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Chapter 1 
 

Meesha
 

Dr. Benson sat down behind his regal mahogany desk and removed the gold-plated wire frame glasses from his weary face. At fifty-eight years old, he was an attractive older man with well-defined features, salt and pepper hair, and dark, deep chestnut eyes. He looked crazy tired and mad stressed - even more so than usual...maybe his twelve-hour work days were finally starting to catch up to him.
 
After several seconds of obvious - and uncomfortable - silence, he finally opened his mouth to speak, but then hesitated again; he seemed to be searching desperately for something within the confines of his brilliant mind, and I wondered what could turn this usually strong, pleasant, outspoken man into a dark and gloomy mute. 
 
When he reached across his desk and took me by my hand, I could feel that something was wrong; my women’s intuition was screaming to be heard. A quick but powerful shiver shot throughout my entire body; I’d never felt anything like that in my life. 
 
 “Mrs. Clark...” he spoke, then stopped abruptly and cleared his throat. “Mrs. Clark...” he continued, “I’m sorry to have to be the one to tell you this...but...you’re HIV positive.” He gripped my numb n>b..
 
“What?” I asked in a state of complete shock, heading straight for panic. I couldn’t trust my own ears; they had to be playing a trick on me - what other explanation was there? How the hell could I have HIV? I was a married woman - a faithfully married woman. This had to be a mistake. Denial was the very first stage of grief, and I was embracing it wholeheartedly. I told myself that my blood sample must have been mixed up with someone else’s. Clark was a fairly common last name - Hell, I shared it with seven students in my high school graduating class alone. It had to be a mix up...it just had to be. 
 
“Dr. Benson, someone must have made a mistake.” My tear-blurred eyes pleaded desperately with his. “I’m not blamin’ anyone. Let’s just run it again.” 
 
“Meesha, the test was run three times - twice by myself, just to be sure.” 
 
I felt so lost, so confused, and so very hopeless. My life was only just beginning. I wanted to see more. I wanted to do more. I wanted more time with my family. At twenty-one years old, I was six months pregnant with my third child. My husband and I had already been blessed with two beautiful daughters, but this would be our first son. We’d been married for three years now, and we were genuinely happy. For the first time in our marriage, we were looking forward to the future. Now, the doctor who only a few short years ago gave me the best news of my life was also giving me the worst. It all felt so final. I never thought for one second that I wouldn’t be around for my daughter’s weddings or the births of their children. What were they going to do without me, without their mother? They only got one - and I was it. It didn’t matter if I had one more year or another ten...it wasn’t enough. 
 

After taking almost two hours to accept my status - and another two discussing my treatment options with Dr. Benson - I somehow managed to drag myself down to the underground parking garage and hurl my emotionally drained body into my vehicle. As I sat in my brand new, gleaming silver Range Rover, everything felt so surreal. A few weeks ago, she was all I wanted. I was so happy the day I got to pick her out. My husband had ordered every single option and luxury available – but now none of the luxury that surrounded me meant a damn thing. 
 
“What am I gonna do?!!” I screamed and cried as I pounded both my fists on the steering wheel. “What the FUCK am I gonna do?!!” 
 
I looked up into my rearview mirror, and for the first time in my life I didn’t recognize the woman staring back at me. Who was this person? Wfiris pershat had I become? Why did I let him and his crazy love destroy me? There were so many questions - but not nearly enough answers. My mind quickly drifted back to my children; I wondered who would be there for them. Who would teach my girls to be ladies? Who would show them how to respect themselves and their bodies? And who would prepare them for all the heartbreaks and disappointments they’d certainly face as Black women? I then began to think of the child still growing inside of me. If I were sick, would he be born sick, too? What would become of my son? Was he doomed to follow the same path his father did when he lost his mother at a young age? I loved my husband with all my heart, but I did not want his life for our children. They were supposed to have it better than we did growing up; we were supposed to make it better for them. I couldn’t put my finger on exactly where we went wrong, but I knew that we’d failed them just the same - and admitting that was painful. 
 
My tears began to fall harder than plump, juicy raindrops on a dim April morning in St. Louis. I couldn’t stop crying; it seemed like the more tears I wiped away, the more fell. Yes, it was true that I loved my husband with all my heart - but he was going to pay for what he did to me and our family. 
 
“Boss...” my diamond-covered hand gripped the key that was already in the ignition and turned it until my Range began to purr, “...yo bitch is on her way.”
 

 


Chapter 2
 

Boss
 

To understand a nigga like me, you first have to understand my past. I was born and raised in St. Louis, Missouri. It was home to the Cardinals, the Rams, the Arch, and - just like any other modern day city - it was also home to several rundown, crime-infested ghettos. The Cochran Housing Projects was one of the grittiest and grimiest parts of our up-and-coming town. It was full of hustlers, hoes, pimps, dopemen, and even its fair share of dopewomen. It also happened to be the place I called home. I earned my stripes there. Me and my niggas did so much dirt up in the halls of that muthafucka that to this day I’m still shocked that we ever made it out. Shit was that deep. If I wasn’t eatin’, smokin’, or fuckin’, I was slangin’ dope. It wasn’t what I envisioned myself growing up and becoming back when I was just a little nigga, but dreams don’t always come true. I figured that shit out a long time ago. Dreams was for white boys living in big white houses with they rich white mamas and daddies. A nigga like me only dreamed when I was sleeping; the rest of the time, I held shit down. I had no other choice. 
 
I was raised by a d sraised single mother and abandoned by a deadbeat father who didn’t give a fuck about me one way or the other. My moms gave birth to her first child when she was only thirteen-years-old. She wasn’t old enough to get a legal gig with hourly pay and medical benefits, so she did what her own mother had done and turned to the world’s oldest profession: my mother was a prostitute. She was degraded and humiliated on a daily basis, but she endured it all for the well-being of her child. 
 
By the time she was fifteen, she was pregnant again - and by the time she was eighteen, she was the mother of four small children. We all had different daddies, but in the end it didn’t matter much. None of them stuck around. None of them even came to visit. 
 
I was the youngest and the only boy, and being raised by women made me a better man. I understood the things women had to go through to survive. I wasn’t no stupid nigga; Real bitches had my utmost respect - but fake-ass gold diggin’ bitches got no love. I could fuck them, but I couldn’t fuck with them. 
 
Single mothers were my Kryptonite; every time I saw one breaking her back to provide for her kids, that shit broke my heart. They reminded me of my own mother, who died when I was only eleven-years-old. Erika Clark was a strong-ass woman, but even she couldn’t deal with the pain and secrets that came along with her occupation. So one night, while my big sisters and I slept doubled up on two thin twin-size mattresses on the floor, she swallowed forty sleeping pills and went to bed as usual – but she never again regained consciousness. The next morning, I was the one who found my mother’s cold, lifeless body. If I live to be a hundred years old, I’ll never get that image out of my head; it fucked me up in ways I could never explain. The center of our family was gone...she left us...she had a choice, and she chose to leave us - how the fuck do you get over something like that? 
 
My oldest sister Monica was a soldier. Even though she was only sixteen when our mother committed suicide, she did what she had to do; she was forced to play the role of mother. She dropped out of high school her junior year and took a factory job making seven dollars an hour in order to provide for us. 
 
Shit was tough, to say the least. I turned to the streets and to my niggas for acceptance; instead, all I found was trouble. I became reckless, living every
day as if it were my last. I was so fucking arrogant that I dared God to test me, then laughed at Him when he didn’t. Selling dope came easy to me. I even started robbing niggas just for the rush. Bitches were lining up behind their cousins and best friends to get dicked d r get didown; I thought I was untouchable - but I was wrong.
 
 On the night of my fourteenth birthday, I was shot in the chest six times and left for dead - just like a dog in the middle of the street. Nobody ever told me how fucking hot slugs are when they’re ripping through your flesh. I thought I was going to die, but after three long, painful months in the hospital, I made a full recovery. The next week, I was right back on the block hustlin’; the streets were calling. When I found out just how much money I could make in the drug game full-time, I dropped out of school with the quickness. It was time for me to take some of the weight off my sister and start standing on my own two feet. Being a kid was over; I was the man of the family, and real men take care of theirs. 
 
Following in my mother’s footsteps, I was set to be a parent before I was even legally able to drive. Gina was just a chick from the hood I used to fuck from time to time. She was a ghetto treat at five-foot-three inches tall and one hundred thirty pounds of pure thickness. Her round hips and tree trunk thighs were the first things that caught my eye. When she turned around and I got a full view of that ass - a nigga was hooked. She didn’t have much in the chest area, but that fat ghetto booty more than made up for it; I was a sucker for an ass like that. Her caramel skin, light brown eyes, and shoulder-length reddish brown hair didn’t hurt either. I suspected she got pregnant on purpose, but it was too late to go back and strap on one of those Magnums I kept in my top nightstand drawer. 
 
We were both only fifteen-years-old and about to be parents, and our shorty was going to bond us for life - whether we liked it or not. Gina and I tried to live together. We got a small two-bedroom apartment, but that didn’t last long. I continued to fuck other chicks while Gina began demanding a commitment from me. Once she realized that shit wasn’t happening, she moved back in with her mother - but I stayed put; I’d gotten a taste of freedom, and I liked it. It felt good not to have to answer to anyone or live by their rules. I loved my big sisters, but if I wanted to sit on my couch butt-ass naked watching a porno and smoking a fat-ass blunt, that was my prerogative. I didn’t have to ask permission for a chick to spend the night, and I didn’t have to worry about making too much noise while we were fucking. That was the life: I was the king of my castle, and if anybody didn’t like it they could get the fuck out - my house, my rules. 
 
A month after I moved out, my oldest sister Monica was shot and killed in a convenience store robbery. She always said that her pack-a-day smoking habit was going to kill her, but she had no idea it would h/spa it woappen like that. Once again, I was heartbroken. First I lost my mother, then I lost my second mother. I started getting high more often. Smoking blunt after blunt was the only way to ease the pain; it didn’t make it go away completely, but it did dull it enough for me to get shit done. 
 
Even though I was the youngest, I took it upon myself to take care of my sisters. Monique was just a year older than me, and Michelle was just two older than her. They were both still in school, and that was where I wanted them to stay. They might not have liked the life I was living, but it kept a roof over their heads, clothes on their backs, and food in their stomachs; nothing else mattered to me. I did the dirt so they wouldn’t have to. They didn’t have to like it, but they were damn sure going to respect it. 
 

 


Chapter 3
 


Gina gave birth to our son one cold-ass morning in the middle of October. He was stillborn. Death wasn’t through with me yet; that wild nigga had infected my world and was slowly ripping away everybody I had love for. I felt like I was starting to lose my damn mind. I missed my mother, and I missed my big sister more. I had nightmares about my family and son almost every single night; sleep grew almost as painful as real life. I couldn’t forget, so I got high. When my high started to come down, I’d get high again. I went from woman to woman, fucking anything with a fat ass and a pulse. Sex was just another drug to me. When I was inside a bitch, I didn’t have to think; all I had to do was feel - and nothing felt as good as pussy. 
 
While I was trying my best to run through every bitch in St. Louis, Gina got pregnant by another nigga - and nine months later, she gave birth to his son. As soon as li’l man arrived, her babydaddy got gone; that bitch stayed choosing the wrong niggas. I felt bad for her, so I hooked her and her shorty up with a crib, a car seat, some clothes, and some cash to get whatever else they needed. Gina cried her pretty little eyes out while thanking me over and over again, like I’d just given her the keys to the kingdom. The truth was that I really didn’t do it for her - I did it for li’l man; just because his father wasn’t man enough to take care of his responsibilities didn’t mean that he wasn’t worth somebody caring about. My deadbeat-ass father didn’t care about me, but I promised myself that whenever I had a shorty I’d be there, that I’d take care of them, provide for them, and – most importantly – I’d know them. Muthafuckas could say what they wanted to say about Boss - but they can>> but tould never say a nigga wasn’t loyal. 
 
Li’l Man was only three weeks old when Gina’s moms kicked them both out of her house; she had three little kids of her own to take care of and had warned Gina a long time ago that she wouldn’t be raising no grandbabies. The woman might have been cruel, but she wasn’t no bullshitter. She gave Gina twenty-four hours to find somewhere else to stay – and it wasn’t long before my cell started blowing up. At first I said no, absolutely not, but that bitch knew how to play dirty. She was probably pinching the shit out of li’l man ‘cause as soon as I turned her down he started screaming at the top of his lungs. Dirty bitch. She hit me right where it hurt. Fifteen minutes later, I was out in the middle of a fucking rainstorm, driving halfway across town to pick up a hoe I used to fuck and her baby by another nigga. If I didn’t know myself better, I would have sworn that I was some sucka-ass nigga. 
 
The way that bitch smiled when she climbed into my warm truck made me want to grab her ass up by the throat. 
 
“Thanks Boss,” she whispered in the little cartoon voice she only used when she was trying to come off all sweet and innocent. “I really appreciate this.”
 
“This ain’t no free ride, Gina.” I shut her and her ‘little good girl’ act down instantly. “You wanna stay at my place, you gonna have to live by my rules.” 
 
“I understand.” 
 
“Do you?” My anger spilled out of my mouth and spread through the air like an epidemic. I wasn’t in the mood to play her little games. I’d fucked with Gina long enough to know how she got down; she craved drama, while a nigga like me was certified drama-free. 
 
 “Boss, I’ll do anything you want me to do. I’ll cook. I’ll clean. I’ll take good care of you and the baby.” 
 
The tears welling up in her eyes weren’t as effective as she would have liked them to be. That shit didn’t work on me anymore; if she wanted me to believe that she could hold shit down like a real bitch, she was going to have to stop talking about it and start being about it. 
 
“We’ll see,” I replied back in a tone
dripping with sarcasm. “One chance, Gina; that’s all I’m givin’ yo ass.”
 
My warning was stern, but I didn’t want there to be any confusion on her part; we weren’t a couple. I was concerned for her son, but he wasn’t mine. I had known way too many niggas that got trapped in some shit they really didn’t want to be in - all because they had pity for some chick. Not me; I knew when to cash out. Me and Gina didn’t wohey didnrk for a reason. She wanted one thing out of life, and I wanted something altogether different. Once I was done, I was done for good. I didn’t see the need to play games. 
 
On the way back to my place, the rain started to fall twice as heavy, and trying to drive in that shit was a nightmare; I couldn’t see anything beyond the beam of my headlights. My truck had never been driven that slow before. Li’l man wasn’t in a car seat, so I didn’t want to take any chances. I used the extra time to strategize. My mind was overflowing with ideas. It was time for me to move up a notch or two. I was only sixteen-years-old, but in my eyes I was a man, a grown-ass man with bills and countless other responsibilities. Eventually, I wanted to be the most powerful nigga in the STL - and I was willing to do whatever it took to make it happen. 
 

 


Chapter 4 
 


The very next morning, I woke up to the fire-ass smell of hot buttermilk pancakes, cheese eggs, and thick-cut maple bacon still sizzling in the skillet. Gina had something to prove, but I really didn’t give a damn what her motivation was - my stomach was growling like a mad Pit bull. I rolled out of bed hungry as hell and headed straight for the kitchen. 
 
“Mornin’, Boss.” Gina looked over her shoulder just long enough to greet a nigga and toss him a sweet smile. “This bacon will be done in a minute.” 
 
I didn’t say anything at first. Gina never was a hard nut to crack; the bitch was as transparent as a roll of Scotch tape. Still, I sat down at my kitchen table and watched her while she worked. The long white T-shirt she was wearing barely blocked my view, and her ass was magnificent. I thought about fucking her again – but then I thought about all the bullshit that came along with that ass. My big head said it wasn’t worth it, but my little head screamed,
Nigga fuck that shit! She owe you. They both had their good points and their bad. Gina was a good fuck. Her body was built for it; that bitch had moves that could cast a spell on a nigga. You had to be careful when dealing with some shit like that. A bitch with some good pussy had the potential to be dangerous – and a bitch with some good pussy who knew her shit was fire could ruin a nigga and bring down an entire empire. 
 
“Here you go.” Gina smiled at me again as she put the plate of pancakes, bacon, and scrambled eggs down in front of me. “You want some orange juice?” She batted her naturally long eyelashes, then ran her hands through her thick, wavy hair. 
 
I wasn’t buying what she was selling. My eyes may have been focused on the hard nipples peeking out from underneath the thin cotton fabric draped over her body, but I could control myself. I wasn’t a fucking animal. 
 
“Yeah, I’ll take some OJ,” I answered her back, then gave my full attention to the feast before me. That was one thing I missed about living with my big sisters: they fed a nigga. Ever since I’d been living on my own, my breakfasts mostly consisted of Fruit Loops, Cap’n Crunch, or Cocoa Puffs. Half the time, I didn’t even have milk for the shit; I’d just stuff my hand in the box, grab up a handful, then hit the streets. I didn’t get paid to eat. If a dopefiend hit the block looking for a rock and I was nowhere to be found, they weren’t about to wait around; they were moving on to the next hustler. I couldn’t knock them. It was just how the game was played; always had been, and always would be. You either understood it or you suited up, put on a tie, and got a nine-to-five. 
 
“Go on and get that sack off my nightstand and roll me up a blunt,” I mumbled to Gina with a mouth full of some of the best pancakes a nigga had ever eaten. “Make it a fat one.”
 

“I got you.” She took her orders with respect, like a good little soldier. “I’ll be right back.” 
 

As she rushed off to complete her chore, my eyes once again locked in on her booty – and she must have known I was looking because her little fast ass started switching extra hard. If she didn’t care that she wasn’t wearing any panties, then neither did I. Gina was fine. She always had been. Her looks were never the issue - her self-esteem was. She didn’t have any. Not even a drop. Some niggas might have liked that shit, but I didn’t. I had to be with a bitch that looked the part as well as acted the part. A Boss nigga needs a Boss bitch. Even though it hurt like hell when our son was stillborn, a small part of me was relieved that I wouldn’t have to be tied to Gina for the rest of my life. Looking out for her was one thing, but I didn’t love her simple ass. I couldn’t...she didn’t even love herself. 
 
Five minutes after she disappeared into my room, Gina reappeared with a blunt the size of my thumb - and I was a nigga with some big-ass hands. She fired it up for me, then held it up to my lips while I took a few long puffs. All of a sudden, the pancakes were even more fire than before. I hit that shit again, and my orange juice seemed to get colder and more flavorful. I continued to smoke and eat for the next fifteen minutes. When I hit that first Newport, I was done for. All I really felt like doing was lounging around all day, smoking, and watching some of my favorite DVDs. I was full as a muthafucka, and being full always made me want to be lazy. Too bad lazy niggas don’t get paid; s>wollen stomach or not, it was time to hit the block. 
 
I was out on my grind, mindin’ my own damn business when she caught my eye. This chick was more than bad; she was absolute perfection. The last thing I needed in my life was another complication - but trying to tell that to my dick was impossible. He didn’t listen for shit. He tried to tell me that this one was something altogether different, maybe even special, but I wasn’t trying to hear his ass. He was a troublemaker. All I wanted to do was get paid, and all his horny ass wanted to do was get laid. There was no compromise. Once he got a taste, it was on; one bitch turned into two, and two multiplied into four. 
 
