minutes, this woman would be my wife.
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        Miami, Florida

      

      

      I walked into the elegant restaurant on Miami beach called OLA. It was my mother’s fiftieth birthday, and this restaurant specialized in good Latin food, which was my mother’s favorite, so it was no surprise that she’d chosen to dine at this restaurant to celebrate her big day. I walked in with a big smile on my face as I carried two large gift bags for my mother, but the second I saw who was sitting at the head of the table, I wanted to turn around and just walk out the door.

      All I could think about was the fact that my mom had lied to me. She promised me that my father wouldn’t be there, and I actually believed her since it was Wednesday night, and I knew he would have to host bible study. From where I stood, I saw my mother sitting at the table, Naomi, her husband, my nephew, and of course, my father. It was so crazy how one man had the power to just kill my happy mood.

      I had been in a better mood since last Thursday when Billionaire and I tied the knot in Mexico. I couldn’t believe that I was married. I was my husbanding everyone to death because it just felt so good. That man always had something up his sleeve, but to pull off a whole wedding ceremony with just me and him in attendance was over the top, even for him, but I loved every minute about it. That moment was just so intimate, and it would forever go down in history for us.

      Once we sealed the deal, a couple of photographers came out and took pictures of us. With the bad that had happened in Mexico, Billionaire pulling off this wedding for us was the distraction I needed to forget about that incident. Yes, I still zone out and think about how I was thrown in the back of that van, but with each day, I was getting better. That experience had just left me so alert.

      In the past, I would often leave work and be distracted in the parking garage with so many things like messing around with my phone or fumbling in my purse to find my keys. When I did those things, I wasn’t aware of the bad that could be lurking in the shadows. That moment was definitely an eye-opener for me, and it taught me not to trust a single soul, especially if I didn’t know them. I had planned to share that story tonight with my mom and my sister, but seeing my father just left a bad taste in my mouth, so I knew I probably wouldn’t even do too much talking.

      I couldn’t just leave because this was my mom. However, the second he got disrespectful with me, I would just stand up and walk out because I wouldn’t want to ruin my mother’s big day with our arguing. I knew not to drop the bomb on my mom and sister about my marriage, and even the baby I had on the way. I would just wait for the next time the three of us got together.

      My high heels clicked on the tile as I made my way over to the table. My mom looked up when she saw me, and she smiled. She probably thought I would not come since I was running really late. I felt my father’s eyes on me, but I didn’t bother to look in his direction. I came up to my mother from behind, hugged her, and kissed her on her cheek.

      “Happy birthday, Mommy,” I said and passed her the gifts.

      “Awww. Thank you, baby. I was beginning to think you weren’t coming. Your father surprised us with his presence. All week he had been saying that he wouldn’t make the dinner because of bible study, but he came and surprised me anyway,” she said.

      I knew what she was doing. She was trying to spark up a conversation between my father and me, but it wasn’t going to happen. It hurt me because I knew that what my father and I were doing was hurting my mother. I gave her a fake smile, and then I stood all the way up.

      “That’s good, Ma. It’s your birthday, so as long as you’re happy,” I said.

      I kissed her on her cheek one last time, and then I spoke to my brother-in-law, Liam, and gave him a hug. I did the same thing to my sister and took my nephew out of her arms like he was my baby. When I took the empty chair right next to Naomi, all eyes were on me. I ignored the stares as I held my nephew in my arms, talking to him in baby talk as he gave me a toothless smile, showing me nothing but gums and those beautiful dimples.

      My sister nudged me, and when she did that, I looked down at her. She was discreetly trying to point to the huge rock on my finger, but she was doing it with her eyes. I gave her a look, basically letting her know that I would tell her later. The plan would have been to tell her and my mother now, but I wouldn’t dare speak up on that while my father was there. Not that I was scared, but I just knew that things would go left once I did.

      I went back to playing with my nephew, and out the corner of my eyes, I saw my father throw his napkin onto the table that had been on his lap the whole time.

      “What the hell is that on your finger?” he barked at me.

      He did it so loud that my nephew started obnoxiously crying. Liam came over and took his son from me, so he could walk outside of the restaurant with him. I released a sigh and ran my hands through my curls, already knowing that everything would go left. I felt my sister put her hand on one thigh and squeeze it. I knew she was doing that to get me to calm down because she could probably see the way my leg was bouncing under the table.

      “Davidson, please calm down! This is my birthday party, and we are out in public,” my mom said, calling my father by our last name like she always did.

      My mom had reached out to touch my father, and when she did that, he slapped her hand off him.

      “Calm down? Calm down? Are we supposed to sit here and act like there isn’t a problem here?” he barked at my mother, and then he turned his attention back to me.

      “I’m asking you again, what the hell is that on your finger? Lately, you have proven to me that you are stupid, but for some reason, I didn’t think you can be that stupid?” he roared as he looked at me.

      I released a sarcastic laugh and then rolled my eyes at him.

      “And to think that once you were daddy of the year! How ignorant of me. I guess I’m only smart when I make decisions that you give me to make, right? Your definition of stupid is me doing something that you don’t approve of, correct? I thought you and I both agreed that we wouldn’t say anything else to each other. Didn’t you tell me that I wasn’t your child anymore? Wasn’t it you who told me that I was no longer invited to your church or you home? Wasn’t it you who slapped me in my face? Didn’t you say that you were going to turn Naomi against me, so she wouldn’t want a relationship with me, right? If you said all these hurtful things to me, then why do you care what’s on my finger?” I quizzed.

      “Normani, please,” my mom said with a look of sadness in her eyes.

      Not that she didn’t want me to speak up, it was just that she didn’t want me to do it there. I know I said that I would just get up and leave if things got bad, but I couldn’t take the disrespect. Since when was it okay for a father to call his child stupid?

      “Mommy, no! I’m not about to sit here and let him bully me like this! So, to answer your question, this big rock that you see on my finger, this is an engagement ring. Everything happened so fast, so my wedding ring is in the process of being custom made to my liking. I know you may be wondering why I would have a wedding ring, right? Oh, that’s because I’m married. I tied the knot six days ago, to be exact. Oh, and more news for you is that I have a baby on the way. I would say congrats and that you’re getting ready to have another grandchild, but someone would have to kill me for you to be anywhere near my child.

      “Speaking of killing me, that brings me back to what just happened to me while I was in Mexico. Do you know that me, you know, your stupid daughter was seconds away from being a victim of sex trafficking? Crazy, right? I was thrown into the back of a van and everything. I’m sure you wouldn’t care, though, right, Daddy?” I sarcastically asked him.

      When I said the part about what happened in Mexico, I saw my mother’s hand go over her chest, and she let out a loud gasp. My sister, who was sitting right next to me, did the same thing.

      “Oh my God, Normani,” my mom said, shocked by my revelation.

      I sucked my teeth at my mother because I was just becoming so damn annoyed with her. I would never in my life be with a man who had me scared to speak up, even when I knew he was wrong. My father was so wrong, and she was just letting him get away with it. I loved my mother to death, but if every time I came around, she just let him speak like this, it wouldn’t be long before I had to cut her off as well.

      When I finished talking, I heard my father let out a groan, and then he pushed himself back from the table.

      “I really thought that this was just a silly little phase that you were going through. So, let me get this straight, the first man that comes into your life and shows you the bare minimum amount of attention, you think that it’s okay to lay on your back and open your legs for him? Normani, you are foolish, girl!” he spat.

      “What do you mean, the first guy to show me the bare minimum of attention? Daddy, do you know the number of men that I turn down daily? I’ve turned down NBA players, rappers, restaurant owners, you name it! You can think whatever you want to think of Billionaire, but he has never shown me the bare minimum of attention! He’s always gone above and beyond when it comes to me. My God! Why do you have to talk about my love life every time I come around you? Just leave me the hell alone and pretend that I’m not sitting here, so we can enjoy my mother’s birthday!” I screamed.

      Some of the people in the restaurant had turned around and looked at me, but I didn’t care because he was making me angry.

      “Sit here and pretend that you don’t exist? That’s impossible, especially when I’m disgusted by your actions. I’m just waiting for the day when you stop this farce, show me the cameras, and just say that this was some sick joke that you just took too far. You’re pregnant by a convicted felon. How stupid can one get? You haven’t even known this man long enough to be carrying a baby by him! You want to know the type of women who make immature, reckless decisions like that? Sluts! I knew you had become a lot of things these past few months, but I never took my daughter to be a slut!

      “Since you want to be a smartass, I’ll be one too and let you know that you don’t have to worry about me being near your little thug child. I’ll be a grandfather to a bum on the street before I have any type of relationship with whatever demon child you have growing inside of you! Whoever you claimed to have snatched you up and thrown you in the back of the van, I think I would have accepted the way that story could have ended over you marrying and carrying a baby for a common thug!” he said, breaking my heart with his words.

      I bit my bottom lip, nodding my head and pretending I was fine, but deep down inside, I just wanted to break down.

      My father aggressively stood from his seat and stood over my mother.

      “Melody, let’s go!” my father barked to my mother, but she didn’t move.

      “You can go ahead. I’m going to sit here and enjoy my birthday with my daughters. Davidson, I love you to death, but you just take things too far. You are talking to our child like she is just some regular person off the street! This is our child! Our baby! How can you stand in front of a congregation and be someone for hundreds of people to look up to, yet you sit up here and mentally abuse our daughter like this?

      “I get that you don’t like who she’s with right now, but you heard just heard her say that she is married, and she is pregnant by him. Why can’t you still not support it, but just show respect at the same time? Look at how you’re allowing the devil to so easily use you, Davidson. Your choice of words is awful,” my mom said, finally finding her tongue to speak up for me.

      I saw it in my father’s eyes that he was shocked that my mom had just spoken back to him. He picked his hat up from the table and held it in his hands as he glared down at my mother.

      “While you sit here and console her, you just remember that it’s me you’re married to and not her. My feelings are your feelings! Whatever hatred I have for someone, you should share that same hatred!” he spat.

      When he used the word, hatred, he made sure he looked right at me for emphasis. I felt that if I wasn’t pregnant, his words wouldn’t have affected me the way they did now. It was that my daughter or my son would never get to know the father that I’d known for all these years until this point.

      They wouldn’t know the father who would come into my room late at night and sneak candy or whatever snacks I liked to eat whenever my mom would cut us off from eating at a certain time of day. They wouldn’t get to know the father who would hold me in my twin-sized bed as a little girl and stay with me until I fell asleep because, for so long, I feared the dark. What about the father in the room for every time I graduated from something, and he would be the loudest one cheering me on?

      That was the father I had loved for all these years. This person right here, I hated him. I felt as if someone had come into my father’s body and taken over him. The father that I’d known before Billionaire didn’t even exist anymore.

      He angrily left the restaurant, and when I saw my mother get up, I thought she was about to chase after him, but she came over and sat in the empty chair right next to me. She extended her arm, pulling me to her. Like a little girl who just knew that my father no longer loved me, I burst into tears right in the middle of the restaurant, not caring who would see me or who even heard my cries. I felt my sister put her hands on my shoulder, and she gave it a light massage.

      “Why? Why does he hate me like this? I’ve never done anything to him,” I said through my tears.

      I could act like I didn’t care that my relationship with my father had come to this, but deep down inside, it bothered me every single day. There was a time in my life when I felt like my father was my biggest cheerleader. He treated me like a step-child these days, and you would have thought that I’d done something far worse than just doing something that actually made me happy.

      “He doesn’t hate you, Normani. I cannot speak for your father, but I do know that he doesn’t hate you. I’ve been with this man for well over thirty years, and I’ve never in my life seen him behave like this. Even when his father died, he went down a dark road, and I thought I’d lost my husband for good because he did this spiral where he would lash out over the smallest things. His temper was so quick, and without even realizing it, he would say things to me out of anger that I knew were just coming from a place of hurt.