It was a known fact that I loved pussy. It was my second favorite thing - but money would always be number one. Sometimes I couldn’t even enjoy fucking because I’d be thinking about all the money I was missing. I had a savings account with a ten thousand dollar balance and safe in my apartment with just over eighteen grand, but it wasn’t enough...I was still hungry. 
 

 


Chapter 5 
 


“What’s yo name, Ma?” I asked the mysterious beauty as soon as I approached, dying to see if she was as fine close up as she was from a distance. 
 
“I’m Jasmine.” She smiled at me - and for the first time in my life, a stone-cold cynical nigga believed in love at first sight. “But everybody just calls me Jazz.”
 
Jasmine Hayes was as fine as they came. She was around five-foot-four with golden dewy skin, long, wild blue-black hair, and big, innocent dark brown doe eyes. She was petite but still curvy in all the right places, her good genes gave her an effortless flat stomach, and one hundred crunches every single morning gave it tone. It wasn’t overly muscular, but more feminine and sexy, in a hardcore kind of way. She liked structure. I could tell that already. She wasn’t lazy either; I’d never seen a lazy broad with a midsection like that. Her tight-fitting black T-shirt with an image of my all-time favorite rapper, Tupac Shakur, stopped right above her belly
button, and the piercing through her navel was adorned with a glowing green chronic leaf charm. She was proud of all her hard work and enjoyed showing it off. I wasn’t mad at her. 
 
“I’m Bo
-”
 
“I know who you are,” she interrupted me - and surprisingly enough, I didn’t even mind. “I’ve seen you around few times.”
 
Her voice was sultry in a young-girl he>girl-who-was-trying-to-appear-older-and-more-mature kind of way. I could tell she had game, and I wanted to play. The chemistry between us was instant – and it was the kind that usually only leads to trouble. We both knew to be cautious of one another; it was written all over her walk and initialed right next to my swag. I was either going to end up breaking her heart, or she was going to flip the script and end up breaking mine. Something told me to walk away, to just leave well enough alone - but I didn’t. I couldn’t. I had to know her. I had to have her. I had to be inside her at least one good time. 
 
“So when can I call you?” A nigga cut right to the chase. We both knew what was up. I thought she was fine, and it was obvious to me that she thought the same thing about yours truly. I wasn’t about to play the same games with her that I’d played with Gina. If she wanted to fuck with a nigga, all she had to do was say so. 
 
“Wheneva,” Jasmine answered my question back so nonchalantly, it was like she couldn’t have cared less. I don’t know why that turned me on, but it did. It let me know that she had other things on her mind besides talkin’ on the phone all night to some nigga she barely knew. I pictured her in an all pink bedroom, doing her homework, reading one of those trashy novels chicks love so much, or just lying back and relaxing with some Brandy, Monica, or Aaliyah playing in the background. She was just smooth like that; it didn’t even require any effort on her behalf. She was a boss bitch - and if I had it my way, she was going to be this Boss’s bitch. 
 
“I just don’t want yo folks to be trippin’ if I call too late,” I told her as I placed my hands above my forehead to shield my eyes from the bright, beaming sun. The weather in St. Louis was a trip. The day before, it was cool and raining - then today there was barely a breeze with a temperature of almost eighty degrees. It was crazy, but those of us who’d lived here all our lives were used to it. 
 
“My mom’s cool, and my dad’s in the army. He ain’t even in the country.” She waved it off like it was nothing. “But you know that new Ice Cube movie comes out tonight, right?” 
 
“Is that yo way of tellin’ me you wanna go out with me?” 
 
Without saying another word, she took a small red Betty Boop notebook out of her white leather bag – which had
“Coach” written across the front of it – and began to write down her phone number. Once she was finished, she kissed it, leaving her pink glittery lip
gloss print for me to remember her by, then tore the page out and handed it over to me. I liked her style. I liked everything about her. 
 
 me.1em">,” Jasmine said as she blushed, revealing two sexy-ass, deep set dimples on each of her cheeks. She then walked away, but not before turning back and tossing one last bit of information my way, “I’ll be ready at seven.”
 
As she continued to walk down the block, I got a good view of that ass in motion. I wanted her so bad, I could taste her. Whatever it took to get this one, I was determined to do. I knew she was going to make me work for it; she just gave off that vibe - but for some reason I didn’t care. I didn’t even feel stupid for not caring. My dick was right: this chick was special. She was bad. On a scale of one to ten, her face and her body were both tens, but there was more to her than that. There was something in her eyes. I didn’t know what just yet, but I was damn sure about to try my hardest to figure it out. She was like a riddle. Finding the answer was the hardest and most intriguing part of the process. 

 
True to my word, I called Jasmine later that evening. We talked for a while about nothing too important. All the typical questions were asked:
Where do you live? Where did you grow up? Do you have any brothers or sisters? What school you go to? All the shit you really don’t care about but ask anyway just to be polite. 
 
When I hung up the phone, I was actually excited – and that was a new one for me. I thought about li’l mama the entire time I was in the shower. I fantasized about what her body would look like once I peeled all her clothes away...if I wasn’t on my way to see her, I would have had
to stay in that bitch all day. 
 
I walked out of my bedroom fully dressed in a pair of brand new Nautica jeans and a brand new blood red Nautica button-down fresh from Macy’s. I threw on my black leather belt, my black leather Tims, and the brand new six hundred dollar black leather Nautica jacket that I’d been waiting to show off for just this kind of occasion. Once I sprayed on a little Cool Water cologne, I was good to go. 
 
Gina rolled her eyes when she saw just how good a nigga was looking, and I could see the jealousy cloudin’ up her mind. She was mad for no good reason at all. I didn’t flip out when she got pregnant by ol’ boy. Whatever we had was over, and she knew it just as well as I did. Some people just have a hard time letting go of what’s comfortable. 
 
“Don’t even think about bringin’ that hoe back here.” Gina had the nerve to give orders like she paid the rent up in that muthafucka. “I already know ya’ll fuckin’. You ain’t gotta throw it up in my face.”
 
“Excuse me, bitch?” My ego stopped me dead in my tracks. “This my muthafuckin’ house, and if you got
a problem - then you can get the fuck out.” The tone in my voice was cold, but my stare was even colder. I was not about to let my kindness be mistaken for weakness. “You got anything else to say?” I waited a few seconds, but Gina gave no response. “That’s what the fuck I thought.” 
 
When I walked out the door, I did so with a clear conscience. I didn’t owe Gina’s ass anything, but I’d come through for her when no one else would. I gave her and her son a place to stay; her own
mama wouldn’t even do that - and all the fuck I got in return was attitude. Let the bitch roll her eyes at the nigga who left her ass all alone with a baby on her hip, no job, no money, and no second thought. Fuck her ungrateful ass. I had my own life to live, and that was exactly where I was headed. 
 
 At around seven-twenty, I picked Jasmine up for our date. I’d never been on one of those before; usually when I was trying to fuck a chick, I’d just fire up - the weed did the rest. I didn’t have to spend any money. Most of the time, I barely even had to try. Now I found myself freshly dressed in my truck – which was clean and smelling good from the car wash – with a roll of cash in my pocket, prepared to spend every dollar. I laughed at myself a little. Who the fuck was this nigga, and what had he done with Boss?

 
Jasmine walked out of her house wearing a tight little red dress that fit her body like a glove. I didn’t know much about fashion, but I knew that dress was a winner. She looked so fuckin’ good in it, my mouth started to water. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t picture myself stripping that dress off her. My dick told me to fuck the movie and drive to a motel instead, but I didn’t listen. I wanted to do it right this time. With Gina, we fucked first and got to know each other later; by the time we both realized that we really didn’t like one another, it was too late. My dick was just going to have to wait. 
 
Jasmine, or Jazz as she liked to be called, didn’t reveal too much about herself on the phone. She did say that she was an only child born to a white mother and a Black father. That seemed to be a hot button issue with her, so I didn’t press it. She would turn sixteen next month and had been attending Beaumont High School ever since her freshman year. She also said that she was a Pisces - the sign of the freak. I damn near had to beat my dick down just thinking about all the freaky things she could do to a nigga. She knew what she was doing. Jazz was the kind of chick that didn’t reveal anything by accident; she was a thinker. Her conversations were well thought out long before she ever picked up a phone – and that was sexy to me. It also proved to me that, unlike Gina, sh waan>’t afraid to use it. For the time being, that was all I needed to know. 
 
As soon as she got into my Navigator, she leaned over and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. Her perfume filled the entire truck with the scent of roses and some other girly shit I couldn't figure out. 
 
“You look nice,” Jazz said with a smile, putting those sexy-ass dimples on full display, “but then again, I knew you would.” She giggled as she closed the passenger side door, then proceeded to fasten her seatbelt. 
 
I tried to take my eyes off her, but I couldn’t. A nigga had it bad. She was the first good thing to walk into my life in a long-ass time. I felt at ease with her. It was as if I’d known her for years instead of just a few short hours. I tried to hold back, tried to resist - but I couldn’t. 
 
“Come here.” My hands went for my seatbelt before my brain had a chance to object. “I been wantin’ to do this all day.” 
 
When I kissed her, I felt like I was kissing the lips of the chick I was meant to be with. She made me feel so alive. The fog that I’d been walking around in for the last few years was suddenly lifted – and she felt it, too; I could feel her passion as she rubbed my back and caressed my neck. Every time I tried to use restraint and pull away, she’d use that passion to pull me back in. I knew it for certain then: that bitch was going to break my heart. 
 



 

 


Chapter 6
 


“Girl, where the fuck you been?!” Jasmine’s mother launched into her as soon as the rims on my truck stopped spinning. “I ought to beat yo li’l hot ass!” 
 
“Mama,” Jazz began to whisper, “I told you I had a date tonight.” 
 
The embarrassment on her pretty face was just too much; I couldn’t even look at her. She was fighting like a champ to hold back the tears, but they were fighting her right back. 
 
“A date!” her mother shouted right into Jasmine's face, sending saliva flying all over the makeup job she told me it took her twenty minutes to perfect. “Did he pay you?” 
 
Her mother’s eyes traveled from Jasmine‘s face to mine, and the bitch started mean muggin’ me like she was another nigga and Jazz’s pussy belonged to her. I wanted to pop off at the mouth, and it was damn near killing me not to - an> but I kept my composure and didn’t say a word. I simply returned her stare like any real man would have. She looked me in the eyes, so it was mostly out of respect that I looked her back in hers. I thought back to a conversation between my mother and my oldest sister. Monica was complaining about how none of the boys in The Cochran would talk to her because they were all scared of our mama. Mama told Monica that the only reason they were scared was that they didn’t mean her any good. That wasn’t the case with me and Jazz; I meant her more
good than I ever meant any broad before her. I spent the entire night trying to prove that to Jazz, and I wasn’t about to fuck with all that progress. It took every bit of strength I had, but I didn’t get ignorant with her mother. I played it cool. Jazz, on the other hand, was having none of it. 
 
“Mama, please go in the house!” Jasmine finally let her voice be heard. “Please, mama?” 
 
Jazz wasn’t too proud to beg, but she was too embarrassed to cry. All the neighbors were out; the hood loves a free show. Not only was her mother drunk as hell, but she was also outside wearing a very sheer night gown with only a small pair of panties on underneath; there were titties everywhere. Her mother was a large woman but still very fine for her age. It was too bad she couldn’t see the beauty in herself the way Jazz could. While we were sitting in Applebee’s, waiting for our steaks to arrive, she went on and on about how much she loved and admired her mother. I couldn’t help wondering if she regretted telling me that or if she was just that good-hearted that it didn’t even matter. 
 
“The rent’s due next week, so if you fucked that nigga you betta get yo money,” her mother yelled at Jazz. For some reason, she was still mean muggin’ me. I wasn’t too cool with being called a ‘nigga’ by some drunk-ass white bitch, but that white bitch was Jazz’s mother. She was also sick; she was an alcoholic. 
 
During dinner, Jasmine also revealed to me that her father had just filed for divorce and was living overseas with an Asian woman who was now seven months pregnant with his child. She hadn’t seen him since she was nine years
old. The closest thing she had to communication with him was the Christmas cards he sent her every year with no return address. Her moms lost her job a few months ago because of her excessive drinking. Ever since then, they’d been living off Jasmine’s hustles; she learned a long time ago that her looks could get her just about anything she wanted. Niggas tricked off money, clothes, jewelry, and anything else of value they had just to get a piece of her; she figured
she might as well get something out of the deal. I couldn’t knock her hustle - but there was no way any chick of mine was goe d mine wing to be turning tricks. I was too young to save my mother, but Jazz was another story. 
 
“Mama, I know you hurtin’.” She took her mother’s hand and looked deep into her glassy eyes. “He hurt me, too, but we all we got...and...and if you don’t stop this...you’re gonna lose me, too.” Her voice broke with almost every word she spoke. When she finally stopped fighting them, the tears fell down her face hard and continuous. They even made their way down to her dress, leaving a wet stain pattern that almost looked like tiny footprints. I turned my head away in the opposite direction. I had to; that shit was killing me. 
 
I drove away from Jasmine’s home that night with a whole new understanding of her. Once again in the hood, a childhood was cut short. At only fifteen, Jazz had to provide not only for herself but for her mother as well – and the load was getting much too heavy for her to carry alone; she was about to break. A blind man could see that. The hard questions I asked myself on the drive home were: Am I willing to let that go down? Am I just going to walk away, or am I going to be the kind of man that my mother and big sister would be proud of?

 

 


Chapter 7
 


I walked into my apartment and damn near didn’t recognize the place. Gina had scented candles burning, slow jams playing on the stereo, the TV off, and li’l man was nowhere to be found. She’d cleaned every square inch of the place from top to bottom, and I could still smell the scents of bleach and Lysol lingering in the air - along with something else: my stomach turned flips when it got a whiff of fried
chicken, baked macaroni and cheese, greens, candied yams, corn bread, and peach cobbler for dessert. Fuck everything else; it was time to grub. 
 
I ate three big-ass plates before I finally had to stop myself; the shit was that good. I was starting to feel like a fat nigga. Gina could clown in the kitchen like nobody else. If she applied herself, that girl could have been a chef at one of those high-priced restaurants in the good part of town, but that was a big “if.” She liked kickin’ it too much to go to anybody’s school. I had tried to talk to her about it before, but she wasn’t trying to hear me. Later on, though, when I wanted to fuck - she heard a nigga loud and clear. I realized then that I couldn’t make her want better for herself. She was just fine with her life the way that it was, fucked all the way up. 
 
After a meal like that, all ’d never really had a girlfriend before, I really didn’t know how to handle the situation. Should I give her her space? Or was I supposed to comfort her? Talking on the phone really wasn’t my thing. If I had something to say, I liked to say it in person. 
 
Knock! Knock! Knock!
 
“Boss.” Gina stuck her head inside my bedroom door. “You wanna smoke this blunt with me?”
 
“That even a question?” I joked, then waved her in. “Where you get some green?” 
 
“From Kel,” she revealed, once again using her sweet little cartoon voice - which wasn’t fooling anybody. 
 
“You fuckin’ Kel now?”
 
She didn’t answer me, but her silence spoke volumes. All I could do was shake my head. Here she was living with me - a nigga with more green than anybody else on 21st
Street - and she was fucking a nigga like Kel for sacs. She didn’t know how to do shit, and unfortunately she couldn’t be taught. That was the difference between a chick like Gina and a chick like Jasmine: Gina was who she was, and that was all she was ever going to be; on the other hand, Jazz was who she was to - but she wanted more. I could work with a chick like that. 
 
Gina came over and sat down next to me on my bed. I watched her split the blunt, dump the insides out in the trash can, then replace them with the weed she’d gave up her body for. A part of me felt like I shouldn’t even smoke it with her; I felt guilty, like I was the nigga taking pussy for weed. That wasn’t my type of hustle. I never paid for water, and I never paid for pussy. It had a lot to do with my mother being a prostitute, but it also had a lot to do with how pitiful the shit was. Niggas who bargained for pussy were weak. I might have still been a teenager living in an apartment that was paid for with drug money, but I wasn’t weak. Life never even offered me that option. 
 
“Damn this some good shit,” Gina announced, having only hit the blunt twice and already half-blowed. “I felt so good, and so...so...so...you want a beer?” She lost her train of thought. 
 
“Yeah, Gina.” I cracked the fuck up laughing. “You always do that shit when we get blowed.” 
 
I took the blunt from her crazy ass and hit it hard. She was right: the shit was some fire. I made a mental note to get at that nigga Kel and find out who he got his work from. 
 
“Boss.” Gina stopped in the doorway and turned back around to face me. “I wanna make you happy.” 

My mind didn’t even have to wonder; I knew exactly what she meant. My eyes were chinky from the green, but they still worked. I watched her hips sway while she walked to me. She moved extra slow on purpose; it was like the opening scene of a good porno. Once she reached me, she fell down to her knees in front of me like I was king of the free world. I knew it was about to be fire. 
 
“I’m ‘bout to suck yo dick like it ain’t never been sucked before,” Gina bragged on her head and unbuckled my belt while looking me dead in the eyes. 
 
Once she pulled my dick out, it was all over. She sucked and slobbed on my knob like it was the last one left on earth. Her mouth was so warm, I could have built a home in that muthafucka. When she moved her tongue
around the head in a circular motion the exact same way her babydaddy had taught her to - any problems I had with that nigga flew right out the window. The girl was bad. For fifteen minutes, she worked me over, controlling me with nothing but her tongue. I couldn’t even front. By the time I grabbed a handful of her hair and exploded in her mouth, I was done for. After that fabulous head, I felt I owed it to her to break her off, so I dicked her down one good time, then smoked another blunt as she slept like a baby on the other side of my bed. That shit wasn’t supposed to happen. I cared about Gina, but only as a friend - and I knew if she continued to stay with me, she was going to end up gettin’ hurt. 
 

 


Chapter 8
 


Jasmine and I were together for almost a month before I finally let her come back to my apartment. I said it was because I didn’t want to rush her, but in reality it was more because I knew Gina's ass would clown. Fucking her almost every night didn’t make things transition any smoother. I was wrong for that, and I knew it - but when a bitch keeps throwing the pussy in my direction, eventually a nigga like me is gonna catch it. 
 
Jazz was a good girl; she was just a little lost and confused, just like the rest of us. She turned to sex to survive, then turned to drugs to get through the sex. She wasn’t into anything heavy; just a blunt here and there. Since weed was also my drug of choice, we got along just fine. I usually smoked somewhere between five and ten blunts a day. When I was blowed, I didn’t think about my mother committing suicide, about Monica’s still unsolved murder, or about my son being stillborn. And if I got high enough, I forgot all about my other two sisters, who were both now living with their boyfriends and hadn’t talked to my ass in months. There were no visits or phone calls. It was like all the things I did for Monique and Michelle didn’t even matter; they got what they could out of medidld out , then cut me off when something better came along. I wasn’t even mad at them; a nigga was just hurt. 
 