      “I thought that was the worst he could ever get, but his actions these days trump everything that he’s ever done in the past. He's cursing, not only is he disrespecting you, but he’s doing the same thing to me as well. He hasn’t been the same since he’s found out about you being with Billionaire. I’m sorry that I haven’t spoken up in the past. I’m sorry that as a mother, I haven’t been there for you the way that you needed me to.

      “I just want you to know that I am happy for you, Normani. I wish I could have been there to attend my baby’s girl’s wedding, but I’m happy. I know that you’ll be the best mommy to my grandchild. To show you that I’m happy, and to show you my support, I want to arrange something, so Billionaire and I can meet each other under better conditions this time,” my mom said.

      I used my hands to wipe the tears from my face. I was still laying my head on her because her hugs and touches just made it seem like everything would be okay.

      “Me too. I would like to meet him too. We’re happy for you, Normani. I want to meet the man who has my sister deeply in love,” Naomi joked, making me laugh.

      “You know Daddy is going to be mad at you for putting something together to meet Billionaire,” I told my mother.

      She sucked her teeth and waved me off like what I said was pointless.

      “Please! The way he just disrespected me in this restaurant, he’ll be lucky if I even come home tonight!” my mother spat.

      I could tell she was trying to hold it together in front of my sister and me, but I knew that my mother was angry behind my father’s actions. I felt like it was something deeper going on in their marriage, but I didn’t want to mess up her birthday even more than it already had been.

      Now that all the drama had died down, we finally ordered our food. The waitress had come over a couple of times to take our orders, but each time, someone was either screaming at the table, or I was sitting there crying. She kept leaving, so we could get it together. Sitting down with my mother and my sister made me realize just how much I needed this little this time. This was how it should have been from the very beginning. My father should have never even come because he didn’t do anything but bring drama to the table.

      Liam had finally come back to the table, and this time, he was holding my sleeping nephew in his arms. Throughout dinner, my mom went on and on about the big baby shower that she wanted to throw for me, and we argued over different baby names. My mom couldn’t have expressed it more how badly she hoped that I was pregnant with a baby girl, although every night, I was down on my knees, asking God to bless me with a beautiful son.

      Almost two hours later, I pulled my car into the driveway. Billionaire was already outside waiting for me. He was sitting on the hood of his car when I pulled up. Paranoia had me texting him when I was five minutes away to meet me outside. Eventually, I would get to a point where I could walk around without having to look over my shoulders, but until then, this big, muscular piece of a man would just have to wait on me hand and foot.

      Once I shut the car off, I grabbed my purse and the to-go bag, which housed my leftover food from the restaurant. With the items in my hands, I walked over to him and in the middle of his legs. I raised myself up on my tippy toes, so I could kiss his lips.

      “How was your dinner?” he asked right before he jumped down off the hood of the car.

      He walked into the house, and I followed him.

      “It was good,” I told him, and he nodded.

      “It was good, but the shit you put around your eyes is smeared like you’ve been crying. Tell me what the fuck is really good, Normani? Yo’ daddy was there, wasn’t he?” he asked, pausing in his steps to turn around and face me.

      I could look at his expression and see that he was annoyed about something. He wasn’t just able to see that my eyeliner and mascara had smeared due to me crying. It had to have been something else.

      “He was there, but after he left, the dinner was good. I don’t want to get into that right now, Billionaire. The first part of tonight’s dinner was stressful as it is. Please don’t make me relive it,” I said to him.

      His do-rag was on his head, and he came outside shirtless, in only a pair of basketball shorts and some slides on his feet. I could look at his face and tell that he was trying to think about what he was going to say next. He was pulling down on his beard, and I stood there with my arms crossed, waiting for him to speak his mind, knowing he wouldn’t spare me with his tongue.

      “Listen to me, Normani, and listen to a nigga good, aight? I don’t want you around shit that’s going to be stressing you out during this pregnancy. It’s bad enough that mentally you still dealing with the shit that took place in Mexico. We ain’t about to add on you letting yo’ bitch ass daddy come in and stress you out some more! You ain’t even got to tell me what the two of y’all got into it about because I’m sure that it had something to do with me.

      “I can’t understand for the fuckin’ life of me how a nigga can be so pressed about somebody that he doesn’t even fuckin’ know! I treat you ten times better than that nigga, yet he’s so fuckin’ worried about me! Until he can show you some motha fuckin’ respect, I don’t want you around him. How the fuck you think it makes me feel that you keep crying on his dime? If he can’t respect our union, fuck him, Normani!” Billionaire angrily said.

      “Okay. Okay. Why you have to be yelling at me like that? The neighbors can probably hear everything that you’re saying right now!” I spat and shoved past him so I could get into the house. I needed to use the restroom. I’d been holding my pee since I got in the car and left the restaurant.

      I could feel Billionaire on my heels, follow me to the bathroom.

      “Because I just don’t understand why you keep holding conversations with a man who ain’t doing shit but being disrespectful toward you,” he said as I made my way into the house.

      I set the items on the first table I saw while Billionaire locked the door behind us.

      “Well, first of all, I didn’t even know that he would be there. My mom told me that it would just be my sister and me. What the hell is wrong with you? You’ve had an attitude since I’ve pulled the car into the driveway,” I spat and then rushed so I could get to the guest bathroom that was downstairs.

      I made it inside, turned the light on, and tried to close the door behind me, but he grabbed it so it wouldn’t close. I did the pee dance as I went for the buttons on my jeans, and then I hurriedly sat on the toilet seat. I released buckets and buckets of urine into the toilet; well, buckets is what it felt like.

      “I ain’t have an attitude from when you pulled up. I just took one look at you, and I was able to tell that you were crying. When I find some time in my schedule, Ima go and holla at your daddy. It ain’t in me to just sit around and let somebody continue to disrespect my name. I’ll keep in mind that he’s your father, so I won’t pull my shit out on him,” Billionaire said in a joking way, but I didn’t find that funny.

      Yeah, I was angry at my father, and at times, I even felt like I hated him, but I didn’t want anything to happen to him. I rolled my eyes at my husband as I wiped myself, and then I stood up and flushed the toilet. I went over to the sink and washed my hands.

      “It would mean the world to me to have two of the most important men in my life sit down and have a conversation, but at the same time, if I can’t get that, then I understand. I won’t force it. I just don’t need it to be chaos any time that the two of you have to be around each other,” I said to him.

      Billionaire came over and wrapped his hands around my waist. His hands went for my flat stomach like they always did, and he rubbed it in a circular motion.

      “When you taking your leave from work?” he asked, making me laugh.

      The fact that he changed the subject just let me know that he didn’t care to have this conversation any longer.

      “They will have to put me out of the building. I’m going to be one of those women who tries to work into my thirty-ninth week,” I said to him, and he sucked his teeth.

      “Bullshit! I say twenty weeks,” he said, and I looked at him through the mirror like he was crazy as I dried my hands.

      “Twenty weeks? That’s just around the corner. I think thirty-five weeks is reasonable,” I told him.

      Billionaire didn’t respond; he just went for the buckle on my jeans, trying to get them down, more than likely, so we could get it in really quick. Before he could even zip my jeans down, there were light taps on the door.

      “Daddy? That’s Normani in there?” Khari’s sweet little voice asked from the other side of the door.

      I started to laugh, but Billionaire put his hand over my mouth and then turned off the bathroom light, more than likely so she wouldn’t think that anyone was in there, but I was sure she already knew.

      “If we don’t say anything, maybe she’ll go. Damn! She always cockblocking some shit,” Billionaire groaned into my ear.

      “I can hear you, Daddy! Open the door! I want to say hiiii to Normani,” Khari said.

      I laughed when Billionaire sucked his teeth and then buckled back my jeans and turned the light on. When he went to open the door, Khari was standing on the other side, and her little butt was trying to examine what had been taking place between the two of us. She eventually came over to me for a hug, and I picked her up. Before I walked off with her, I turned to look back at my husband.

      “You sure about that football team you want?” I asked, referring to the obnoxious number of kids that he told me he wanted.

      He didn’t even answer me. I laughed while I put Khari down, and she grabbed my hand, leading me into her bedroom.
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        Two months later

      

      

      “Welp. According to this test, this beautiful baby girl is definitely yours. 99.9%, just in case you needed me to be more specific. Monterius, now you know we didn’t even have to have this test done. The second she was pushed out, I felt like I was looking at you all over again. It’s confirmed, so you know what you gotta do,” my mama said, not making this shit any better, doing all that fuckin’ talking.

      We’d just gotten to the hospital to check on Trinity, and once we got there, the results from the DNA tests were on the table, waiting for me to open them. Trinity had the baby two days ago, and before they could even get the crust off her body, I had strict instructions to perform a DNA test. However, I knew there was no need because even though she was only five minutes old, I looked at her and saw a tiny version of me.

      I guess it was the love I had for Twinkle that wanted me to hold onto every piece of hope that there was still just a small chance this baby wasn’t mine. When my mama read the results out from the test, I knew that I’d gained one individual in my life, but I’d lost Twinkle, now that I was hit with solid proof that this beautiful baby girl actually belonged to me.

      My hands were in my pockets, and I was looking ahead of me where Trinity was sitting up in the hospital bed, all dressed and ready to get out of there. She was holding our tiny daughter in her arms, who was sound asleep. As mad as I wanted to be at this situation, I wasn’t the kind of fucked up, heartless person who could dog Trinity out, especially when I was there for the birth and saw just how horrific that shit was.

      I was a grown ass man who knew what came with raw fuckin’, so I’d be a corny ass nigga to dog shorty out when I knew what I was doing. I couldn’t lie, though; I wished like a motha fucka that this was Twinkle who had just pushed my baby out. Speaking of Twinkle, man, I just ran out of shit to do to get her back. It was so much talk in the streets that she was fuckin’ around with that NBA nigga who had broken her heart years ago, and to tell you the truth, I ain’t even have the fuckin’ strength to run down on a nigga and blow his fuckin’ brains out for fuckin’ the woman of my dreams. I knew I fucked up by having this baby on Twinkle and shattering her heart into a million pieces.

      Although a nigga could be very selfish, I loved shorty enough to say she deserved to be happy, and if happy was with that nigga, then so fuckin’ be it. I needed to be worrying about the little 6.5-pound baby in the room, and making sure I was there, so she didn’t grow up as another black child in America without a father.

      “You couldn’t wait to read me them results,” I said to my mama, shaking my head.

      “I sure couldn’t! You’re man enough to be having sex without condoms and not caring about your actions, then it’s only right that you get hit with consequences in the end. I have faith that you will be the best father you can be. I know you’re hurting right now because this is a messy situation, but that little girl needs you. This message is for both you and Trinity,” my mom said, looking toward Trinity and me.

      “Sadly, it’s been going on for years that a lot of parents do not stay together once a child is involved, or in yall’s situation, you two weren’t even together when the child was conceived. It really doesn’t matter about all that, though. What matters is her. She didn’t ask to be here. This doesn’t have to be a nasty, baby mama/baby daddy battle. My son has made it clear that he doesn’t want to be in a relationship with you, and from one woman to another, baby girl, you are beautiful, and you should never chase after a man who doesn’t want to be with you. You have a beautiful daughter, and that’s who you should be directing all your energy to. Trust me, you’ll need a lot of energy dealing with a newborn baby.

      “Monterius, this part is for you. If you know in your heart that you don’t want to be with Trinity, then you need to stand firm on that. If you’re going to go over her house to see the baby, then do just that! You don’t have to see the baby and see your way to some sex! Co-parenting can work once it’s done properly. Come over to the house, get the baby for a couple of hours, so that Trinity has time to take a nap, take a shower, or just damn breathe! You created this baby together, and the burden of it shouldn’t have to fall onto just one person. Now, I’m going to go ahead and let the two of y’all handle this like adults,” my mama said.