“Baby, I’ll be in yo room waitin’ on you,” Jasmine said, making sure to speak loud enough so
Gina could hear her. “Don’t take too long; you know I get lonely without you.” 
 
I couldn’t help but watch her walk away;
the view was spectacular – and all that ass in those jeans was mine. Her days of fucking weak niggas for cash were over. When she needed something, she came to me. It ain’t trickin’ if it’s your woman. 
 
“That bitch spendin’ the night?” Gina fucked up my good mood with her nasty-ass attitude. “’Cause if she is
-”
 
“First off, Gina, don’t be callin’ my gal a ‘bitch’
‘cause she ain’t did shit to you. Second, if you don’t like it, you know what you can do.” I laid the cards all out on the table. Being nice got you nowhere with Gina. I let her and her son stay with me rent-free, but she still wanted more. I fed them and kept li’l man in pampers and clothes, but even that wasn’t enough. I finally had somebody in my life that appreciated me, and I wasn’t about to fuck that up for Gina or anybody else. 
 
“Don’t’ worry; I’ll be outta yo way soon,” she threatened me as tears formed in her eyes. “Me and Li’l Mike gettin’ the fuck outta here next month.” 
 
“Then so be it, Gina.” I raised my arms in the air as if I were calling a truce. “My gal’s waitin’ on me.”
 
 “Fuck her! I’m supposed to be yo gal!”
 
That proved it: the bitch was delusional. I didn’t even stop to address her last comment; I just shook my head and continued on towards my bedroom door. I wasn’t forcing her to leave, but I also wasn’t asking her to stay. As long as li’l man had a roof over his head, then that was cool with me. I couldn’t live Gina’s life for her. I wished her the best, but it was time for both of us to move on. 
 
When I finally made it to my bedroom, Jasmine was lying on my bed butt-ass naked, smoking a fat blunt. My eyes slowly scanned her entire body from top to bottom; it was perfection. Even the hair on her pussy was neat and trim. I stepped inside the door and closed it shut behind me. 
 
“You like what you see?” my baby asked as she ran her manicured fingers across her beautiful breasts. “This the first time you’ve seen babu’ve me completely naked.” 
 
She didn’t have to remind me. My eyes were glued to her. She had my full, undivided attention. It wasn’t our first time fucking, but quickies in the backseat of my truck or in her bedroom at home while her mother slept in the next room just weren’t getting it. 
 
She hit the blunt one last time, then raised it in the air as an offering to me. I went and sat down on the bed right next to her and took it out of her delicate hand. I hit that shit hard while going over her curves with my eyes. Jazz had that kill. Her pussy was like crack; every time I fucked her, I thought about the next time. No bitch had ever had me that far gone. I knew it - and unfortunately for me, she knew it, too. 
 
“What you want me to do, Daddy?” She was trying to entice me, and it worked. My dick was already hard, and all she had to do was just lay there. Before I even had a chance to answer her question, she licked her middle finger so very seductively, then slowly slid it down her chest and stomach until it met her warm, wet pussy. She then spread her legs open wide and began to play with herself. She moaned and arched her back as she put pressure on her clit, and I kept on smoking while my dick kept on growing harder and harder with every second that passed. Finally, she looked up at me, then closed her eyes tight and pleasured herself the same way she did late at night when she was all alone in her bed.
 
“Uhm...” she purred. “Baby, I want you to come here and suck my titties. Pretty, pretty please?” 
 
How could I not when she asked so nicely? Fuck that blunt; I put it out in the small glass ashtray that I kept on my nightstand. Before I knew it, I was on top of Jazz - almost completely naked myself. Her body felt so good underneath mine. She was so soft, and she smelled so sweet. I pushed her breasts together and ran my tongue across her nipples. She shivered beneath me. The harder I licked, the more she gyrated. I wanted all of her. She had me gone in the head, and I wasn’t even trippin’. 
 
“Oh God, yes...yes, Boss, yes...” she squealed as my tongue made first contact with her pussy. Eating out was new to me, but her reaction made it obvious that a nigga was gifted at it. I licked her again and again, and with every stroke I got a little better. She was going crazy. Soon, my entire face was buried between her thighs. 
 
“Ooooh, Boss...ssssssss...uhm...that feels sooo good...” 
 
I loved watching her. She couldn't control herself – and iiv>/span>, too. My dick was brick just from pleasing her. I never even knew that shit was possible. 
 
“You ready for this dick?” I slid two fingers inside her while I continued to lick her pussy. “You ready, huh? You ready for this dick, Ma?” 
 
“Ooooh yes, baby...baby...I’m about to cum...” She grabbed a hold of my head and lost complete control over her body. 
 
The way she came was like art. She was still for a moment, and I took that time to go to the kitchen and get a drink of water. A nigga’s mouth was on drought; eating pussy made me thirsty. I couldn’t front, though - I liked it, and my baby liked it, too. We were both freaks that way. Every single time we fucked, we pushed it to the limit. She gave me her all, and I gave her mine. I couldn’t control my dick around Jazz any more than I could control my heart. It was a dangerous game for a nigga like me to play, but I didn’t have a choice: I was falling fast, and there was nothing I could do or use to stop myself. 
 

 


Chapter 9
 


Jasmine and I hadn’t even been together for two full months when we found out she was pregnant. We both knew it was coming; you don’t have sex all day, every day without using something and not get a baby out of the deal. As soon as Gina moved out, Jazz moved in. Her mother made us both promise that she was going to stay in school even after she had the baby. We did. When I made that promise to her mother, it meant a lot to me. Nobody’s moms had ever made me give them my word before. At that point, I really didn’t care how Jazz felt about the arrangement. Her ass was staying in school until she got her diploma; the only way she was quitting was over my dead body – and even then she’d still have to get through her mother. That was my baby and all, but if it came down to her or her moms - I was putting my money on the old bird. 
 
Jasmine was my pride and joy. I was definitely guilty of spoiling her. She got any and everything she wanted. If she just had to have a new outfit, she got a new outfit - no matter how much it cost. Her shoes were never less than a few hundred dollars, and her purses were ridiculous. I laid down almost two grand on a Fendi bag that she just had to have for a class trip to the Arch. Who the hell can’t go to the St. Louis Arch without a Fendi bag? My baby, that’s who. I complained about the shit, but it really didn’t bother me. When she was happy, it made me happy; her smile lit up even my darkest days. Jasmine may have been the most beautiful thing I had ever laid eyes on, but her compassion and her kind heart made her flawless. She made me believe in humanity again. I planned on building my future around her and our child; they were the only things that really mattered to me. As long as I had them, I knew I was going to be okay. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind. 
 
That Friday night when I took Jasmine’s rotten ass to the mall to buy her a new outfit and new accessories to match, I ran right into an old acquaintance of mine. Ren was my nigga back in the day. From kindergarten on up, we were as thick as thieves. I was just a runt back then. Big niggas picked on me constantly, and I was too small to do anything about it. Ren was the only one that ever had my back. He was the biggest kid in the entire school. Nobody fucked with him - and as soon as he gave the word, nobody fucked with me again either. Ren was the brother I never had, the brother I always wanted. We lived in the same housing projects up until I was around twelve. At fifteen, Ren was a few years older me than me, but it didn’t matter. When his family got evicted that summer, they moved across the water to live with his grandmother in East St. Louis. They might as well have moved to Mexico; I lost touch with my boy, and once again I had to find my own way. 
 
“What up, my nigga?” Ren shouted out while he grabbed me up and pulled me into a masculine hug. “Fuck you been?”
 
“Me? Nigga, you the one who dropped off the face of the earth.” 
 
Seeing Ren took me back to the good old days. My family looked at him as just another branch on the tree, and vice versa. Every Sunday night, my moms made her famous southern fried pork chops, and Ren always made sure he had a seat at the table. Moms would make three extra chops for him, and he always cleaned his plate. 
 
“Who is this?” Ren questioned, turning his attention to Jasmine. 
 
My baby was looking fly, as always. The mall was full of people, but she stood out from the crowd. Men Black, white, red and yellow all broke their necks to get a better view, but I didn’t mind. They could look all the fuck they wanted; she was going home with me. 
 
“This my babymama, Jasmine,” I informed Ren as I put my hand around her waist and pulled her as close to me as humanly possible. “Jazz, this my boy, Ren. We grew up together,” I continued, introducing my past to my future.
 
“Hi.” Jasmine flashed him a quick polite smile, then turned her attention back to me. “Baby, I gotta use the bathroom,” she whispered in my ear so Ren wouldn’t hear. 
 
“Go ‘head. I’ll be there in a minute.”
 
Jazz kissed me on my cheek, then went on about her business. I watched her for a minute just to make sure she was cool. She hated when niggas tried to holla at her in my presence. I was always checking somebody over her fine ass. 
 
“Man, I was sorry to hear about yo moms,” Ren offered me his condolences. “She was good people.”
 
For the first time in a long while, my mother’s face flashed through my mind, and I was back to missing her, back to missing our family the way it used to be. Having Jasmine living with me took my mind off all that, but the moment she left my side I was vulnerable again. I knew Ren wasn’t purposefully trying to hurt me; he was just paying his respects - but bringing up my mother only brought up pain right along with it. It was still too soon, and I was still too raw. 
 
“Thanks, man.” I bowed my head and humbly accepted his gesture. “That means a lot.” 
 
“I wish I coulda made it to the service, but they had a nigga doin’ twelve months over some bullshit.” 
 
“You wouldn't have wanted to be there anyway.” A wave of sadness suddenly washed over me. “I didn’t even wanna be there. Then when Mon got killed
-”
 
“Monica got killed?” Ren’s face was right in step with his emotions. He was shocked, and it showed; my nigga was all torn up on the inside. Ever since he was little, Ren had always had a crush on Monica. He always told me he was going to wife her up when he got a little older. I found the shit to be hilarious, but Monica just thought it was annoying. Her baby brother’s friend wasn’t the man she saw herself marrying. My dude wasn’t even a man yet. Neither one of us were. 
 
“How yo moms doin’?” I redirected the conversation. My motives were tricky; I was tired of talking about my broken family, but I was also interested in hearing about Ren’s. They were a very important part of my childhood. His uncle Chauncey taught us how to roll our first blunt. His uncle Reggie showed us our first porno. His aunt Beverly showed us our first real live naked woman. Well, she didn’t really show us; we peaked through the bathroom door while she was taking a shower - but it still counted. I had wet dreams about that woman for years. 
 
“Moms still crazy as hell,” Ren laughed. “She ain’t changed a bit.”
 
I couldn’t help but laugh right along with him. Ren had the most ghetto fabulous mother in the entire world. She didn’t take shit from anybody. She was black as night and pushing three hundred pounds with bright red hair and gold fronts in her mouth. Mrs. Jones was tough, but she was a good mother. She loved her kids to death and didn't want them to get caught up in the everyday trappings of the hood. And just like my moms watched out for her son, Mrs. Jones always kept a watchful eye on me.
 
Ren and I exchanged numbers before splitting up and going our separate ways; I headed towards the women’s bathroom to meet up with Jazz while he headed towards Footlocker to check out the new Jordans. Some things never changed. My nigga always did love Js. We used to skip school and stand in line for hours whenever a news nenever  pair came out. The next day at school, we were like celebrities; everybody wanted to be down with us. That was just the beginning for me. That little taste of power made me crave it more. Over the years, I fed it just enough to keep it alive, but my time was coming. 21st Street was already mine...soon the entire north side of St. Louis would be as well. 
 

 


Chapter 10
 


The following Saturday night, I invited Ren over to my apartment to watch the Mike Tyson-Bruce Sheldon fight live from Las Vegas. The pay-per-view bill was gonna be almost double that month, but I couldn’t have cared less; there was no way I was missing that bout. 
 
My cousins Pee-Wee and Marco also blessed me with their presence. It had been a while since we all kicked it, but I planned on making up for that. I had plenty weed, plenty beer chillin' in the fridge, and plenty food for when we all came down with a serious case of the munchies. Earlier that morning, Jazz picked up two huge platters of hot wings from the grocery store. She then headed to Subway where a six-foot party sub was waiting under my last name. When my baby got home, she re-heated the wings in the oven, covering them first with an extra bottle of sauce - just the way her man liked. Once they were ready, she put them out on a table I didn’t even know we had, along with the sub and six big bowls of various chips and pretzels; that was all we needed. After Jazz made sure that we all had a cold drink in our hands, she grabbed her purse and the keys to my truck. 
 
“Bye, baby.” She bent down beside me and kissed me on my cheek. “Enjoy the fight.”
 

 “Bye.” I grabbed her and gave her a real kiss; if there was no tongue, then it just wasn’t our style. Jazz was kind of shy at first. She didn’t want our company to see us bring the heat; my baby was a lady in the light but a big-ass freak in the dark. After the surprise wore off, she kissed me back – and got my dick hard quicker than any chick ever had. When I told my niggas I’d be back, I knew they understood. A ten-minute quickie with Jazz was the fix I needed to hold me over until I saw her again, and I was positive she felt the same way; she couldn’t wipe that wide, sneaky grin off her perfect face. 
 

“Tell yo mama I said ‘hi,’” I reminded her with a pat on the ass while we walked from our bedroom door to the front door of the apartment. 
 
“I will,” she promised. “You know she lov"1eknow shes her some Boss.”
 
Jasmine’s mother was cool when she wasn’t drunk. It didn’t take me long to win her over. Once she saw how well I treated Jazz. it was a done deal. She confided in me that she wanted a better life for her daughter than the one she lived at home with her; in return, I confided in her that I wanted the same. Jazz deserved the best, and I was clawing my way up to try and give her that. She was my motivation. 
 
 “Man, you let yo gal go out the house like that?” Ren asked me in a very insinuating tone as soon as Jazz walked out the door. “You must be a bigga man than me...I don’t know if I could let mine out in a dress like that.”
 
“Nigga, that dress cost me six hundred dollas.” I tossed back the ice cold beer my baby picked up for me earlier and took a long swig. “She betta wear it somewhere.” 
 
“Feel me!” my cousin Pee-Wee agreed. 
 
Pee-Wee was a nickname that started out as a joke. He was only sixteen and was already six-foot-two and two-hundred-and-thirty pounds. He excelled at high-school football and was expected to get a full scholarship to play college ball. The future was looking good for my cuzz. I was proud of him. He promised to hook me up if he made it to the pros. It wasn’t at all necessary, but if got me tickets to a Super Bowl even once – he’d be my nigga for life. 
 
“But where she goin’ dressed like that?” Ren continued on with the shit. “Where she goin’ by herself that she need to be dressed like that?” He stood up and pulled a full box of Black and Milds from the pocket of his baggy Polo jeans. In the process, a thick roll of cash fell out onto the floor, and I remembered him well enough to know that it was no accident; he wanted everybody in that room to know he was getting’ paid. Ren always had been a flashy nigga. 
 
“She’s takin’ her mama to a play at the Fox,” I explained as I took the Black and Mild he was offering me from his hand. “After that, they goin’ across the street to The Steakhouse to eat.” 
 
I sat back down on the couch and scanned the room for an ashtray. My cousin Marco saw me and knew exactly what I was searching for. He looked around his legs, knowing he’d just used it to put out a roach. It took his high ass a few seconds longer than it should have, but he finally found it between two of the sofa cushions. 
 
“Good lookin’ out.” I offered my cousin a nod after he stood up and handed me the ashtray. “I appreciate you,” I joked as I started to feel my beer. Marco and Pee-Wee just laughed. Between the three of us, I’d always been the jokester. They brought it out in me; whenever I got around them, I felt at ease. It was comfortable and safe. Nobody fucked with you when you were with Pee-Wee. At five-foot-eight, Marco might have been/spht have the smallest, but he wasn’t to be fucked with either; he was the wildest, the one nobody could calm down once some shit popped off. He was probably also the most dangerous. That was good for us - but bad for anybody that had beef with us. 
 
“I’m just sayin’,” Ren pressed on, “she fine as hell - and nigga, you know just like I do that the more fine a chick is, the more scandalous she is.” 
 
“My baby ain’t like that,” I defended Jasmine. “You don’t know her.”
 
I never would have admitted it to any of them, but for a minute I ran with Ren’s theory. Maybe things with Jazz were too good to be true. I knew how she got down before we got together; she never even tried to hide it from me. I also knew how much she hated her old life - at least, that’s what she told me. 
 
The fight was over almost as fast as it began. If you blinked, you probably would have missed the whole thing. Tyson was declared the winner after only one hundred and nine seconds in the ring. 
 
“Man, I can’t believe I paid for this shit,” I complained. “I straight got swindled.” 
 
“That nigga Tyson a fuckin’ monsta!” Marco declared, making some pose that made him look more like The Incredible Hulk than it did Tyson. “Could you imagine gettin’ in the ring with him?” 
 
“Fuck nauh.” I shook my head at the thought. “Shit, he'd have to catch me first.”
 
Since the fight was over, I switched the channel to BET. They were playing the same videos as earlier, but nobody cared; all four of us were high as kites, so we were easy to entertain. The barely-dressed, dirty dancing video chicks did the trick. I reached for my half-empty box of Garcia Vegas, getting ready to roll another blunt – when I caught myself looking over at my cell, wondering why Jazz hadn’t called. 
 
“So what happened with you and Gina?” Ren asked, even though I had a suspicion he already knew the answer. He was just as close to Gina’s family as he was to mine, maybe even closer. There was no way he was back and hadn’t seen or heard about at least one of them. They covered an entire floor of the projects,
and they loved to talk - especially about somebody else’s business. 
 
“Ain’t nobody thinkin’ bout that rat,” Marco answered the question for me. 
 
He, too, had fucked Gina - along with Pee-Wee and half the other niggas in the hood. At nineteen,-/span>, he hit the block and earned the money to pay for them. Without a scholarship, he didn’t have many options. 
 
I hushed the entire room as a reporter interrupted with breaking news: 2-Pac had been shot. We all fell silent. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The reporter went on to say that Pac was shot four times coming from the same fight we’d just been watching. The mood in the room was somber. For us, the day Pac got shot was like the day JFK got shot for white folks: everybody remembered where they were and what they were doing. 
 
“Well, fellas,” Ren said, standing to his feet. “I'd love to stay here and kick it with my niggas a li’l longer, but I got this li’l fine-ass bitch ova on Nineteenth waitin’ to get dicked down,” he bragged. “I’ll holla at you lata, man.”
 
He gave me a strong pat on the back, then swiped his car keys off the coffee table and headed for the door. 
 

I didn’t even respond. I couldn’t; there was too much on my mind. Jazz was out driving my truck, wearing a dress I paid for - and I didn’t even know for sure who she was with. On top of all that, my favorite rapper gets shot. I know I didn’t know Pac personally, but his music was a part of me. He was the only person alive that I felt got my pain. His lyrics mirrored my life. “So Many Tears” was my anthem. I lived that shit; every single line described either my past or my present. There was even a reference to my situation with Jazz. I hated thinking about her that way, but I was too high to help it. The girl was too damn fine for her own good - how was I supposed to trust her alone? It was all good when I was there to keep my eye on her, but I had no clue how she acted when I wasn’t around. Maybe the old saying was true: maybe you couldn’t turn a hoe into a housewife. 
 

“Boss, I know you love that girl like a muthafucka - but just be careful,” Marco began to
feed my paranoia even further. “Listen to yo big cuzz; yo man Ren’s crooked, and yo girl might be, too.” He said what he had to say and didn’t speak another word on the subject for the entire time he was there. Marco wasn’t the type to preach; he was just looking out for his little cousin. We’d all been through a lot, but he knew I was never the same after my mother committed suicide. I wouldn’t let myself be close to anyone anymore, not even Marco and Pee-Wee; that changed, though, in the few months I was with Jazz. Marco thought she was good for me; he just hoped her intentions were good as well. 
 

 Marco and Pee-Wee stayed around for another few hours. Once they were gone, I was left alone with a mess to clean up and all kinds of crazy thoughts running around in my head. The weed usually calmed me down, but in that moment it was having the opposite effect. I couldn't stop imagining Jasmine with Ren. I pictured his hands all over her body, the same body I held every night, the one I made love to every morning. Making love was another new one for me. I got pissed at myself for letting that bitch turn me out. She made me fall in love with her scandalous ass, but I couldn’t even be mad at her; I knew what she was when I started fucking with her. That was my bad...the next time I’d know better. 
 

 


Chapter 11
 


“Boss, wake
up.” Jasmine’s voice brought me out of my sleep. “Baby, go get in the bed ‘fore you get a crook in yo neck.” 
 
I sat up on the couch and wiped the sleep from my heavy eyes. It was too late: I already had a crook in my neck; it was stiff as a board
thanks to the beer and the pint of Hennessy I cracked opened while I was waiting for Jazz to bring her ass home. 
 
“Where you been?” My voice didn’t even sound like mine; it belonged to some other nigga, one that didn’t trust anybody - especially not a bitch. 
 
“At my mom’s. We get along a whole lot betta now that we don’t live together.” She sat down on the couch right next to me. “Baby, guess what?” 
 
“What?” I really didn’t want to play her game, but I wanted to keep her talking. That was her weakness; she ran her mouth too damn much. Most chicks did. I knew that if I let her keep talking, she’d eventually talk herself into some trouble. All I had to do was sit back and listen. 
 
“My mama got a job. She gonna be workin’ in a bank as a teller.” She began to let her motor mouth run. “She starts Monday. She even started back goin’ to AA. I think she’s for real this time. I mean, even if
-”
 
“Where else you been?” I cut her off. I had to. Good for her moms and all, but at that moment I didn’t give a fuck. I wanted to know what she wasn’t telling me; all the other bullshit could wait. 
 
“We went to the play - which was hilarious by the way - to The Steakhouse, and then we went back to her house for a while.” She smiled. “And just talked. I can't even remember the last time I saw her so happy. It was nice.” 
 
She could put those dimples away; they weren’t working on me anymore. I knew she was guilty of something - I just didn’t know what. 
 
“Jazz, just tell me where the fuck you really been,” I told her flat out. “Who you fuckin’?” 
 
 “What?” She kicked off her heels and rose to her feet. “What did you just ask me?”
 
“Jasmine, I swear to God if I find out
-”
 
“Find out what?!” she yelled so loud, I wanted to smack the taste out of her mouth. “You got something to ask me, then why don’t you just be a man and ask.”
 
To make shit fair, I rose to my feet as well. She wasn’t about to keep talking over me like I was a little kid. Fuck that shit. She wanted war - but little did she know, I’d been plotting my attack all night. 
 
 “You fuckin’ somebody else, Jazz?” 
 
“Nigga, I can’t even believe you.” She squeezed out two tears for dramatic effect. “Are you serious?” Her hands reached out for me, but I pushed them away. “Malcolm, I’m carryin' yo child.” 
 
She only called me Malcolm when she wanted something. Not this time. I was done being her sucker; let the next nigga keep her in Fendi purses and Gucci heels. 
 
“I think you should go back and stay with yo moms.” That was the last thing I said to her that entire night. My mind was fucked up. If we would have kept on arguing, I would have ended up hurting her ass. I never wanted to be the type of nigga that put his hands on a female, so I walked away. I went into my bedroom and slammed the door shut behind me. 
 
I couldn’t sleep that night; Jasmine’s cries wouldn’t let me. They went on and on until finally around five that morning they just stopped; she’d cried herself to sleep. I lay alone in my big bed, coming down off my high, wondering what the hell happened. I knew I fucked up. I didn’t have any proof Jazz was cheating on me, but I ran with it anyway. I let that nigga Ren get inside my head when I saw the way he looked at Jazz. I knew he wanted to fuck her, and I let that nigga turn me against her anyway. I had to apologize to my baby. As soon as she woke up, I was going to tell her I was sorry and beg her to forgive me. All I had to do was wait. 
 

 I got a call on my cell early that morning from Gina. She was with some cats from New York who were only in town for a couple days and wanted to party while they were here. They were talking about spending some major dollars, so I hurried up and got dressed. Jazz was still asleep when I passed her on the couch. My plan was to drive to the hotel where they were staying, make that money, then get back home before Jazz even knew I was gone. That was the plan - but as I was starting to learn, shit rarely works out how you plan it. 
 
It took me damn near an hour to drive ow ur to dto the hotel, which was all the way out by the fucking airport. When I finally got there, they were acting all nervous and shit, so I got the hell out of there; I knew a setup when I smelled one. That dirty hoe Gina was probably trying to pay me back for what went down between the two of us, but I wasn’t taking the fall for that shit. I pushed my jacket back just enough so that every eye in the room could see the handle of my 9mm peeking out from my waistband. Nobody moved but me. I backed up slowly until I was out the door, and I kept moving the same way down the hall until I got to the elevators. I knew muthafuckas would try to take me out as long as I was in the game, but I wasn’t about to make it easy for them. 
 

As soon as I pulled up in front of the apartment, I got a bad feeling. I pulled out my gun and began to prepare myself for the worst. When I got to the front door, I put my key in - but it was already unlocked. I tried to ease it open quietly. If someone was inside, I wanted to catch them off guard; that was the only way for me to get the upper hand. The door wouldn’t move. I placed my shoulder up against it and pushed it gently. As soon as I got it open, I saw her: Jasmine was on the floor, lying in a puddle of her own blood. 
 
I fell to my knees. “Baby, what happened? Who the fuck did this to you?” I asked, trying desperately to wake her, but I got no response. “Come on, Jazz, wake up.” I put my head on her chest and listened for her heartbeat; she was out cold, but she was still alive. I looked down at her panties around her ankles and knew what time it was: there was blood everywhere; she’d been raped. 
 
I went clean off on the 911 dispatcher for asking me way too many stupid questions when my baby could have been dying. It didn’t take long for the ambulance to arrive. I sat in the back with Jazz and held her hand the entire ride. Once we got to the hospital, they rushed her into the ER, but they wouldn’t let me come. I had to sit in the waiting room all alone for two hours with nothing but my thoughts to keep me company. I was starting to think the worst when the doctor finally came out and told me I could see Jasmine. 
 
“Who did this to you?” I asked as soon as I laid eyes on her swollen, bruised and battered face. I couldn’t ever remember being that angry in my life. Somebody had to pay; I didn’t care who it was. Whoever beat and raped my pregnant girlfriend was about to experience pain like they never had before. 
 
“It was Ren.” Jazz managed to choke out those three words. “Ren raped me, Malcolm.” 
 
To say I was shocked would have been the understatement of the century. I knew something wasn't right with the nigga - but I never in a million years thought he would do something so vicious. We were supposed to be boys; that nigga was supposed to be my family. 
 
“I lost the baby,” Jasmine whimpered in-between cries. “They said there was nothin’ they could do.”
 
She was a mess, both inside and out. Her right eye was purple from blows delivered by his massive fists, and her left one was completely swollen shut. My eyes traveled down to the red handprint he left around her neck; I pictured that nigga choking her, and I wanted him dead. You don’t do that to a woman that’s loved and not lose your life - not on my block. 
 
I spent the entire day and night searching for Ren. Word on the streets was that he’d skipped town. If only I would have been smart enough to realize that nigga was gamming me to get at my girl. Not only did he rape her, he caused her to lose our baby. I’d never be able to forgive myself for not trusting Jasmine – and in my heart, I knew she’d never be able to forgive me either. 
 
When I made it back to the hospital, Jasmine’s mother and her new boyfriend were there. They all froze when I walked in the room. I was surprised to see Jazz up and out of bed, but it was a good surprise. Her bruises looked even worse than they did when I saw her earlier. 
 
She didn’t look happy to see me; none of them did. I knew what time it was. I also knew that the only person I had to blame was myself. 
 
“I wish you could have just trusted me,” Jasmine said, beginning to cry. “Why couldn’t you trust me?”
 
Her tears ripped my heart in two. She deserved an answer to her question, but I didn’t have one. I should have trusted her; she never gave me any reason not to. I kept her at arm’s length the same way I did everyone else - and look where that got us. Everything that was special about us became common. We weren’t the exception anymore; we were just another statistic. 
 
When Jasmine walked out that door, I knew it was really was over. I couldn’t change what happened to her. I couldn’t even make it better. All I could do was respect her decision and try my best not to make things harder on her than they already were. Jazz was my first love, and losing her was like losing a piece of myself. I felt like I didn’t have a future anymore. The one I wanted so bad, the one with my girl and our baby, was gone. I didn’t care if it took my entire life, I was going to track Ren down and make sure that mine was the last face he ever saw...I wasn’t a killer - but that nigga pushed me. 
 

 


Chapter 12
 


The next few years of my life were a blur; I bounced around from one chick to the next, never getting too close or too attached to any of them. There was Denise, Kelly, Yolanda, Olivia, Brianna, Jessica, a couple of Tasha’s, three Keisha’s, and a handful of strippers whose names I didn’t even bother to learn. There was no point. I never let thpannever lem stick around for too long. Once they served their purpose, it was time to go. Fuck spending the night. I wasn’t trying to repeat my past with Jazz. I wasn’t even trying to repeat the one I had with Gina. 
 
Instead of wasting my time and energy on shit that didn’t matter, I poured myself into my work. By the time I turned twenty-one, I was one of the biggest hustlers in the entire city. The only organization that was bigger than mine in St. Louis was The Black Mafia, which was run by two legendary old school gangsters: Hershey Aaron and Maurice “Big Moe” Darrin. They were my idols. I watched everything they did - and I especially kept my eye on Hershey’s daughter, Queen. 
 
Queen Aaron was striking. Her eyes were the brightest shade of turquoise found anywhere in the world. Shorty was more than fine. She was so physically perfect, it was frightening. She was also linked to a few made men. There was no getting close to her; very few were brave enough to even try. 
 
 My cousin Pee-Wee did get that scholarship to play college ball, and he was there for almost three years - when he tore up his knee during a big game. Because of that, he lost his scholarship and had to leave school. That’s when he decided he wanted to come work for me. I couldn’t turn the nigga down; he was family. 
 
Pee-Wee became my lieutenant. He watched my back from the time I got out of bed in the morning until I went to bed at night. I trusted him with my life and with my livelihood; almost every business decision went through him before it got to me. I even had him check out real estate agents when I decided it was time to invest in my first piece of land.
 
 I knew the five bedroom, seven bathroom mini mansion overlooking Lake St. Louis was going to be mine when Pee-Wee brought it to my attention. The pictures in the brochure didn’t do it justice; you had to see it in person to truly appreciate the craftsmanship. The attention to detail was incredible. The bad muthafucka cost me half a million dollars, but it was well worth it. My home was a reflection of me, and I had an image to uphold. My driveway looked like a luxury car dealership: I had the Lambo, the Benz, the Beamer, the Jag, and every model of Escalade they made, including the basic, the EXT, and the ESV. My life was good. 
 
Jasmine vowed never to let another nigga touch her, and for the last five years she’d been living her life as a lesbian. Her mother was killed a few months back in a horrific car accident. She was so fucked up after her dude left her for another woman that she started back drinking. The night of the accident, she was driving drunk in an ice storm and wrapped her car around a tree; she died instantly. I attended the funeral out of respect. Jazz was there with her live-in girlfriend. If you didn’t know Bootsie, you’d have thought she was a man - but you’d have been wrong. The chick wasn't much to look at, but she made Jas’she madmine happy. I respected her for that. 
 
Gina was now the mother of three small children - none of which were in her care. She had become her mother: addicted to crack and sucking dick to support her habit. She was a joke in the hood. Niggas clowned her, and hoes she used to call her friends turned their backs on her. It hurt my heart to see her like that; even though we went through some rough shit, I still had love for her. Whenever I was in the hood, I’d break her off with a rock or two simply because I didn’t want her out there selling herself, chasing that high. She always offered to give me some head in return, but I never let her. I couldn't. Her problems weren’t funny to me anymore...I guess I was growing up. 
 

 


Chapter 13
 


As we got dressed for our cousin Marco’s funeral, Pee-Wee and I both moved in silence. At only twenty-four years old, he fell for the wrong man’s wife and was shot twice in the chest with a sawed-off shotgun. I was devastated when I got the news; I’d always looked up to my big cuz. Whenever he gave me advice, I listened. Even when he told me to watch Ren and Jasmine, I took him seriously - I just didn't follow through the way I should have. Marco left behind four children, two boys and two little girls, and all of his kids had the same mother. Marco and Jayla met in junior high and started having babies soon after that. Jayla was the kind of girl that everybody liked, including me. I had the utmost respect for her. Not too many women would put up with Marco’s cheating and late nights out with the fellas, but Jayla hung in there like a soldier.
 
“Boss, I can’t take yo money.” Jayla tried to pass the large envelope full of cash that I’d placed in her hand back to me. “There has to be ten or fifteen thousand dollas in here.” 
 
“It’s twenty grand, and it’s for you and the kids. Marco was my cousin; that makes ya’ll my family - and I take care of my family.” 
 
“I don’t know how I’m gonna raise four kids by myself.” She threw her arms around me and squeezed tight. “What am I gonna do without him?” 
 
The church was empty except for me, Jayla, the kids, Pee-Wee, and my cousin’s body. Everybody else had long gone. All that remained were lost souls. We didn’t know how to move on. It was like being stuck inside a bad dream, one we were never waking up from. 
 
“Jayla, you know my number,” I said, finally allowing myself to squeeze her back. “If you need anything, I got you. My cousin loved you. I know he fucked up sometimes, but you were his heart.” I tried my damndest to hold bknost to hack my tears, but I lost the battle. It finally hit me: my nigga was gone, and he wasn’t coming back. Jayla continued to hold on to me as I cried for the cousin I lost. 
 
After the funeral, Pee-Wee and I headed up the block to Kitty's with the majority of the people who were at the service. Kitty’s was a local bar owned by one of the baddest bitches alive. Katrina Jacobs was twenty-eight years
old with the face of an angel and a body created to make grown men cry. She was a half-black, half-Dominican beauty born in the city of Santo Domingo. She moved to the United States with her family when she was just four years old. Over the years, they moved from Miami to Atlanta, then to Memphis, before eventually settling in St. Louis, which had been Kitty’s home for more than twenty years of her life. 
 
“Kitty, when you gon’ let me wife you up?” I toyed with the sexy vixen while she stood before me, refilling my shot glass with Patron. 
 
“I don’t know.” She put her free hand up on her bangin’ hips. “Maybe when you quit fuckin’ with all these other hoes and come at me like you got some sense.” 
 
Pee-Wee laughed so hard, he damn near fell off his barstool. My cousin knew I’d been wanting Kitty every since the first time I saw her. Her dark bronze skin and slinky black hair looked so good together. She was about five-foot-nine and somewhere around a hundred and sixty pounds. I studied her silhouette. She was thick as hell; just the way I liked. Her breasts sat perfect, and her round ass looked soft enough to bite. Everything about her drove me crazy – and it had been a while since I felt like that. 
 
“At least come over to my place tonight and have a glass of Moet with a nigga.” I came at her like I never came at any chick before. “I know you can appreciate a nice bottle of champagne.” 
 
“I prefer Cristal.” 
 
“I thought you might.”
 
She was hard to get, but she wasn’t playing. In the all the years I’d been coming to Kitty’s, I never once saw a nigga get so much as a cell number. She owned her own business, dressed to kill, drove a hot ride, and always looked her best. She was a Boss Bitch, and she belonged with a Boss Nigga. 
 
“I don’t close ‘til two,” she reminded me. “I ain’t goin’ nowhere ‘til then.” 
 

 And neither was I. I waited patiently for her for damn near six hours; for Kitty, I think I would have waited a lifetime. I recognized the hustler in her. She had enough workers there that night to cover her, so she could have left anytime she was ready - and I knew it. She just wanted to seeytianted t if I would actually sit there and wait all that time; it was a game I would have played myself. Kitty was in a whole other league than the broads I was used to bangin’. She had class and a bank account big enough to support that classy lifestyle without having to come up off of some nigga. It was time for me to step up my game. 
 

It was a quarter to three when we finally stepped out into the cool night air. I opened the passenger side door to my carbon black metallic BMW 750 Li, but she wasn’t having it. Kitty was the type of chick that had her own and liked showing it off. So, I did the gentlemanly thing and walked her to her ride. Her two-door Aston Martin coupe was killing the parking lot. Watching her slide behind the steering wheel in those tight curve-hugging jeans was torture to my dick. It was time to get up. 
 
We were both doing at least ninety on the highway. There was no traffic out at that time in the morning, so the highways flowed smooth all the way from the riverfront to the lake area. It didn't take long to make it back to my place. Kitty couldn’t believe my house, and it did my pride some good to finally have something that impressed her. That was my opening. 
 
As I began to give Kitty a tour of my kingdom, I popped a bottle of Cristal and handed her a glass. She went in and out of every room but one: my bedroom. I couldn’t even get her to step one foot inside the door. She was going to be a bigger challenge than I first thought. If I didn’t think she was worth it, I wouldn’t even have bothered - but I knew she was my Boss Bitch...all I had to do now was get her to realize it as well. 
 
After the tour, I poured us a second glass of champagne and led my guest to the dining room, where the Italian feast I’d ordered earlier that night was waiting. I knew the owner of Mariono’s well; I scratched his back, and he scratched mine. He never kept his kitchen open past eleven and rarely delivered his fine cuisine - but this was a personal favor. He owed me one; actually, he owed me a few - but if this went the way I saw it going, I’d be sure to invite him to our Boss wedding. A nigga was just that sprung; I hadn’t even gotten the pussy yet, and I was already trying to wife her up. 
 
“You do this for all yo women, Boss?” she tried to act like she wasn’t impressed, “or you gonna try and convince me that I’m special?”
 