      I couldn’t even say I was shocked that my mama had laid it all out there on the line like that because she’d never been the type of woman to hold her tongue about anything. She kissed me on my cheek, and then she went over and stared at her beautiful granddaughter one last time before she walked out of the room. I looked over at Trinity, and she was crying. It wasn’t a loud, obnoxious cry, but I was sure that some of the stuff my mama had said probably touched her.

      “Chill out, aight? You ain’t going to go through this shit on your own. We may not be in a relationship, but I swear I’m going to be there for my daughter,” I told Trinity.

      She nodded her head, and then she used one of her hands to wipe her face. The crazy thing is, Trinity was a beautiful woman, but I just never pursued her in that way because I always had Twinkle. I’d probably never tell this to Twinkle because she would probably think I would be trying to disrespect her or some shit like that, but the two actually had a lot of similarities, and I think that’s why I would always double back with Trinity whenever Twinkle and I weren’t on the best of terms.

      Their personalities were really the only things that reminded me of each other because when it came down to their looks, the two were literally night and day. Trinity was just a few shades lighter than caramel. Her body was one of the things that drew me into her initially. She had a nice, thick ass, toned ass body. That was the case because she was the owner of two dance workout studios in Miami. I swear a nigga would be cheating just by going on her page and looking at the way she was dancing. She could dance just as good, shit, probably even better than Joie Chavis, which was Bow Wow’s and Future’s baby mama.

      Honestly, though, if I had to say who Trinity looked like, I would say that she did remind me of Joie Chavis. She stood about 5’8,” and the tiny waist, the fat ass, and the wide hips were all things that had me intrigued from the beginning. Not even trying to go down memory lane or no shit like that, but Trinity and I met at a club. She gave me her number, and it wasn’t until a few months later that I actually hit her up. One night, she let me pull up, and we fucked. That’s all it’s really ever been with us. We fucked, and we kept that shit on the hush.

      Looking at her now, I just ain’t understand why she didn’t have a nigga to cuff her, like on some serious shit because she was a beautiful woman. I knew she was mixed with something because of the long, jet black hair she had; I just never asked. She had light brown eyes that I could look at right now and tell just how tired she was.

      When my mom and I got to the hospital, I overhead Trinity telling my mom how the baby had kept her up all night. What I did know is that Trinity was raised by her stepmother and her dad, and she’s told me on a few occasions how she wasn’t that close to either of them. I believed her too because the day she gave birth, the only people on her side who came to see the baby was two her homegirls. Had my mama and I never came for the actual delivery, she would have had to do that shit on her own.

      “Why Tegan for her? How you come up with that?” I asked, walking over and standing next to Trinity and the baby. Little girl had a head full of hair, but it was covered right now by the princess beanie on her head. Still, I could see some of her hair hanging out in the back. She was dressed in a cute pink sweatsuit, and little socks were on her feet.

      “I liked it for her. It means loved one. You don’t like it?” she asked, looking up at me with tired eyes.

      “I do. It’s cute,” I told her.

      It was awkward. I guess it just felt weird to be standing over her, having a conversation, and not fuckin’ or fighting. As beautiful as Trinity was, I’ll say it again, I felt like shorty was toxic than a motha fucka. I couldn’t put all this shit on her, though, because I gave her every reason to be toxic with me. I came over only when that shit was beneficial to me, and I ain’t treat her the best during her pregnancy.

      I couldn’t be the standup guy during her pregnancy that she needed me to be because I needed facts that the baby was mine. A man always wanted to say that a woman was toxic, forgetting how she got that way in the first place.

      “Ima set up the car seat and put it in my car. I’ll pull the car up front for y’all,” I told her, and she let me know that was fine.

      The box with the car seat was in the corner of the room, and I took about fifteen minutes to properly assemble it. All this shit was new to me, so imagine when I got outside, and I thought it would only take me about five minutes to put the car seat in the back of my truck, but the shit took damn near twenty minutes. Once I had it in its place, I pulled the car to the front, and at the same time, I saw the nurse wheeling Trinity and the baby to the front, over on the curbside pickup and drop off.

      For me to not have known shit about this, I stepped up quickly, grabbed the diaper bag, put it in the back, and carefully put Tegan in her car seat. I just couldn’t understand how her little butt could sleep through all this. Once she was safely in the car seat, I helped Trinity out of the chair and helped her to the car. She was moving slow, saying how she was still sore from when she ripped and had to get stitches.

      Once she was safe in the back with the baby, I got up front and drove to her house. Not even ten minutes into the drive, I hear Trinity in the backseat, snoring loudly. To be honest, I had every intention of dropping Trinity off at her house with the baby, and once they were settled, I planned to dip. Then, I thought about the shit that my mama just told me about needing to stick around, just for Trinity to get a couple of hours to sleep. Shit, I’d gotten myself a full night’s rest last night, so it was only right that I let the mother of my child have the same luxury.

      

      10:34 P.M.

      “Don’t spark that shit in here, nigga. Normani gon’ bitch,” Billion told me.

      I sat and laughed at this husband ass nigga! Never in my fuckin’ life did I think that this crazy ass nigga would tie the knot with somebody’s daughter. For him to have done it so soon was an even bigger shock. I swear I didn’t believe him when he told me the news a couple of months ago, but when he showed me the wedding pictures, and I saw the marriage certificate, I knew then that he wasn’t lying.

      As shocked as I was about him getting married, I had to admit that I was happy for him. I was at a point in my life where I craved the married life more than I did the single life. I would make the perfect man right now for somebody. All I needed was for Twinkle to ride this shit out with me and allow me to tie my loose strings up in the streets, but she ain’t want to. I was out now; I wasn’t hustling no more, and these days, I was trying to slowly transition to the legal side of things and open a few businesses.

      I won’t act like Twinkle just left because she couldn’t wait for me any longer to get out of the game because I think we all know that it is much deeper than that. I’ll love that woman forever, man, but if happy for her was with that nigga, then I gotta just let her stay there. I knew she was done with a nigga for good because she mailed the keys to the home I had built for us to my mama’s house. Even after I told her she could keep the home, she could change all the locks, that way she wouldn’t have to worry about me trying to pop up, but I guess she ain’t even want to do that. Shorty ain’t want no attachments with a nigga, so I had no choice but to accept it.