I pulled out her chair and waited until she took a seat. She didn’t need me to tell her she was special; she already knew she was. She carried herself like she had royal blood running through her veins. It was the pedigree I wanted in my bloodline. She was the kind of woman I wanted to be the mother of my children. I was starting to think about shit like that. What good was all money, the big house, the cars, and all the other perks if you didn’t have anyone to share it with? usere it wNow that we were alone in my home, I had the chance to pick her brain and see if the vision I had for my future was anywhere close to the one she had for hers. 
 
I kept the dinner conversation light. We talked enough about ourselves to keep it interesting, but not too much that it got entirely too deep for a first date. It felt good to be in the company of an intelligent woman. Kitty had been places I’d only seen in magazines, and I listened like an adoring fan while she told me all about her adventures. She made me think about taking my own trips. 
 
After our three course meal, we took the conversation into the living room and let our tired bodies relax on my custom ordered caramel leather Natuzzi sectional sofa. Kitty looked good lounging in my usual spot, and I didn’t mind; I’d have let her sit on my lap if that’s what she wanted. 
 
Our third glass of champagne veered the conversation in another direction. I sat back and listened while Kitty told me everything I needed to know about her. She was married before (that much I already knew), but what happened and why she was now alone was still a mystery to me. I didn’t ask any questions; I just sat there with an open mind and paid attention while she told her story. 
 
“His name was Christoff." She smiled as she began to reminisce. “Everybody called him Chris. He hated that name, ‘Christoff.’” She looked at me and laughed at what was obviously an inside joke between her and her husband. “I met him when I was seventeen. My mother hated him,” she laughed again, “but then again, my mother hates everybody.” Suddenly, the look on her face went from one of joy to one of pain. “Anyway, Chris was twenty years older than me, but our birthdays were on the exact same day. When I turned eighteen, he turned thirty-eight.” 
 
“That’s why yo mama hated him,” I said, offering up my first comment on her history. “That’s a big age difference.” 
 
“Yeah,” she agreed with me. “She thought he was too old for me, and she was probably right - but I didn’t care. I fell so hard for him so fast.” Tears began to well up in her eyes. “He saw something in me that nobody else did. He believed in me. He supported my ideas,” she said, wiping away the tears as quickly as they fell, “no matter how silly they were.” 
 

 For the first time since I’d known her, I saw the real Katrina. ‘Kitty’ was her front; she took her out and used her when somebody tried to get too close. It was the same exact way I used ‘Boss.’ He and Kitty were a perfect match; they were both coss.were bold and withdrawn. Katrina and Malcolm were different, though. They wanted more. I knew if I wanted something like I’d never had before, I was going to have to do something I’d never done. It wouldn’t be easy, though, to convince her that I was the nigga for her - not the way Christoff had her spoiled. 
 

“We got married when I was nineteen,” she continued. “Two years later, he was gone.” 
 

“How?”
 

“A brain tumor.” 
 

When I felt she needed comforting, I took her hand in mine. The moment was perfect, and I could have made my move - but something stopped me. It was respect. I didn’t want to take advantage of her; she deserved better than that. If somebody was going to decide to take things a step further, I thought it should be her - and I was shocked when she actually did. 
 

Kitty ran her hand up the back of my neck, then behind my head, then she slowly pulled me closer to her. Her lips felt like butter melting into mine; she had the softest mouth I’d ever had the pleasure of kissing. I leaned back and braced my body weight on the arm of the couch, pulling her back with me. She then climbed on and straddled my body. My dick was rock hard; her kiss was hypnotizing, and it didn’t take her long to pull me in. She was so passionate and emotional, two things that make a woman an incredible lover. There was so much heat between the two of us, I thought we were going to explode. 
 
“Uhmmmmmm...” she moaned like a virgin when I finally pushed my dick inside her, “...go slow.” Her moans encased her request like two heavy, supportive bookends. 
 
I was prepared to fuck her any
way she wanted me to; if she liked it slow, then Boss was going to give it to her nice and slow - but as soon as she wanted more, I was going to give it to her like a Boss Bitch. She could handle it; she was already doing a damn good job. 
 
Kitty began to roll her hips quicker and more deliberately. Soon, she was bouncing up and down on my dick like a professional porn star. I had never been fucked so good in my life. Girls were okay, but this grown woman pussy was the shit. If I’d known this all along, I would have been fucking older women way back in the day. 
 
The dick was just as good to her; I could tell by the look of ecstasy on her face. We were both good on our own - but together we were like firewo ec like frks: we lit up the entire sky. 
 
That morning, Kitty and I drank two entire bottles of Cristal. When that was gone, we moved on to something greener; she even made smoking weed look sexy. I had to fuck her again. That time, we took the party upstairs and went at it in my big comfortable-ass bed. She put me to sleep like a baby. When I woke up later on that morning, she was gone. For a moment, I thought I was trippin’ and had just imagined the entire thing; it seemed too damn good to be true. Women like that didn’t fall for niggas like me; it just didn’t happen. 
 
But then I saw them:
lying on top of my snow white satin sheets, I found her sexy little red lace panties - and knew I wasn’t trippin’. She was really there. 
 
A nigga was grinning from ear to ear. 
 

 


Chapter 14
 


 For the next three months, I pursued Kitty hard – but she had one excuse after another. Her life was complicated, and I understood that, but she could have squeezed a nigga in somewhere. I knew she had a business to run that swallowed up most of her time. What I didn’t realize, though, was that she also had a full life outside of the bar. She went to the gym faithfully every single morning of the week, come rain or shine. The bar closed at 2 a.m., and she usually didn’t get out until somewhere around three. Regardless, her gym schedule was always the same: in by 5 a.m., out by 7. Once she showered and made her way back to her condo, she only had time to fit in three hours of sleep, four if she was lucky. After that, she was in her home-office, running the small publishing business Christoff started before he died. The only day she really had to herself was Sunday, and she shared that day with the Lord: she went to church, read her bible, then spent an hour or two meditating at home. I could want her with everything I had inside of me, but if she didn’t have time for a nigga, then all I could do was let her be. 
 

 Friday night rolled around, and I needed something or someone to take my mind off Kitty. I was used to doing my own thing anyway. Life goes on, and if nobody else was there for me, my cousin Pee-Wee was. He called and let me know about a new spot that had just opened up in our old hood; that was all I needed to hear. Somebody told me a long time ago that the best way to get over one broad is to get under another one, and it was time to put that theory to the test. 
 
The Two One was a small lputas a smounge on the corner of 21st Street where people from the neighborhood went to unwind on the weekends. The vibe was laid back at first - but once me and my nigga Pee-Wee showed up, every gold digger in the place had their antennas up. They were wasting their time, though; Pee-Wee lived by the same rules I did: we didn’t pay for water, and we didn’t pay for pussy. We were just there to peep out the new place and see what was up with the old hood. I still had a few workers posted up around the way, but I rarely came through myself. 
 
“Hey, Boss.” Jayla seemed to appear out of nowhere. “How you been?”
 
“I’m good.” I opened my arms and welcomed her inside. “How you been?” 
 
I could tell instantly that something was wrong. When she hugged me, she clung to my chest for a while. It was times like that when I missed Marco the most. My cousin had his flaws, but he took care of his girl. She never walked around looking that lost when he was here. 
 
“Boss, can I talk to you for a minute?” She looked up at me with desperation in her big light brown eyes. “It’s kinda private.”
 

I threw Pee-Wee a nod towards the door; that was his signal to follow me outside. I led Jayla out to my ESV, and she didn’t hesitate to climb in. I walked around to the driver’s side while my lieutenant stood outside and watched my back. 
 
 “What’s up?” I gave Jayla my undivided attention. “What’s got you actin’ so ‘noid?” 
 

“I had an accident.”
 

 “What kind of accident?” I picked up the already rolled blunt I’d left in my ashtray earlier, knowing that I’d need to be high to get through this conversation. 
 
 “I ran into this white dude’s Mercedes, and I ain’t got no insurance. He say if I don’t pay him fifty grand by next Friday, he’s goin’ to the police.” She cracked the tinted window a bit to let in some fresh air. “You know I got a record; I can’t go to jail,” she whined. “Boss, I’ll do anything.” She reached over and put her hand on my dick.
 
 “Come on now.” I quickly pushed her hand away. “What you doin’?” 
 

 “You do somethin’ for me, and I’ll do somethin’ for you.”
 

Before I knew it, she had my dick out and was deep throating it the same way she used to do my cousin’s. I felt a little guilty at first, but the weed helped ease my conscience. If the shoe was on the other foot, Marco would have done the same thing – but that nigga was dead, and there was no sense in wasting some head that good. 
 
After Jayla took me where I needed to go, I agreed to take care of her little problem for her; I would have done it anyway, but she did give me an extra incentive. The next morning, I called the white dude - whose name was Kevin Ark - and scheduled a meeting with him for later that day. First I had a few runs to make, though. The bank's parking lot was busier than it usually was that time of day, and I was about to say “Fuck it” and back out of my parking space – but then I spotted her. 
 
“Long time no see,” I shouted in Kitty’s direction as I got out of my truck and began to walk towards her Aston Martin.
 

 “Hi.” She smiled and almost made me forget how upset I was with her sexy little ass. “How are you?” 
 

“How am I? That’s all the fuck you gotta say to me?" I was pissed - but I was also trying hard to cover up how happy I was to see her; she looked good,
real fucking good. 
 

She reached inside her coupe and got her jacket. The wind was whipping the shit out of her hair, but she didn’t seem to mind; she just moved it from one side to the other while putting on the brick-colored leather jacket over her beige sleeveless blouse. Her body looked amazing in the matching brick-colored leather skirt. 
 
“A nigga can’t win for losin’,” I said, throwing my hands up in the air in a metaphoric surrender. “You fuck a broad and don’t call her, you a dog; you call her, and this how you get treated.”
 
“Boss, you’re young, handsome, and could probably have any woman you want.”
 
“Obviously not - or I’d have you,” I told her, softening my demeanor just a little. “You judgin’ me and ain’t even givin’ me a chance to show you what I'm really about.”
 
“Alright.” She gave in quicker than I thought she would. “Pick me up at the bar in an hour.” 
 

 I smiled all the way back to my truck. Sixty minutes was more than enough time to handle my business and get back to Kitty’s bar. As bad as I wanted to be with her again, I would have moved mountains to make it happen. She could try and sneak all the tests by me she wanted to - I was planning on passing them all. 
 

 


Chapter 15
 


The Hilton Hotel was only five minutes away from my bank. It was also an open public place with lots of witnesses. I knew this wwas knew thite dude was crooked; unlike Jayla, I knew a scam when I heard one. There was no way his punk ass was taking me for fifty grand. I was only making an appearance to let him see that the mother of my cousin’s children had people looking out for her - people you didn’t want on your bad side. 
 
“Mr. Ark.” I approached the small, pathetic little man as soon as I entered the lobby. “Let’s get down to business. I don’t have much time.” 
 
When he stood up and attempted to shake my hand, I thought he had to be joking. We weren’t there for lunch; this muthafucka crossed a line, and somebody had to push him back. Since my cousin was dead and gone, that somebody would have to be me. 
 
“So do you enjoy strong armin’ all women - or is it just Black women?” I asked him point blank as I sat down in the plush brown leather chair pointed diagonally towards his. “You got a li’l dick, don’t you, Kevin?”
 
“I don’t need this shit.” He jumped up out of his seat like his ass was on fire - but I grabbed his arm so hard, his skin began to turn red. If he thought he could just walk away from me, he was mistaken. Bullies can dish that shit out, but they’re rarely able to take it. He didn’t have a choice this time. 
 
“Sit the fuck down ‘fore I lay yo bitch ass down.” My tone was just as firm as the grip I had on that coward’s arm. “I don’t give a fuck about all these people up in here. I’ll put a bullet in yo skull and be out the door ‘fore any of ‘em even notice.” 
 
He did as he was instructed and sat his ass back down. Once I was sure he knew what type of nigga he was dealing with, I let go of his scrawny little arm. I would kill for my fam. His life didn’t mean a damn thing to me; ending it wouldn’t have caused me to lose one wink of sleep. 
 
“I don’t ever wanna see you again. I don’t want anybody I know to see you again. And if I find out you’ve done somethin’ stupid like callin’ the cops, I’ll find you - and I'll kill you,” I promised him, meaning every single word I spoke. “If I hear that you so much as waved to Jayla, I’ll kill you, yo wife Nancy, yo daughters Kelly and Blair, and yo ugly ass li’l dog Pepper.” I laid it all out and let him know that I’d done my homework. “You’re outta yo league, boy. Now get the fuck outta my face.” 
 
He ran out of there like his life depended on it. Why weak niggas try to be hard baffled the shit out of me. Kevin Ark wasn’t an intimidating man. I would estimate his height at around five-foot-nine and his weight at barely one hundred and thirty pounds; I knew chicks bigger than that. I wasn’t impressed,an> nor was I the least bit frightened. 
 
I left the hotel and headed straight towards Kitty’s bar. When I got there, she was in the back going over some paperwork that would still be there the next day. She was about to get real busy real fast - me and my dick were going to make sure of that. 
 
As soon as I walked through the door, she put her pen down – and our eyes locked. There wasn’t a doubt about it: I wanted her, and she wanted me. I stood there and watched her as she began to unbutton her blouse, going from button to button until there were no more left. Her breasts were magnificent. I couldn’t hold back any longer; I rushed to her and lifted her body out of the chair and on to the desk. The journey inside of her was thrilling. She made me feel like a new man. It was better than any drug. I would have done anything to make that feeling last for life, but it wasn’t meant to be; some people only come into your life for a season – and they’re usually the ones who make the biggest impact. 
 

 


Chapter 16
 



 

 We spent that entire night in Kitty’s office. The next morning, she told me the real reason she’d pulled away from me:
she was sick. For the last four and a half years, she’d been battling breast cancer. It didn’t look good. I understood then why she didn’t tell me. Before I knew the truth, all I wanted to do was have sex with her; once I found out, I felt like I couldn’t even touch her. It wasn’t that I didn’t find her attractive anymore; she would always be the sexiest thing I ever laid eyes on. I just couldn’t bring myself to cause her any more discomfort. She took one look at me and sensed the change – and just like that, it was over. Kitty wanted nothing else to do with me. 
 

Nine months later, she was dead. 
 
Kitty’s funeral was like a glass of ice water in the face: it woke me up. I reminded myself how short life could be. Not even a year before, I was drinking Cristal with the beautiful woman now lying completely still in a casket. I felt like a punk for walking away from her. Somebody should have been with her. Somebody should have been holding her hand. I sat in that church and thought long and hard about my life. I wasn’t the man I wanted to be; I was nowhere close. 
 
I was fucked up for a long ass time. Days came and went without me talking to another human being; I didn’t feel like frontin’. Life had dealt me a fucked up hand, but I never once felt sorry for myself; instead, I dealt with blow after blow like the ghetto trained niggas to do. I didn’t cry. I didn’t even fall to my knees and ask God why. I just acceptedn>.ust acc the shit and kept going. All the people I lost along the way became nightmares that I pretended not to remember in the morning.
 
But Kitty’s death was different. She wasn’t a drug dealer or a prostitute; she was a good person whose only bad habit was having a few too many glasses of champagne. That was her big bad sin. She was perfect in every other way. If life didn’t play fair with a woman like her, then who the hell was I to expect anything more?

 

 


Chapter 17
 


21st Street looked the same way it did almost ten years ago. Dilapidated buildings stood gutted on the inside with gang tags and R.I.P. memorials covering their exteriors. My first apartment was even still standing. Back then, I thought I was living the life, but I’d come a long way: I went from The Cochran to the block and from the block to an expensive home on two acres of land. 
 
There was a li’l nigga sitting in front of the old apartment I used to call home. He looked to be about thirteen or fourteen years-old, and the expression on his face was cold and emotionless. I could relate; you had to be tough to survive in the hood. Kindness was mistaken for weakness - and weakness could get you killed. You had to be a soldier, watching your back at all times and trusting no one. Your best friend could turn on you in an instant. Even your girl could decide to trade you in for a nigga with more. Money, cars, clothes, and bling determined your worth as a human being. If you had no money, you got no respect. 
 
I wanted to tell that li’l nigga it would get better, but lies wouldn’t do him any good. The truth would catch up to him sooner or later – and judging by the look on his face, it already had. 
 
“What’s up, Boss?” An unfamiliar female voice begged for my attention. “What you doin’ on the block?”
 

 “I know you?”
I questioned her identity. “This a bad time to be playin’ games with a nigga.” 
 

 “It’s me,” she said with a smile, as if that was going to jog my memory. “Mercedes.” 
 

Gina’s youngest sister was all grown up. She looked a lot like her big sister - the old Gina, not the crackhead Gina. Their faces only slightly favored each other, but their bodies were eerily identical. I caught myself wondering if Mercedes could fuck likean>ld fuck Gina; it was hard to shake the thought with her wearing those skin-tight jeans. Her ass was begging for some attention, and a nigga like me was more than happy to oblige. 
 

 “What you been up to, girl?” I asked as if I really gave a damn. “You still in school?”
 
 “I’m startin’ St. Louis U in the fall.” 
 

“That’s something to be proud of.”
 
“Thank
you,” she giggled. The girl was just as gullible as Gina was at her age; all a nigga had to do was toss a compliment her way - and he was in. I wasn’t sure what her plans were for that evening, but they were about to change. 
 
“I can’t wait to move in the dorms. I need to put some distance between me and my family.” 
 

 “That bad?” I continued to pretend that I was interested in her family drama. 
 
 “I know you heard Gina’s cracked out now?”
 
 “Yeah, I know.” I was guilty of supplying her with some of that crack. My fucked up logic forced me to believe that her getting it from me was better than her sucking
some stranger’s dick for it. 
 
 “She gave birth to three beautiful kids, and she’s not a mother to any of them,” Mercedes went in on her sister again. “I don’t know what happened to her. When she was with you, she was a completely different person. She used to take such good care of herself.” 
 
 “Don’t none of us stay the same. We all change;
some of us for the better, and some for the worse.” 
 
 Gina wasn’t my favorite person on earth, but I wasn’t about to stand there and badmouth her. Life had already taken enough from her. 
 

I gave Mercedes my cell number and told her to call me if she needed anything. The ball was now in her court; if she wanted to get low one good time before she started college, she had my number. She was already curious; her eyes gave that much away. During our conversation, I kept catching her looking down at the bulge in my pants. She wanted to know how big my dick was and if I could really put it down the way her big sister had described - so I didn’t have to wait long; my cell rang before nightfall. 
 
I was in my home
gym lifting weights when Mercedes called, sweat covering my body from head to toe. I sent Pee-Wee to pick her up while I jumped in the shower. Once I was finished, I met li’l mama at my front door wearing nothinOnring no/span>g more than a pair of white silk Hugo Boss pajama bottoms. Chicks always told me how good the color white looked against my dark skin, so I used that shit to my advantage. Mercedes couldn't keep her eyes off a nigga. 
 
“Boss, I’ve had a crush on you ever since I was a li’l girl,” Mercedes confessed as she walked up on me and pressed her soft chest up against my rock-hard stomach. “I been dreamin’ about this moment for a long time.”
 
She wanted it just as much as I did - maybe even more – and it was my Boss duty to give her what she’d been daydreaming about. She was one of those fake ass good girls, the ones who act all quiet and shy in public. Those were the biggest freaks. They didn’t talk about what they could do to a nigga; they just took a nigga to bed and fucked the taste out of his mouth. I could vibe with a bitch like that. 
 

 “Boss, I wanna be yo freak.” She put her lips on my chest and started to suck and lick my skin. “I’ll do anything you want me to do, Daddy - and I do mean anything.”
 

She reached down my pants and licked her lips as she pulled out my rock-hard dick. I could tell this bitch was a live one. She didn’t play games. My front door was still open, and she was down on her knees with a mouthful of dick - sucking like her life depended on it. Shorty didn’t give a fuck. 
 

I let her suck me off for twenty minutes before I came in her mouth; she liked to swallow, so I gave her ass something to drink. I fucked her mouth the same way I used to fuck her sister’s; clearly, those head-giving skills ran in the family. When she got through sucking and slobbing, I was drained. I almost didn’t have the energy to fuck her, which meant she almost went to college without getting some of this Boss dick. 
 

 I woke up the next morning to the smell of pancakes, scrambled cheese eggs, and thick-cut maple bacon still sizzlin’ in the skillet. Suddenly, I had a case of déjà vu like a muthafucka; that was the exact same breakfast that Gina used to make me. 
 

I rolled out of bed, threw on a pair of boxers, and headed downstairs towards the kitchen. There, I saw Mercedes in all her glory:
she stood in front of the stainless steel stove that had never been used before, cooking breakfast for a nigga butt-ass naked. 
 
“You are by far my favorite chef,” I joked, never taking my eyes off her ass for a second. 
 
“Good
morning, Boss.pan>mornBoss.p She turned around and smiled at a nigga like last night she got the best dick-down of her life. “How many pancakes you want?” 
 

 I couldn’t even concentrate on her question; I was too busy concentrating on her titties and hairless pussy. There was no way she was leaving without getting fucked again; my dick wasn’t letting it go down like that. 
 
 “You betta turn that off.” 
 
 “Why?” she asked in a very playful manner, her eyes damn near burning a hole through my boxer shorts. 
 
 “Cause I’m ‘bout to fuck the shit outta you.” 
 
 “Uhm...I like the sound of that.” She turned around quickly and cut off the burner, giving me a good view of her bare ass. 
 

I walked up behind her and took one of her large breasts in each of my hands. She backed it up on me, pressing her
soft ass up against my hard dick. We had each other going. I ran my right hand down her smooth, flat stomach until my fingers found what they were looking for. I then played with her pussy for about thirty seconds before she came; that was Gina’s spot, too. 
 
I bent her over right there in my kitchen and shoved my dick inside her; she liked it rough, and I liked giving it to her that way. Her ass jiggled like Jello with every thrust. I was going to give her something to sit up at night and gossip about with her girlfriends at St. Louis U. 
 
We went on like that for damn near two hours. I kept busting off inside her, and she would just suck my dick off and get me right back on hard again. Her sex game was on point. 
 
I never did get to eat those pancakes, and I also never saw Mercedes again after our night together. She called a few times, but I dodged her. She had her story, but I didn’t have shit else for her. A few months later, she moved into the dorm - and I moved on to Kim. 
 

 


Chapter 18
 


Kim Jones was a twenty-three-year-old hair stylist with two kids and a husband at home. At that point in my life, I was in self-destruct mode - and Kim was just the right bitch to destruct with; she was wild, crazy, and down for whatever. I passed my free time with her mostly fucking and drinking. She didn’t get high, but she could drink any nigga under the table on any given day. Grey Goose was her poison, and she  drpan>, and the more she drank, the freakier she got. Kim fucked like a porn star and sucked dick like a Grade-A certified head doctor. I loved gettin’ head more than almost any nigga on the face of the earth. I didn’t really give a damn if a bitch could fuck or not - just as long as she could suck a mean dick.
 
Around this time, I started drinking a lot more than usual; basically, if I was awake, I was drunk. Getting through the day became a challenge, and getting through the night was damn near impossible. Even my nigga Pee-Wee couldn’t get through to me, but that didn’t stop him from trying. I just didn’t give a fuck anymore. Why care? I didn’t see the point. Every single person I let inside either left or betrayed me. 
 
My cousin was the only person I trusted. Pee-Wee was my lifeline. He kept my business running when I was too drunk to run it myself, and my workers never had the slightest clue anything was wrong. The money was never short; my cousin made sure of that. 
 
It was Friday night, which meant everybody in the hood was heading to the Two One to get fucked up; for me, though, it was just like the other six nights of the week. I stayed fucked up. If I didn’t, the memories would eat my ass alive. Remembering all the freak hoes I fucked throughout the years was one thing, but remembering the ones that left their footprints on my life was another. Jazz was the worst; every time I pictured her on that floor in a pool of her own blood with her panties down around her ankles, I reached for another shot. I didn’t commit the crime myself, but I might as well have given that backstabbing-ass nigga Ren the code to the alarm. Who needed a judge and jury? I found myself guilty, then proceeded to punish myself with the only sentence I saw fit: life. 
 
Five hours of drinking and smoking were starting to take their toll on me. Pee-Wee was busy with some thick-ass white chick at the time, so I made another stupid ass decision and OK’d myself to drive. I stumbled all the way to my truck, and by the time I got behind the wheel I was worn out. I couldn’t drive, and I also couldn’t remember the number of any cab companies. All of a sudden, a strange feeling came over me; it was the same one I got when Gina set me up to get robbed by them cats from New York. My instinct kicked in; something didn't feel right, so I reached in my glove box and grabbed my 9mm. 
 
“Surprise!” Kim popped up in my backseat - and almost got herself shot in the process. 
 
“Bitch, what the fuck is wrong with you?!” I roared at her like a furious lion. “You almost got yo dumb ass killed.” 
 
“I’m sorry, Boss. I just wanted to surprise you. I missed you. You ain’t been returnin’ my calls. I can’t stop thinkin’ ‘bout you, baby. Please don't be mad...?” she purred as she introduced her soft, warm tongue to my earlobe. 
 

 “Uhm...” I couldn’t help but moan, “don’t let that shit happen again.” 
 

That bitch knew how to persuade a nigga. Her tongue was all over my neck in seconds, and I just sat back and enjoyed the sensation; her lick was deadly. 
 

 “Come get this pussy, Boss,” Kim said, teasing me with her goodies. “This yo pussy, daddy.” She lied; that pussy belonged to the nigga that put that gold band on her finger - I was just sampling that ass. 
 
I turned around just in time to watch her untie the belt on her long black trench coat. Seduction was her weapon; she slid the coat open ever so smoothly and revealed her surprise: she was completely naked underneath. As my hungry eyes scanned the entire banquet of her body, a sly smile spread across my face; that bitch knew she had me then. My urge to fuck her was much stronger than my anger. She motioned with her finger for me to come to her. I hadn’t fucked in the backseat of a car since I was a li’l nigga; it was like taking a trip back in time. The shit was crazy exciting. I came up out of my bulky leather jacket with a quickness; the heat was already getting to me. When I started the truck, Pac’s “Me and My Girlfriend” bumped as I forced myself inside Kim. She felt so good; she always did. That was part of the problem: when a bitch made you feel that damn good, it was hard to leave her alone. Me and Kim were bad for each other. We both drank more when the other was around, and we also fucked raw - like she wasn’t even married. I don’t know how she planned on explaining a li’l dark-skinned baby to her yellow ass husband, but at the time I didn’t care about her or her husband...I didn’t even care about myself. 
 

 “I love you, Boss,” she professed in a drunken sexual haze. “Oooooh...this dick feels so good...I love you...I love you, Boss.” 
 

I had to kiss he; that wasn’t what we were all about. She didn’t love me anymore than I loved her - she was just trying to come up. My house was nicer than the two-bedroom apartment she and her kids lived in with her husband. Ol’ boy did his best, but sometimes that’s not enough - and for a woman like Kim, it never would be. 
 
 Outside, people walked all around the truck - not noticing a thing; the dark tinted windows on my EXT shielded our indiscretion. Inside, my dick was gliding smoothly in and out of her with ease. We were both so out of control, and there was nothing anybody could say to get through to either one of us. We lived to fuck and get drunk - nothing else mattered. 
 


I
fucked with Kim for almost a year, then it was time to end it when she started talking about leaving her husband for me; I never wanted that. After my whirlwind with her, I needed a break. I honestly thought I was through with women – but then I met Meesha. 
 

 


Chapter 19
 

Meesha
 

It was pouring down raining the day I met Boss. I should have heeded nature’s warning, but I was too young to know the path he was about to take me down - and honestly, I was too naïve to
care. I was only fifteen when he set his sights on me. To be fair, I looked more like I was twenty. There weren’t even any boys in my past. In no way was I ready for a man - especially not the hood legend known as Boss. 
 
That summer was some of the best and most carefree days of my young life. Boss started helping my family out instantly; my mother was even able to quit one of her two jobs and devote more time to me, my four little brothers, and my baby sister. At first, she was a little apprehensive about the age difference between me and Boss, but she soon grew to respect him when she saw the way he treated me. I got everything I wanted and so much more. I was just a girl from the hood; I didn’t know anything about Gucci or Fendi - but Boss put me up on game. He was my first love, and he soon became my entire world. 
 
I came from a single parent household where I had no supervision and dozens of responsibilities. As the oldest child, I had to keep the house in order when my mother wasn’t there - which ended up being the majority of the time. She worked two full-time jobs to pay all the bills and keep food on the table, so my little brothers and-tibrother my little sister looked to me for guidance and support. Anthony was thirteen, William was twelve, Omar was ten, Jared had just turned eight, and Angie was only five. She sometimes got confused and called me
“Mama.” I got her up in the morning, made her breakfast, then walked her to school. In the afternoon, I walked seventeen blocks from my high school to Angie's elementary school to pick her up. Once we made it home, I helped her with her homework, got her something to eat, gave her a bath, and put her to bed at night. The boys were older and more independent, but they still looked to me to feed them and occasionally help them with their homework. It was a lot - but just like my mother, I did what I had to do. 
 
Somehow in the middle of all that madness, I still managed to get perfect attendance and make the honor roll with a 4.0 GPA. I was proud of myself. I just didn’t know how my mother was going to manage once I went off to college. She was only thirty-two years-old, but most days she felt more like she was sixty-five. She started having babies when she was still a baby herself, and none of our fathers stuck
around long enough to help her carry the burden. She knew that she leaned on me a lot, but working hard was her only option. 
 
Boss changed all that the day he pulled up beside me in his Cadillac Escalade in the pouring rain. 
 
Damn, he fine...I thought to myself as I began to wonder who he was and what he wanted with me.
He had smooth dark chocolate skin with cocoa eyes and beautiful full lips. His long braids were fresh and tight, and his facial hair was perfectly trimmed and lined up. I was instantly infatuated. 
 
“You need a ride, Ma?” he asked with an anxious smile and sexy-ass voice.
 
I paused for a moment; what I knew I was supposed to do and what I wanted to do were two different things. I was freezing cold, and my throat was starting to get sore - but I knew better than to accept a ride from a stranger.
 
“Where you live at?” 
 
“21st and Breman,” I answered him without even thinking. “But first I gotta go pick my li’l sister up from school.” For some reason, I couldn’t stop myself from telling him things; in five minutes, he knew more about me than most of the kids I went to school with every
day. 
 
“Get in,” he said as he reached over and opened the passenger door so that I could climb inside. “I’ll give you a ride.”
 

My book bag was so heavy, I didn’t need much convincing. Besides, if he tried to pull something, there was always the blade I kept in my, iI kept  front jeans pocket. Against my better judgment and everything my mother had drilled in my head ever since I was a little girl, I got in his truck. 
 
“What’s yo name?”

 
“Meesha.” 
 
“I’m -”
 
“Boss,” I finished his sentence. “I know who you are. You used to live on 21st.”
 
“A long time ago.” He took his eyes off the road just long enough to glance my way for a second. “How old are you?”
 
“Sixteen,” I lied. “Almost sixteen.” 
 
“You look a lot older.” He glanced back over at me again. “A whole lot older.”
 
He was closer to my mother’s age than to mine, but I didn’t care; I knew instantly that there was going to be something between us, and I wanted it too bad to just let it go. It wasn’t about his truck, his money, or the diamond jewelry on his ears, neck, and wrists...there was something special about him...something my little young heart had never experienced before. 
 
“What school you go to?” 
 
“Gateway Institute of Technology.” I gave him the long version just to try and impress him. “I’ll be a junior next year.” 
 
“Goin’ to Gateway, you must be smart, huh?” 
 
“I guess so.” I smiled, feeling like I’d finally made an impression on him. I wanted him to remember me when I got out of that truck. I wanted him to remember me every day for as many days as it took. 
 
We got to Angie’s school ten times quicker than I usually got there on foot. I went inside to get her by myself, but I made sure to leave my book bag behind; he wasn’t about to leave before I found out more about him. That may have been it, and I might not have gotten another chance. 
 
“Boss, this is my li’l sister Angie,” I introduced him to one of the most important people in my life. “Angie, say hi to Boss.”
 
“Hi, Mr. Boss,” Angie greeted him in her sweet little five-year-old voice. “Thank
you for pickin’ me up in the rain.” She delivered her line perfectly, just as we’d rehearsed it on the way to the truck. 
 
“You’re welcome, li’l mama.” Boss warmed up to Angie instantly, then turned his attention back to me. “Make sure and put her seatbelt on.” 
 
“I will,” I assured him. “I always take good care of my li’l sister.” 

He simply nodded his head in approval - and I took that approval and ran with it. What I told him was true: I did always take good care of Angie, but I made sure to be extra patient with her in his presence. I helped her up into his truck, then fastened the seatbelt around her tiny little body. Once I was satisfied that she was safe and secure, I got back in front and fastened my own seatbelt. Sitting next to him in his truck made me feel something I’d never felt in my entire life: important; not just to my mom or my little brothers and Angie, but important to somebody that didn’t even know me. That feeling was worth more to me than all the money in the world - too bad it wouldn’t last much longer; there was nowhere left for him to take us but home. 
 
“Meesha, I’m hungry,” Angie whined from behind me. “We ain’t got no food at home but some bologna. What we gonna eat?”
 
I could have died from embarrassment. I didn’t want Boss to know that the only food we had in our house was a pound of bologna and a few packs of Ramen noodles. Suddenly, I didn’t feel so important next to him; I just felt insignificant. 
 
“What you want to eat, li’l mama?” Boss turned around in his seat and gave Angie his undivided attention. 
 
“I want a Happy Meal,” Angie damn near chanted. “Chicken nuggets.” 
 
I couldn’t blame her. I was tired of bologna myself, and some hot salty fries from Mickey D’s did sound good. Hell, a Big Mac sounded even better. I was glad that Boss’ stereo was loud enough that he couldn’t hear my stomach growl. Other than the Pop Tart my boy Derrick shared with me earlier that morning at school, I hadn’t eaten a thing all day. 
 
“That cool with you?” Boss turned to me and asked. “I could go for some chicken nuggets myself.” He smiled at me once again. 
 
I didn’t know how he was feeling, but for me it was pretty much love at first sight. I wanted to be his girl so bad - and I was willing to do just about anything to make it happen. 
 
“Let’s go.” I just sat back and smiled. 
 
Boss drove us downtown towards the nearest McDonald’s. It was only a five-minute drive, but I enjoyed every second of it. As long as I was sitting beside him, I was good. I couldn’t figure out what to think of Boss. Did he feel sorry for me? Was I just his latest charity case? A man like him couldn't be interested in a girl like me, could he? I didn’t have anything of any value to him. I was smart enough to know that he could have any chick he wanted, but I was also brave enough to hope that the chick he wanted was me. 
 
We stayed at McDonald’s for over an hour, just eating and talking. I couldn’t even finish my Big Mac; I was too busy trying to figure him out. Akine him ongie had a Happy Meal, an apple pie, and an ice cream sundae. She was good and full. As soon as we got back in the truck, she fell fast asleep.
 
“Thank
you.” I leaned in and showed my gratitude with a kiss. “Wow.” The word fell effortlessly out of my mouth. To my surprise, he kissed me back. My head was high up in the clouds. I was kissing Boss, and he was kissing me back. My first kiss was with my best friend Jason when were only ten years old – but that was back before he told me he was gay. This kiss was different; it made me feel brand new. 
 
 “You kiss all the boys like that?” Boss joked, and it was at that moment that I saw for the first time that he was feeling me, too. 
 
“No.” I tried my best not to blush, but I couldn’t help it. “Just you.”
 
I leaned back in and kissed him again. He made me feel safe and vulnerable all at the same time. I wanted to tell him all my secrets because I knew he’d keep them. All the bad things I’d heard about him were lies; they had to be. There was no way that this man who pulled me in out of the rain was capable of causing such pain. Other people just didn’t understand him - not like I could; not like I would. 
 
As we sat parked in front of my family’s apartment,
the rain started coming down harder and faster. Soon, we were sitting in the middle of one hell of a storm. It was so romantic; the rain sang background as his cologne mixed with my perfume, creating a sexy and unique aroma. Suddenly, though, the loud crashing thunder, followed by bright jolts of lightning, brought it all to an end - reeling me back into reality. 
 
“I better get her in the house,” I said, pointing to Angie, who was still sound asleep in the backseat. “She needs a bath, and she hasn’t even done her homework yet.”
 
“I’ll carry her in.” He took off his beautiful tan leather jacket and put it around me. “You get the food.” 
 
Not only did he treat me and Angie, but he also sent me home with enough burgers and fries for my four little brothers. Maybe he was too good to be true, but I didn’t care. I didn’t want anyone to tell me about Boss; I wanted to learn it all for myself. That cold rainy day, he showed me that somebody other than my family could care about me. That day, a man with no reason to let anybody in had let me in. That day, we connected on a level that went so far beyond our age difference...that day was just the beginning.
 

 


Chapter 20
 

ighlign="l
The next day, Boss was there waiting to drive me to Angie’s school. Before we picked her up, he told me he had a little surprise for me; well, it might have been little to him, but it was the biggest gift anybody had ever given me. Inside of a
slim, black velvet rectangular-shaped box was the most beautiful diamond bracelet that I ever laid eyes on. It was a full 10 carats of flawless princess cut diamonds in a glowing platinum setting. I was speechless. I didn’t understand what I did that was so special. I was nobody. Girls like me didn’t get gifts like that; we watched the blonde-haired, blue-eyed girls on TV get showered with jewels that sparkled like the stars in the far away night sky and dreamed that it would one day happen to us – but in the back of our minds, we knew it never would. When stars fell to earth, they didn’t land in the ghetto – that is, not until Boss. He was a superstar, and he landed right at my feet. 
 