      I ain’t even think about it in the way of me losing so much money, although I did invest a lot of money to have that house built. I just took it as shorty was really done with me, and I was probably going to just sell the house. There was no use in keeping the shit when I had that home built solely for me to live in with my family.

      I don’t know if this was me showing maturity by not hopping on a flight and beating that NBA nigga’s ass or what, but I knew the old Monterius would have killed a nigga for even looking at my girl. I guess I just thought about the pain and shit that I’d caused her over the years, and this was just the part where I would bow out.

      Now that it was confirmed that Tegan belonged to me, I knew this was something that Twinkle would hold over my head for the rest of my life. She would never get over my having a daughter, although she may forgive me for it later on down the line. I sit and think about the times that Twinkle would throw up bitches in my face that I would fuck around on her with in the past. She did that out of hurt and her not even fully being over the situation, so can you imagine what she’ll do about me having a child? Nah. As much as I loved her, I guess I was cool with the separation.

      “You let that little ass woman run you,” I joked, and then I put the lighter back in my pocket, wanting to respect his wishes.

      We were in the little office he had, and I was sitting on the couch in there while he was sitting at his office chair, facing his desktop. He was showing me before and after pictures of a couple of the homes that he was in the process of flipping. The way he explained those houses, talked about conditions, talked about the market and shit that came with home buying, it hit me that Billion was really into this shit. He was talking to me like it was years ago, and he was explaining about some drugs we would push. I could hear it in his voice that he knew what he was talking about, and I heard the hunger as well.

      “She don’t run me. You foolish ass niggas going to learn one day that these women know what they talking about. Half the time, we may not care to hear the shit that they be spitting, but they ain’t all that bad. She works a nigga fuckin’ nerves sometimes, but she aight. Never in a million years did I think that I would listen to a woman telling me that I couldn’t smoke weed in my own fuckin’ house. Yo, Normani don’t play that shit. She makes me smoke that shit on the porch or on the balcony,” Billion said.

      “Shit, niggas be needing that. When I got with Twinkle, we were young. She ain’t really put her foot down on a nigga until after a couple of years of us being together. Because of that, it kind of reminded me of a mama who never had fuckin’ rules, but now, all of a sudden, you want to give a nigga a curfew on when to come in the house. With that being said, I ain’t listen. I took shorty for granted for so many years, and look where that landed me,” I responded.

      I wanted to hit this fuckin’ joint so bad because I could tell we were about to get into a deep conversation, and I just needed something to calm and relax me.

      “I ain’t ever think that I would see the day when the two of you weren’t together. You a father now, so a lot of times, it’s going to be situations where you gotta ask yourself if it would be okay for another nigga to come around and do the shit to your daughter that you do to women. Years from now, if Tegan is old enough to date, and she comes to you crying, telling you that her boyfriend got another woman pregnant, I know you would tell her that she needs to tell her nigga to step! I would do the same thing to Khari.

      “Monterius, you my nigga, damn near my brother, and I vouched for you for years. But the second I found out that you stepped out and put Twink in a fucked up situation like that, I knew then that it was time for her to move on. Who knows, maybe years from now, she will forgive you for that shit, but right now, you gotta let her go. Let that woman live her life and be happy.

      “I saw Twinkle the other day, and it was the first time in a while that I actually saw her this happy. I can’t tell you if it’s that nigga that’s making her smile, but what I do know is she just bought a home for her and Dream, she just got her space for her shop, and I have my men in there remodeling it for her. You have a beautiful little girl. Worry about her,” Billion told me.

      I nodded my head when he finished because he was right.

      “How did it go when you had to bring Tegan and Trinity home from the hospital?” he asked.

      I thought about his question for a few moments. I got over to Trinity’s house a little after eleven this morning, and I didn’t leave until about 9:30 tonight.

      “I don’t know if in a matter of three days this mother shit has knocked some common sense into Trinity or what, but the whole time I was over there, we ain’t argue about shit. My mama had a talk with the two of us earlier today at the hospital, so maybe that kicked in for us too.

      “When we got to her house, I let her rest, and Tegan stayed out front with me. I changed my first shitty ass diaper today, and I want to say that the shit took me at least fifteen minutes. By the time Trinity got her a nap in, she came in like super mommy. She breastfed Tegan, changed her diaper again, doing the shit much faster than what I’d done, and just that fast, she had her fast asleep again. I can’t even knock her and say that she isn’t a good mother because she is. I had so many chances to leave, but I didn’t. I ended up ordering some Chinese food for us, and we watched a few movies,” I said.

      “Sounds like you falling for your baby mama, nigga,” he joked.

      “Nah, never that. We already agreed that we’re going to keep it strictly about Tegan,” I told him.

      He didn’t respond, but I did glance at his computer when he opened a new tab. Right there on the Yahoo home screen, there was a news section. I saw the words, NBA star, Truth Harris, proposes to his high school sweetheart. Billion’s head was down because he was texting on his phone, so he hadn’t seen it, but I did. I jumped up with a quickness and clicked on the link. In seconds, a video played.

      This was the game that came on last night, but I didn’t watch it. It was halftime, and the stands were quiet because people were more than likely trying to figure out what was going on. All of a sudden, I saw that nigga come out onto the floor, and he went toward Twinkle. I had to admit that she looked damn good sitting courtside. Already, she looked like an NBA player’s wife. She had more diamonds dripping on her body than I’ve ever seen on her in my life. That nigga had to have been lacing her in all that shit. I watched as he proposed, and she took about five seconds to say yes. When she did, the crowd went crazy. He picked her up, and they kissed.

      “Sheesh,” was all I could say once I walked away from the desktop and took a seat back on the couch.

      “You gotta let her go, bruh,” Billion told me.

      “Trust me, I already did,” I announced.