“Come here and let me put it on you.” Boss took the velvet box from my hand and removed the bracelet. “I want you to wear this to always remind you of this day.” 
 
“I’ll never forget.” 
 
When he pushed up the sleeve of my pink
Walmart sweater and put the bracelet around my wrists, I felt like I was in the middle of a fairy tale. Two days ago, I was sitting in our apartment praying for something good to come into my life; now, he was here. 
 
“Meesha, I’m not a perfect man. I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my life, but I wanna make up for that now. With you.”
 
“Okay.” I had no idea what he was talking about, but I would have agreed to anything with that gorgeous bracelet on my wrist. 
 
 The next few days were like a dream for me. Boss picked me up every single day, we’d head to Angie’s school to pick her up, then he’d take us somewhere for dinner. On Wednesday we had pizza, Thursday it was Chinese, and Friday we were back at McDonald’s - Angie wanted another Happy Meal. That Saturday, my mother had the day off so I was free to spend the entire day with Boss. We went to the mall, where he treated me to a surprise shopping spree. He dropped three
hundred and eighty dollars at Lady Footlocker on three new pairs of Nikes for me, then we stopped at the nail salon, where he got my nails and toes done. Next, we went to Macy’s, where he counted out seventeen one hundred dollar bills like it was nothing. When it was all over, I had enough new clothes to last me an entire month. I felt like a queen. Boss was a perfect gentleman; he opened doors for me, he held my hand as we walked through the mall, and he even carried my bags for me.
 
We didn’t have fast food that night; instead, he took me to Landry’s Seafood House for a nice intimate dinner. It was my first time dining there. We sat out on the patio and watched the people go back and forth across the lake in their rented paddle boats. I was having such a good time, I began to wonder whose life I fell into and when they were going to come back and claim it. 
 

 


Chapter 21
 


By the time I turned sixteen, I was already head over heels in love. It didn’t matter to me what everybody else thought - Boss had my heart; if he wasn’t right for me, no one was. Nobody treated me better, and nobody made my life more meaningful. He said things to me that stopped me in mid-stride. I knew he loved me, too; he told me every single day. 
 
For my birthday, Boss let me pick out any car I wanted. The price didn’t matter. Plaza Motors sold some of the most beautiful luxury vehicles on the planet, and we weren’t there long before I set my sights on a pretty little Porsche. The Cayenne was part-car and part-SUV, and a perfect red paint job adorned the exterior while smooth black leather flowed throughout the interior; it was the perfect combination. I wanted it bad, so I got it – and it didn’t take me long to realize that being Boss’s Bitch came with benefits. I didn’t have to turn many pages, though, to find out that it also came with plenty drawbacks. 
 
I’d been living with Boss for two months when the drama began. I was standing over the stove frying fish in one skillet and scrambling ground beef in another, waiting for my Big Daddy to walk through the door. That night, I was preparing his favorite dinner of fried jack salmon, spaghetti with extra meat and extra sauce, garlic toast, and 7-Up cake for dessert. When the telephone rang, I dashed across the room to retrieve it from the base...a few short minutes later, I found myself wishing I’d just let the muthafucka ring. 
 
“Hello?” I answered half out of breath. “Hello?” I repeated when no one responded. 
 

 “Can I speak to Boss?” An unknown female voice requested to speak to my man. 
 
 “Who is this?” 
 
 “Excuse me?” 
 
 “You excused,” I snapped. “I said who the fuck is this?” 
 
 “Just tell him Asia’s on the phone.” Her high-pitched voice was really starting to irk the fuck out of me. “He knows who I am.” 
 
 “And who the fuck are you?” 
 
 “Ask yo man. He knew exactly who the fuck I was last night.” 
 
 The ignorant bitch laughed, then hung up in my ear. I looked at the Caller ID: the call came from The Candy Shop - and I knew exactly what time it was then. The Candy Shop was a massage parlor known more for its blow jobs than its massages. Tia Knowles owned the place, and she just so happened to be old friends with my mother. I was so upset by the conversation that I paid no attention to the fish burning on the stove. Let it burn; I had bigger fish to fry. 
 
 “Hey, baby,” Boss said, answering his cell on the first ring.
 
 “’Hey baby’ my ass!” I yelled in his ear, wishing he was already home so I could yell right in his face. “Nigga, who the fuck is Asia?” 
 
 “Who?” 
 
 “Boss, don’t play with me,” I warned him before he got too deep into his lie. “Who the fuck is Asia?”
 
 “Baby, I don’t know no muthafuckin’ Asia.”
 
 “That’s funny ‘cause the bitch just called here.”
 
 “What she say?” He was beginning to sound as guilty as I’d already decided he was. 
 
 “If you don’t know the bitch, then why the fuck you worried about what she said?” I asked him in a very calm, logical fashion. “Huh, Boss? You got a clever response for that one?” 
 
 He didn't respond, nor did he need to; his silence said it all. The night before, he told me he was at The Two One having a few drinks with Pee-Wee. He was lying through his fucking teeth. 
 
 “I knew this shit was a mistake.” I could have kicked myself in the ass for moving in with him so fast. “My mama tried to tell me; she said livin’ together changes everything.” 
 
 “Baby, listen to m
-” 
 

“Nigga, fuck you.” I told him in a whisper, then hung up the phone. “Fuckin’ liar.” 
 
I stood there in a daze...this shit couldn't really be happening...who the fuck did he think he was? Better yet, who the fuck did his side piece think she was fucking with? My mama didn’t raise no punks. 
 
I hurled the phone across the room like it was a football, and it hit the wall hard and cracked before crashing to the floor. t w the flThe hum of the dial tone didn't distract me at all. The fish was burnt, so I walked back over to the stove and turned both burners off. The entire meal went into the trash - even the food that wasn’t ruined. That nigga didn’t deserve my food; let his side hoe cook his dinner. 
 
My mother warned me that I’d have to go through those types of things. Boss was a rare breed: he was young, handsome, and financially secure; Black men like that were rare where I came from. My mother also warned me that when it did happen, I’d better handle my business – and that was exactly what I planned on doing. 
 
“Excuse me!” I yelled as soon as I stepped foot in The Candy Shop. “Which one of ya’ll is Asia?” 
 
I had all of their attention - but I was only there for one. The bitch was bad on the phone, and I hoped she was just as bad in person; that would have made kicking her ass even more satisfying 
 

 “Who wants to know?”
 
 I recognized that voice instantly. It was irritating over the phone, but in person it was just plain nauseating. I scanned the room, searching for whoever the voice belonged to – and there she was, looking exactly how she sounded on the phone: ignorant. 
 
 “Bitch, I know who you are.” I started to walk towards her. “What, you thought I was just gonna let that shit ride?” 
 

“Am I supposed to know what the fuck you’re talkin’ about?” She tried to play dumb, but it didn’t work. 
 
Wham! I hauled off and hit that disrespectful bitch dead in her eye. Wham! Wham! Wham! Before she even had a chance to hit me back, she was laid out on the floor getting the ass whoopin’ of a lifetime. The other girls in the shop laughed and shared gossip, but no one lifted a finger to help her. Asia was the kind of girl that no one liked. She wasn't cute, but she wasn't ugly either, and her body was nice, so she used it to get by. She was around five-nine and light-skinned with acne scars all over her face and big bug eyes. She had dirty brown hair, which was gelled back into a short ponytail. How the hell could Boss cheat on me with something like that?
 

 “Bitch, next time you think about callin’ my house and playin’ on my muthafuckin’ phone - you remember this face,” I cautioned her. “Bitch, Boss don't want you. I’m Boss Bitch. You see that Porsche parked outside? He bought that. You see all this ice on my hand and wrist? He bought that, too. You ain’t even on my muthafuckin’ level.” 
 
 to"1em">was driving back home when it hit me: it was time for that nigga to sweat a little. I turned around and began to drive in the opposite direction toward my mama’s house. Boss could keep playing games if that’s what he wanted, but he wasn’t going to play them alone. I might have been young, but I wasn’t anybody’s fool - not even Boss’. 
 

My mother wasn't doing anything, so we decided to go to a movie; two hours of laughing in the dark was just the thing I needed to forget for a while. Once the lights came back on, though, the same problems were still there. On top of that, I had my own mind betraying me. I couldn’t stop thinking about Boss. I wondered what he was doing and if he was thinking about me, too. I dropped my mother off at her house and went home. I couldn’t hide from my problems forever. 
 
“Nigga, get the fuck up!” I shouted at Boss, snatching the covers from his body as he slept. “It ain’t time for sleepin’; it’s time for explainin’.” 
 

 “Fuck is yo problem?” He tried to snatch the cover back from me, but I was too quick. I wasn’t comfortable, so he wasn’t going to be comfortable either. The nigga had his nerve. I’m out stressing over our situation - and he’s in bed, sleeping like a baby. 
 
 “Nigga, I ain’t got no problem, but you do - and her name is Meesha.” 
 
 Boss laughed. Whenever he was happy, I was happy. I tried to stay mad, but it didn’t work; I loved him too much. I loved seeing him laugh, and I loved being the one that made him laugh. The circumstances didn’t matter. He belonged to me the same way that I belonged to him. Outsiders could try and pry us apart, but it wouldn’t work. We were for life. The only way we were going out was blazin’. 
 

“You think I’m funny?” I asked as I pushed him down and climbed on top of him. “I’m a joke now?” 
 

 “I thought you left me.” He looked up at me with so much pain in his eyes, I could barely stand it. 
 
 “Nauh,” I said, shaking my head from side to side. “You fucked with me, and now you stuck with me.” 
 
 “You crazy, baby.” 
 
 “I might be crazy, but I sure as hell ain’t stupid,”
I reminded us both. Being with Boss wasn’t easy; it fucked with my self esteem in a major way. He was older and more mature, and I was even afraid to
ask how many women he was with before me. He never talked about any of themafr any of, though, and I appreciated that. It wasn’t like I didn’t know he had a past; I just didn’t need the details. 
 
 The ringing of his cell phone interrupted our conversation. He tried to ignore it, but it wouldn’t stop. Somebody had something important to say. 
 

“And that betta not be no bitch,” I warned him as I snatched the phone out of his hand and began to inspect the Caller ID. “It’s Pee-Wee.” I picked up my face and handed him his phone. 
 
“What's up?” Boss sounded concerned. The time on the clock caused me to grow concerned as well; Pee-Wee wouldn’t call that late at night if it weren’t important. Goose bumps spread up and down my arms. A storm was brewing; I could smell it in the air. I watched Boss for clues, but his face was just as stoic as ever...I couldn’t read him for shit. 
 
“Baby, what’s wrong?” I asked my man with caution as soon as he ended the phone call with his cousin. “What don’t you wanna tell me?” 
 

 “I’m sorry, Meesha.” He diverted his eyes away from mine. “Baby, I’m so sorry.” He couldn’t even look at me. Tears formed in his eyes, and I grew more anxious as I watched them begin to trickle down his rugged face. I knew it was really bad then. The entire time we’d been together, I never once saw Boss cry. I never even saw him tear up. He was a hood nigga, and it took a lot to get to him. I felt like my world was about to come crashing at my feet, and I didn’t even know what was wrong yet. 
 
 “Boss, sorry for what?” My hands gripped his big, strong muscular arms for support. “Baby, what are you sorry for?” 
 
 “It’s Ant, baby.” He spoke so low, I could barely understand him. “Ant -” 
 
 “What about...” I paused for a moment and took in a deep breath. “What about Anthony?” 
 
 “Meesh.” He just shook his head solemnly from side to side. “Damn!” His shout was so loud and powerful, it caused me to jump right where I sat. “Baby, I never wanted nothin’ like this to happen to you.” His tears were contagious; I started to cry with him. We both knew my brother was dead - I just needed to hear him say it...it wouldn’t be real until it came from Boss’s mouth. 
 
 “Baby, tell me what happened to Anthony.” 
 
 “He’s dead, Meesh.” His words echoed in my head. Anthony was gone. My li’l brother was dead. Everything felt different. I knew instantly that I’d never be the same again. I was just a few years older than Ant, but I felt like a mother losing her firstborn. My body began to betray me: everythingosian>very hurt, especially my stomach; I felt like I was going to throw up all over our nice clean bed. 
 
 “I don’t feel good.” I stood up to try and make my way to the bathroom, but my knees gave out. “Oh God.” I felt like I was dying; my limp body fell to the floor like a sack of potatoes, and the room began to spin around me. I knew it was just a physical reaction to a mental devastation, but I was still scared, and so was Boss - who was at my side in no time. 
 
 “Meesh, you okay, baby?” he asked with a look of panic all over his handsome face. I wondered if he was thinking about his mother. When he told me how she committed suicide back when he was just a little boy, my heart broke for him. I couldn’t imagine losing my own mother so young. His ways made so much more sense to me then. I understood why he didn’t let many people in: his emotional walls were made of steel. I was just grateful that he left a crack small enough for me to burrow myself inside. He needed me - just like at that moment, sitting on the floor in more pain than I’d ever endured, I needed him. 
 

Less than an hour after I found out that my little brother had been murdered, I also found out that I was pregnant. I was carrying Boss’s child. My emotions were all over the place. One minute I was crying my eyes out, and the next I was smiling, knowing that I was going to be the one to finally give my man the family he always wanted. I knew him well enough to know how much he wanted a child, and I felt honored that God chose me to be that child’s vessel, to give that child life. I just hoped and prayed that by the time he or she got here, I’d be in a better state of mind. 
 
“I want you to find out who murdered my li’l brother,” I whispered to Boss as he sat next to me in my hospital bed. “I really need you to do this for me.” 
 
“And once I find ‘em?” He looked over at me like he already knew what I was about to say. “You know I’ll do anything for you, Meesh.”
 
I did know. In my heart, I always knew Boss loved me. He didn’t always say it, but he showed it. It wasn’t just the gifts or the money; it was the way he held me in the morning when he thought I was still sleeping...it was the way he looked deep into my eyes when he made wild passionate love to me. You can’t fake those things - and since I found out that I was to be the one to give birth to his firstborn child, I knew that bond would only continue to grow. The love we had for each other was multiplying every day. I would have done anything for him, and he would have done anything for me - even commit murder. 
 


ight="1em">“Boss, I want you to find the muthafucka that killed my li’l brother...and when you find ‘em...I want you to take their life...the same way they took Ant’s.”  


 

 


Chapter 22
 

Boss
 

And for her I would. 
 
I watched Meesha lay in a hospital bed, pregnant with my child, crying out for her little brother - and that shit damn near broke me. I knew all too well how she felt, and all I wanted to do was make her pain go way. I loved her in a way that was new to a nigga like me. She wasn’t just some freak bitch I was passing time with; she was the woman I planned on marrying one day. Even if it meant starting a war, I was going to find out who killed Ant - and I was going to end that muthafucka’s life. Her family was my family now, and you don’t fuck with a Boss’s family and live to tell the tale. 
 
Anthony was only fourteen years old, but being the oldest male in the family was starting to put weight on his shoulders. I remembered that feeling all too well. I was the youngest of my family, but I was also my mother’s only male child; that meant I had to become a man much earlier than I was really ready to. For me, it meant popping weed on the corner from sun up to sun down damn near seven days a week; for Ant, it meant stashing rocks for a twenty-one-year-old hustler named Gino who thought he was a bigger nigga on the block than he really was. After a few months of loyal service, he hooked Ant up with a small amount of crack to move; to his surprise, Ant popped it all in only a few short hours. The next day, he gave him more. Selling crack was a hell of a lot more dangerous than popping bags of weed. There was nothing a crackhead wouldn’t do for that high – and it didn’t take long for Ant to learn that brutal lesson. 
 
Yuk was the most annoying, begging-ass crackhead in the hood. Every five minutes, he was hitting somebody else up for a dollar or two. At first, he’d do favors for Ant in exchange for a couple bucks. Eventually, the favors stopped - but the begging sure as hell didn’t. Anthony decided to distance himself from the opportunist, but that only worked for about a week or two. Cluckers were like hunting dogs: once they got a whiff of your scent, they were going to find you – and the hood wasn’t big enough to get lost in. 
 
My source gave Yuk up as soon as I dangled that white diamond in her face. She told me how she saw Yuk stab Ant in the back thirteen times with her own two eyes. There was no way she could have known that any other way. After Yuk stole the last three rocks Ant had stashed in his underwear, as well as the three hundred dollars he had in cash, he shot him with his own gun, then disappeared into the night. That was all I needed to hear. I gave my crackhead source the fat ass rock that had her foaming at the mouth,
then began my hunt. 
 
I put the word out on 21st Street that I was looking for Yuk and that my reward was high. Any nigga would have turned him in for free, but even his crackhead buddies would have gave him up for ten grand. It didn’t take long for my cell to start blowing the fuck up. The stupid bitch had the nerve to be back on the block wearing the same blood-stained T-shirt he was wearing earlier when he left Ant bleeding in the gutter. I didn’t even care who saw me; 21st was hot because of me. I made that bitch, and there was no way I was letting a crackhead get away with murdering my woman’s brother on the block I created. Niggas gave me the name ‘Boss’ for a reason – and it was time to remind them why. 
 

 “There he go right there.” Pee-Wee was the first to spot Yuk as we turned onto the block in his chromed out black Hummer. “That muthafucka got some nerve.” 
 
 I sat back and watched him for a few minutes. My baby was laid up in the hospital with a broken heart, and that muthafucka was high as a kite. He looked like he didn’t have a care in the world – and that was my cue. 
 

“Stay here,” I instructed my cousin as I started to get out of his truck. “I got this nigga.” 
 

 I marched like a soldier to the rhythm of my own heartbeat. Meesha’s face flashed in my head; she didn’t deserve the day she got dealt, which started out with a phone call from a bitch I fucked one drunken Friday night out with cuzz. Pee-Wee told me not to hit it, but I gave the hoe a facial anyway. My guilt may have been driving me, but my thirst for revenge fueled my mission. 
 

“Bossman, dat you?” Yuk spotted me instantly. “Man, you clean as a muddafucka.” He tried his hardest to get on my best side with compliments a nigga heard every hour of every day, but it was no use. I was immune to his shucking and jiving. I knew I was clean, and I didn’t need his dirty ass to tell me so. His yellow-stained teeth turned my stomach; he was nothing but a big-ass cockroach - and everybody knew that in the hood roaches got stomped out. 
 

 “Nigga, you fucked with my girl’s family.” I raised my 9mm and pointed it directly at his skull. “Now you gotta die.” 
 

Yuk was born and raised in the hood. He knew what happened when you fucked with a hustler’s wife: death was the only punishment fit. He knew he was living out his last seconds on earth - but instead of manning the fuck up, he cowered like the punk he was all the way deep down in his soul. 
 

 “Boss, please don’t kill me!” His pleas fell on deaf ears. “Please, man! I’ll do anything!” he continued to beg.
 