      If it was ever up in the air, whether or not Twinkle and I would get back together, it had just been confirmed that there was no longer any hope. She better hope like a motha fucka that the nigga does her right because on my daughter, I’d never look in her direction again after that shit.
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      “I’m about to head out, Davidson. Is there anything you need me to do?” my wife, Melody, came into my church office and asked me.

      I looked up from the computer monitor, and my eyes landed on her. I’d been giving my wife the silent treatment for a while now. If we’re going to be technical, I would say that I’ve been acting like this toward her since her birthday, which was a little bit over two months ago. It was to the point that I really thought I wanted a divorce, which was odd because I loved this woman more than anything.

      She was with me before I even had a dollar to my name. She was with me when I would be outside, preaching in the middle of the projects because I couldn’t afford to open my own ministry. When it came to my wife and me, we always moved on one accord, especially with our children. Half the time, I made the rules, said what things would be, and my wife would just roll with the punches, as she should!

      I was a man who went over and beyond to provide for my family. I’ve always been an amazing father, and although my God says that no one is perfect, I make sure that I perfect my craft every day for being a husband to her. Melody and I don’t dwell on materialistic things because we never want to make it seem like we are praising possessions more than we are praising our Father, but I still make sure that my wife has everything her beautiful heart desires.

      Two months ago, I’d woken her up to a beautiful Mercedes E350 because I knew how much my wife has wanted that car, so I went ahead and made it happen for her. You would have thought that after the outrageous amount of money I spent on that car, the least she would have done was have my back with our disrespectful daughter on the night of her birthday party, but she didn’t! She sat there and let Normani talk crazy, and on top of that, she had the nerve to stay there after I announced that I was leaving.

      A wife doesn’t move like that. Whether I am right or wrong, she was supposed to take sides with her better half. Even after not having my back that night, she still sees Normani, and the most disrespectful thing she has done yet was going to meet up with this Billionaire thug!

      I was a pastor who loved my God. I would serve my Father until the day I no longer had any breath in my body, but I wanted this thug out of my daughter’s life. It was one thing for her to be tempted by this man and be led astray, but to foolishly marry this man and to be pregnant with his child, it broke my heart.

      I liked to think of Normani as my special child. It was actually me who named our last daughter Normani because of its meaning. Normani meant gift of God. I just knew that Normani would be me and Melody’s special gift. With Naomi, my wife had all types of crazy morning sickness, she was always fatigued, and the last trimester of her pregnancy, the doctor had her on bed rest.

      Fast forward, years later, and Melody gets pregnant with Normani. That pregnancy was smooth sailing. No sickness, no pain, no nothing. Even the delivery was a success. I don’t want to sound like I have favoritism toward either of my children, but Normani has always been my baby. It doesn’t sound like a nice thing to say, but I’ve always loved Normani just a little bit more than I did my wife and Naomi. She was such a smart girl too. A little, tiny thing, but at such a young age, there were so many people calling her a prodigy.

      She never was disrespectful, although I know I rode both of my children during their childhood because I wanted them both to be better than me. Any other child would have snapped a long time ago, but I always applauded Normani for never doing that. I went from having this sweet little, innocent girl, to having someone I didn’t even recognize anymore, and I knew it had everything to do with who she was dating. I wouldn’t say who she was married to because that marriage was a joke!

      “No. The only thing that I need you to do is to excuse yourself. I have one of the young deacons coming in shortly, and I am getting ready to have a conversation with him. Thank you,” I spoke to my wife.

      Instead of doing what I’d just told her to do, she closed the door and walked over to the desk. I knew she was angry when she raised her pocketbook and slammed it down on the table. My wife reminded me of Normani in a lot of ways. Well, she reminded me of the Normani I knew before she lost her everlasting mind. Both were so little in stature, and the two have always been so soft-spoken. I looked into my wife’s eyes, and just like the past few times that I’ve looked at her, I saw a lot of hurt in them.

      “Davidson, I’m sitting across from you right now, and I’m letting you know that I am tired! Your wife is tired! Now, I haven’t spoken up because I thought that it would hit you eventually, and you would realize that you are the one that’s wrong. You are the reason why our family is slowly breaking apart. Our daughter no longer coming to church and to our home on Sundays is because of you! You sit around and judge Normani for dating who she wants to date, and you bad talk her because, to you, she’s sinning!

      “Shall I remind you of Romans 3:23, where it states that all have sinned and fallen short of the glory! Davidson, every day of your life that you open your eyes, and you love our daughter a little less, and you frown upon her a little more, you are sinning! My daughter is happy! My baby is finally happy! I listened to her cry to me on the phone last night because it breaks her heart that her father is treating her this way and that her baby will not have a grandfather in their life.

      “I will not allow my baby to feel as if she’s done something wrong. I will not allow you to make her feel like she has to walk around with this badge of disappointment because she hasn’t disappointed anyone but you! I tell anyone with ears who is willing to listen that my twenty-six-year-old daughter falls into the small category of black doctors in the world. My baby has a pediatrician, and she graduated in the top five percent of her college graduating class. She’s a best selling author.

      “I can brag on my child until I don’t have breath in my body because she has made me proud! Where your love for her lacks, I will make sure that I’m pouring enough into her to make up for the two of us. You should be ashamed of yourself for treating your child like this. A child that we almost lost to sex trafficking!” Melody screamed at me.

      I had never in my life seen my wife this angry. Instead of saying anything, I just sat back and stared at her. I saw the tears that had welled up in her eyes, but they never had the chance to fall.

      “I don’t believe in divorce, but if this is what this marriage is coming to, please let me know, Davidson. We have been coming to the church for two months, riding in separate cars. You don’t think the members have caught on to what is happening? You are the one who is good at lying to your congregation, I’m not! I will not lie to these people about anything. I’m not happy. I hate the father that you have become and the husband too!” she spat, and then she headed for the door.

      As soon as she pushed it open, one of the younger deacons was standing on the other side of the door. His name was Saint, and I needed to have a conversation with him.

      When he saw my angry wife storming out of the office, he looked from me to her, and I could tell he was confused about whether he should still come in.

      “Come in. Close the door behind you, and lock it,” I said as I stood up.

      One look at Saint, and you could see that he was hard down. I remember two years ago when he joined the church. He came inside when I had about five minutes left to preach my sermon, and he took a seat right in the front of the church on the first pew. I remember what he had on. He wore a dingy wife beater, some sagging jeans, and a pair of dirty white Air Force Ones. He had those long, big dreads that would stick up on the top of his head, looking like a certified thug.

      It wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for young boys who resembled him to come into the church because my church was right in the middle of the hood. Twenty or so years ago, I thought that was the best decision to ever take on, but these days, I just didn’t know. Long story short, Saint had given his life over to Christ that day, and he’s been in church ever since.

      At only twenty-nine years old, he had done both jail time and prison time. I knew that for the right amount of money, he would commit a crime, which is where I would need him because I knew that I couldn’t carry it out by myself. Saint could act like he’s changed all he wants, but sometimes, I would have to pass the gas station that wasn’t too far from my church, and I’ve seen him hanging out with a certain crowd. I could easily tell they were up to no good.

      “What’s up, Pastor Davidson? Everything alright with First lady?” he asked, swaggering into the room, still holding onto his bible.

      Bible study had just ended about thirty minutes ago, and I’d been watching the cameras in my office, so I knew that just about everyone had left for the night. While he took a seat in the chair that my wife had just been sitting in, I sat at the edge of the desk.

      “She’ll be alright. Never mind her. I have something important that I want to talk to you about,” I said.

      There was a tattoo right in the middle of his face, between his eyes. I’ve never been able to make out what the tattoo was, but I was sure it had something to do with gang activity. Like always, his dreads were in that look that I hated, but he did have a clean line-up. He was dressed in the same black dress shirt and slacks he would wear to every bible study and the same run-down dress shoes. I could see many tattoos on his hands as he sat with them crossed.

      “What’s up? I hope you ain’t mad about me coming to bible study late this evening. I just started my new job at Home Depot on Monday, and I didn’t get off until six. I had to take two buses to get here. My baby mama gotta use the car, so she can go to her overnight job cleaning the hotels. We just had our first baby, so we alternate. She watches her during the day while I work, and then at night, she drops her to her mama, so she can go to work, and I catch the bus to get my baby.

      “Not trying to rush you, pastor, but I gotta go over there to get my daughter before my baby mama’s ole girl starts tripping, and I don’t want to miss the bus,” he said, rambling on and on about a bunch of stuff that I really didn’t care about.

      This is why you didn’t have kids out of wedlock, and this is why you waited until you were financially able to have a kid, then you wouldn’t have to deal with these problems.

      “How would you like to make ten thousand dollars?” I asked him after a few seconds of silence.

      I came up with this idea a couple of months ago, but I just didn’t know who to go to for me to do it. For one, I didn’t even know where I would find a real hitman, and if I did, they would charge way more than ten thousand dollars. Yes, the money would be worth it, but I didn’t need my wife questioning me about why so much money had been removed from the accounts.

      Saint looked at me, and his eyes lit up, and then he laughed.

      “Quit playing, Pastor Davidson. What you need me to do? Lay some new carpet in the sanctuary or something? I’ll do it,” he said.

      “You killed somebody before?” I asked.

      All of a sudden, his face turned serious.

      “What? Why you asking me that?” he asked, and I took his hesitation as a yes.

      “Never mind. You don’t have to answer that. Would you be scared to kill somebody for ten thousand dollars?” I asked, switching the question around.

      “Pastor, I’m done with the streets. I’m really trying to turn my life around for my son. Me and my baby mama working hard so we can get out of the projects. I can’t mess up my life by killing somebody,” he said.

      I stood up and pulled out the first five thousand dollars from my pocket, which was neatly stacked together, and I threw it into his lap.

      “You sure about that? Not even if I give you half now and half later?” I asked, really trying to persuade him.

      I watched him as he took one of the blue one-hundred-dollar bills from the stack and examined it, trying to see the authenticity of it. Once he saw that it was legit, he put it back and looked at me with hunger in his eyes.

      “Who you need me to take out?” he asked, making me smile at his question.

      “Billion,” I said.

      His mouth dropped, and his eyes almost popped out of the sockets.

      “Are you crazy? That motha fucka will still have me and my family killed, even in his death! He went to prison, and the nigga who was responsible for sending him there was dead in less than twenty-four hours!” he said, telling me something that I didn’t know. I still didn’t want to give up, though.

      “Fifteen thousand,” I said.

      “Twenty thousand, and I’ll blow the motha fucka’s head off his shoulders,” he said so heartlessly.

      Yeah, it was a lot, but it would be worth it.

      “Twenty thousand it is,” I said.

      I reached into my pockets and pulled out the other five thousand dollars then tossed it into his lap.

      “Now that I have my deposit, when you need this done by?” he asked, standing up.

      “My daughter’s birthday is next Saturday. I want it done before then,” I said to him.

      “Cool. Cool. I know where he be at on some nights. That nigga might have moved out of the projects, but he still comes around. You ain’t tell me why you want him dead, though. What he did to you?” he asked.

      “I never told you. Just get it done,” I spat.

      “I’ll have it done sooner than you think. Nice doing business with you. Pastor Davidson, I respect you like the father I never had, but I’ll still put a slug between your eyes if you try to short me my money. I’m about to kill one of the most feared niggas in Miami, and if Ima pull that off, I want every dime. I might have changed, but this ruthlessness is still in me. You won’t have to worry about your wife leaving you because I’ll kill you before she can hand you over some divorce papers if you try to play me,” he spat.

      “You don’t have to worry about me not holding up my end of the bargain. Take out Billion, and the rest will be waiting for you. Now, get out!” I spat, and with the quickness, he left my office.

      Now, I would wait. This would be the best twenty thousand dollars I ever spent in my life. In less than a week, I would have my old Normani back.

      

      
        
        To be continued
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