I pulled the trigger without so much as a second thought. His head exploded like a melon, spraying brain matter all over the vacant building beside him. He was definitely dead; I made sure of that. I also made sure that no one saw what happened - not even the ones that did. 
 
I walked away from the scene of the crime feeling no remorse whatsoever. That bitch-ass nigga got exactly what he deserved. The only thing left for me to do was build my alibi in case them boys in blue ever came knocking on my door. 
 
When I walked back into Meesha’s hospital room, she took one look at me and knew what I’d done. That part of her nightmare may have been over, but it didn't make the pain go away; only time could heal that wound. She was going to miss her brother every single day for the rest of her life, and nobody knew that torture better than me; she was the one who helped me get out of bed every morning. I was prepared to do everything in my power to be that same source of strength for her. 
 

 “If anybody asks -”
 
 “You were here with me all night.” She finished my sentence like the Boss Bitch she was. “I got you, baby.” 
 

Just three days later, we all came together to bury Anthony. The funeral was hard; Meesha and her mother cried the entire time. It hurt to see them in such pain, but I knew there was nothing I could do. I held her when she let go of her mother and wiped her tears away when she couldn’t see any longer; other than that, all I could do was sit by her side and feel useless. All the money I had didn’t help, and all the years I spent putting in work didn’t mean a damn thing...my woman was in pain,, and there was nothing I could do about it. 
 

 


Chapter 23
 

Meesha 
 

After my brother’s funeral, I was a wreck. I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep, and I couldn’t even stand to be around most people. Even though school was a constant struggle, I still managed to get my work done, but walking the halls like I used to was over; I didn’t have shit to say to anybody, and they all knew about Anthony’s murder - so they gave me my space. They also knew I was Boss’s bitch, so they gave me respect as well. 
 
“What the fuck?!” I yelled and stomped my foot in frustration when I saw what had been done to my Cayenne. “Like I need this bullshit right now.” 
 
I’d just come from my sixth period Calculus class to find my driver side window smashed to bits. All of my belongings were gone, including my custom Alpine stereo system. I was mad, but Boss was going to be pissed. I took a minute to process everything before I made the call I knew I had to make. 
 
“What’s up baby?” Boss answered his cell on the first ring, knowing it was wifey on the other end. “You outta school already?”
 

 “Boss, somebody broke into my car.”
 

“I’m on my way.” He didn’t fuck around. “Stay right there.”
 
When Boss and Pee-Wee pulled up in the Escalade, you would have thought he was Jay-Z or somebody. Kids crowded around and watched him like he was a celebrity – and to them he kind of was. It was legendary the way he built his empire, coming from the same run-down projects that most of them also came from. He was a star; he was their star.
 

 “You okay, Meesh ?” Boss looked me over from head to toe, then wrapped his big arms around me like he never wanted to let me go. 
 
 “I’m fine, baby. It’s just my car.” 
 

 “Pee-Wee!” Boss yelled over to his cousin and partner in crime. “Call Taj.”
 
 Taj was a mechanic who handled all of Boss and Pee-Wee’s vehicles. He was very reliable. He was also low key. Taj knew how to keep his mouth shut, and Boss appreciated that. There was nothing more important in his business than discretion. That was the first thing he taught me – and it was also the most important. Keeping your mouth closed could mean the difference between life and death. 
 
“I saw the whole thing, Boss.” A shaky voice spoke up from the crowd. “I saw them cats, cuzz.” 
ingeight="
Larry was Boss’ li’l cousin who he hadn’t seen in years. He was also Marco’s little brother. I knew him from school; he was a smart kid and very mature for his age. After what happened to his older brother, his mother kept him on a very short leash. He never got to kick it with the rest of us, and that was probably for his own good. I wasn’t much of a partier, but some of my friends were. Larry wasn’t cut out for that scene. His mother knew best. 
 

 “Did you know ‘em?” Boss put his arms around his cousin, then they turned their backs on the crowd for a little privacy. I didn’t even want to hear what was being said; I knew how Boss got when he was angry. It was just a car, though...I didn’t think it was that serious.
 

 After burying my fourteen-year-old little brother, the small things didn’t faze me anymore. I was focused on graduating from high school and getting into college. When I found out I was pregnant, I thought about quitting school, but Boss wasn’t having it. He made me give him my word that I would at least get my diploma. I did, and every day since I made him that promise I worked to keep it. It was hard balancing my home life with school, but I didn’t do it all on my own; I had Boss in one corner, and I had my mother in the other. She was so strong. Even after losing Anthony so suddenly, she was always there for me. That was the kind of mother I wanted to be...that was the kind of mother I was going to be. 
 

 Boss and Pee-Wee dropped me off at home, then headed off on their mission. My first stop was the kitchen. I hadn’t eaten anything all day, and I was craving something sweet, but the baby wanted something salty. Two slices of Sara Lee strawberry cheesecake with a handful of Lay’s plain potato chips sprinkled on top hit the spot. Any other time, something like that would have turned my stomach. Being pregnant was a trip: I cried for no reason, and I laughed out loud at shit that wasn’t even funny. I felt like I was going crazy, but I wasn’t; I was having a baby. 
 

After I finished my snack, I sat down at the dining table and spent an hour on my Physics homework. Makin’ the Honor Roll was hard work, and staying on it was ever harder. I was studying all the time, and the only two things that helped me relax were my man and our overhead rain shower. Once I finished my homework, I was ready to unwind - and since Boss still wasn’t home yet, I headed straight for the shower. 


 As soon as I stepped under that hot water, my problems began to melt away. It felt like heaven on earth, and everything was right with the world. For five whole minutes, I was stress-free and loving it, and I was thinking about my man when I thought I heard him walking through our house. 
 

“Boss, baby, I’m in the shower!” I yelled out, trying to tempt him to join me. “If you wash my back, I’ll wash yours.” 
 

 I waited for him to reply, but he didn’t. Something wasn’t right; I got that feeling again: it was the same one I got the night Anthony was murdered. I didn’t like it, but I was learning to trust it. 
 

I turned around to open the shower door and saw two shadowy figures standing
just outside the glass. I didn’t know what to do. There was nowhere to run and nowhere to hide. The only thing I could think to do was fall to my knees and cover my head; a few seconds later, I was thankful I did. One loud pop echoed throughout the bathroom as the glass from the shower door rained down on me. I couldn’t believe it: somebody had just shot at me in my own shower...
 





Chapter 24
 

Boss
 

The first thing I noticed when we pulled into the driveway was the front door: it had been kicked in. I got an instant flashback of the day I found Jazz after Ren raped her; that nigga was still number one on my most wanted list. 
 
I jumped out of the truck while it was still in motion and rushed towards what was left of the front door. 
 
“Meesha!” I shouted at the top of my lungs. “Baby, where you at?”
 
The house was fucked up. There was a stinking-ass stream of piss on the carpet and all over the furniture. Our flat screen TVs were ripped off the walls, my all-in-one HP computer was smashed, and so was Meesha’s Dell laptop. I was pissed, but that material shit could be replaced. The only thing that really mattered was finding wifey; as long as she was alive, we could start over. 
 
When I finally made my way upstairs, I found an even bigger mess. Our mattress was sliced damn near in two halves, all the furniture in our bedroom was smashed and broken, and shit was thrown everywhere - but still no Meesha. I started to wonder if they had my baby, and the thought drove me crazy. When I bent down to look under the two parts of a mattress that used to ve hat usebe one bed, I noticed something shiny on the bathroom floor. The closer I got, the worse it looked. There was glass everywhere, and when I rounded the corner and got the full picture, I noticed that the entire shower door was gone. 
 
“Pee-Wee!” I hollered for my cousin. “Pee-Wee! Nigga, I need yo help!” 
 
He was there within seconds. I saw his face when he first laid eyes on Meesha; he thought the same thing I did: he thought she was dead. 
 
“She breathin’?”
 
“I don’t know...I’m too fuckin’ scared to check.” 
 
“Boss...” Meesha’s weak voice cried out for me. “Boss, it hurts.” 
 
I got busy and started picking shards of glass off her back. She was bleeding like crazy, but I couldn’t get her to a hospital until I could first get her out of the shower. Pee-Wee joined in without me even having to ask him. Even though he cut his hands a dozen times, he didn’t stop trying to help me get her free. Meesha was perfectly calm and still. She was the only thing keeping me calm; if she died, she might as well have taken me with her. For the first time in I don’t know how long, I prayed to the God I’d given up on years ago. After everything He put me through, He owed a nigga one...all I needed was one. 
 



 




Chapter 25
 

 Meesha 
 

I was sick of the hospital. My back and neck were cut up so bad, I had to have fifty-two stitches. I was just glad the baby was okay. Boss fussed over me nonstop, but I didn’t mind; he was just worried about me. As long as he was with me, I was fine. I also knew he wasn’t out trying to get revenge on whoever trashed our home and shot up our shower. I understood the game: his enemies came at me as a way to get at him. 
 
I was tired, both physically and emotionally, and all I wanted to do was get some sleep; the only way I was going to be able to do that, though, was if Boss stayed by my side the entire night. 
 

I woke up every hour on the hour just to make sure Boss was still there, and he was every time. The pain medicine the nurse kept injecting my IV with was good; I couldn’t feel anything. Anthony visited me twice that night in my dreams. I missed my brother so much. His death was as seelath wasenseless as it got. Who takes someone’s life over a couple of rocks? That’s why I didn’t fuck with drugs. I knew what Boss did and how he got down, but I also knew he wouldn’t be hustling for the rest of his life; my baby was too smart for that. Even if no one else saw the good in him, I always did. 
 
 The next morning, I was discharged. Boss didn’t want me back at the house, so he checked us into the Chase Park Plaza hotel under aliases. I did everything in my power to keep him from leaving; I knew what he was thinking even when he didn’t. Somebody was gonna take the fall for every last stitch in my back. It wasn’t what I wanted, but Boss was the boss: whatever he said was the way it went; nobody questioned it, and nobody disobeyed it. I might have still been a Boss Bitch in training - but I knew when to speak my mind, and I knew when to fall back. This was one of those instances when it was best for me to keep my mouth shut. I wasn’t punking out; I was just letting my man be the man – and in my eyes, there was nothing at all wrong with that. 
 




Chapter 26
 

Boss
 

 Once I was sure Meesha was safe, I hit the streets with Pee-Wee in search of a bitch ass nigga named Face who liked to prey on defenseless women. Pee-Wee knew a lot of cats from Grape Street, so he knew all their hangouts. He also knew where Face’s babymama lived; he’d been fucking Sabrina for the last two years. Face didn’t know, but Pee-Wee could have cared less. Nobody put fear in my nigga - especially not Face. Sabrina had told him a long time ago how Face was hooked on heroin and how he was real tough when he was on it but turned into a straight bitch when his high wore off. He had to be high to go up in my house; no nigga in his right mind was dumb enough to do some shit like that.
 
Pee-Wee parked in the alley behind Sabrina’s house; we didn't want to draw too much attention to ourselves. Since my cousin knew the house, I let him lead the way. He’d been there many times before. I kept a watch out for anything or anyone that didn't belong. Grape Street wasn't our hood, and we had to take precautions if we wanted to make it out alive. 
 

 “That bitch ass nigga betta be here,” Pee-Wee said, raising his hand to knock on the back door.
 
 “Who is it?” Sabrina yelled from the other side of the thin, shabby piece of wood posing as a door.
 
 “It's Pee-Wee!” he shouted back.
 
 “Heym baby.” She opened the door and practically jumped on Pee-Wee, hugging and kissing him. Her smile disappeared, though, when she saw me. “What’s goin’ on?” she said, looking from me back to Pee-Wee. 
 
 “Where’s Face?” Pee-Wee asked, ignoring her question.
 
 “Upstairs, passed the fuck out.” As she rolled her neck and put her hands up on her hips, her fear quickly turned to anger. Face was supposed to take their son to the barbershop to get a haircut but decided to get high instead.
 
 “He came into my house yesterday,” I began to explain the situation we had on our hands. “My girl was in the shower when he shot it up.” 
 
 “Is she okay?” Sabrina seemed genuinely concerned.
 
 “She’s pregnant, her li’l brother just got murdered, and now she’s laid up with all kinds of cuts and bruises all up and down her fuckin’ back. On top of all that, now she’s afraid to go home.” 
 

“I’m so sorry, Boss.” She looked up at me, her chinky brown eyes filled with both concern and fear.
 

 “I guess I should shoot up yo crib up to get even.”
 
 “Boss, please don’t. I got three kids in there,” she begged and pleaded.
 
 “Don’t worry. I ain't no bitch nigga; I wouldn't use a woman to get revenge,” I assured her. Terrifying women was her man’s way - not mine. 
 
 “Thank
you.”
 
 “Sabrina,” Pee-Wee called for her attention. “You know what we gotta do.”
 
 “He’s upstairs. First door on the left.” She gave up her children's father just like that. It seemed like she would have given up anybody for Pee-Wee. 
 

“Get yo kids and take ‘em to the park for a li’l while,” I suggested. “This won’t take long. By the time you get back, we’ll be gone.”
 


Doing as she was told, Sabrina went and got all three of her kids, then walked them six blocks to the nearest park. Pee-Wee and I waited until they were gone, then entered the house. We walked upstairs, and just as Sabrina said, we found Face in the first bedroom on the left hand side. He was fully dressed - shoes and all - and passed out across the bed. I raised my 9mm and fired it one time up into the ceiling.
 
 “What the fuck?!” That nigga damn near jumped out of his skin. His eyes got as big as two baseballs when he saw me standing over him – and he immediately knew what the deal was: it was time to pay the piper. 
 
 “You fucked with the wrong nigga's gal,” I warned him, “now you get to die.” 
 

Pow! I fired one shot into his right thigh at point blank range.
 
 “Fuck!” he screamed like a li’l bitch. 
 

“How ironic is it that I used this same gun to kill yo brother - and now I’m ‘bout to use it to kill you?” I smirked. I knew Yuk had a brother; I just didn’t think the muthafucka was stupid enough to try and avenge his death. 
 

“Fuck you!” Face tried his best to come across as hard. “I coulda killed that bitch just like you killed my brotha - but I didn’t.”
 

 “Fuck yo dope fiend-ass brotha!” I yelled as an image of Meesha crying her eyes out at Ant’s funeral played in my mind like a movie. The time for fun and games was over. As I raised my gun and shot him in the other thigh, all the hate and rage I had inside came bubbling to the surface. Suddenly, I saw Ren's face and wished it was him bleeding on that bed.
 

“Fuck!” Face yelled out in even more pain than before.
“Pee-Wee, me and you go way back. You just gonna let yo crazy-ass cousin kill me?” 
 

 Me and Pee-Wee looked at each other, then exploded into laughter. Face didn't see what was so funny; he thought we were both out of our damn minds. 
 
 “You wanna tell him, or should I?” 
 
 “You go ahead, cuzz,” Pee-Wee gave me the go ahead. 
 
 “You stupid muthafucka. He been fuckin’ yo babymama for the last two years.” 
 
 “What?” Face looked so shocked, I almost felt sorry for the nigga. “I’ma kill that bitch.” 
 
 I raised my 9mm and shot him in his gut. He yelled out in agony. I heard that the stomach was the most painful place a person can get shot - and from the sounds of the screams coming from Face, I must have heard right. 
 
 “I’m sorry, man! Please don’t kill me!” Face began to beg and plead for his life - just like his brother did when he stared downe b stared the barrel of the exact same gun. 
 
 “It’s too late for all that shit now.” I fired one flawless shot and watched his head explode the same way Yuk’s did when I ended his pitiful life. Fucking with me was one thing, but these niggas were going to learn that fucking with Meesha was a deadly game - one that no one had survived so far.
 




Chapter 27
 

Meesha
 

A few days after the home invasion, Boss took me to meet with his realtor. Raquel Bleak was the woman who sold him first house a few years back. We only spoke for a few moments when she announced that she had the perfect place for us, and she was right: as soon as I laid eyes on the magnificent seven-bedroom luxury estate, I began to plan our future there. I loved our old house, but this one was even more fab. It was nestled in the heart of Creve Coeur County, far away from the gunshots and sirens of the hood we grew up in. 
 

 “You like it, baby?” Boss asked me, even though he already knew the answer.
 
 “It’s perfect,” I beamed. “Absolutely perfect.”
 

I continued to look around, not believing that I could actually one day be living in a place so grand. Even my wildest dreams weren't that extravagant. The living room was big enough to fit the entire apartment I grew up in inside, and the master bedroom was like something straight out of MTV Cribs with its enormous closets and floor-to-ceiling windows. I couldn’t believe the master bath: that tub was big enough for six people. From the window above it, I could see out to the patio leading to the outdoor kitchen, the infinity edge pool, and the hot tub...I always wanted a hot tub. 
 
“We’ll take it,” Boss announced to Raquel with me at his side. That made my day; hell, that made my life. I wanted to move into that house and live there forever. It had everything we’d need for the family I wanted to give Boss. I already had the baby’s room all picked out and couldn’t wait to decorate it. Life was good. 
 
The price tag on our dream was a hefty one million, six hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Raquel’s commission would be over a hundred grand. Doing
business with Malcolm Clark was always a wise decision. When he first walked into her office, nobody else wanted to deal with him; all they saw were his baggy jeans, his Timberland boots, and his flashy jewelry. But being a jeweler’s daughter, Raquel recognized the authentic diamonds and expensive platinum settings, and she took a gamble with a young drug dealer - and it paid off big time. Her commission from the house he brought on Lake St. Louis was over fifty grand, and the loft he kept downtown overlooking the Arch brought her in just around thirty. Boss was single-handedly putting her two kids through college; for that, she would forever be loyal to him. 
 

 “If you need any extra security, I have a friend who breeds and trains guard dogs,” Raquel spoke in a low, hushed tone, always making sure to protect her number one client’s privacy. “He has a ranch out in Festus. Let me give you his card.” She dug around in her Gucci purse and pulled out a business card. On t iss cardit was just a name and number with a paw print design. It was simple and effective, and Boss respected that.
 

 The following day, we visited the ranch where Boss purchased six full-grown Mastiffs. They were big as shit. I had never really been around dogs, so I was a little apprehensive, but those dogs loved me. They must have been able to sense I was pregnant because they were very protective. The night we finally brought them home, Boss and I were in the middle of a very passionate lovemaking session when they started going crazy; they barked so loud that one of the neighbors who lived a nice little distance heard them and called the cops. Boss put them outside after that, and from then on, every time we banged it out he made sure to put the dogs out first; it was either that or have to stop halfway through - and Boss wasn’t having that. 
 
The months began to fly by. My pregnancy was going smooth. I had no major aches or pains, and best of all I’d only gained twenty-five pounds. It was early July, two months before I was to start my senior year, when I went into labor. Twelve hours later, Malaysia Clark was born, weighing in at seven pounds and seven ounces. Boss went crazy: he spent over a grand in the hospital’s gift shop on roses, balloons, giant stuffed teddy bears, and candy. I didn’t get the point of the candy, but I didn’t complain; Boss was happy, so I was happy, too.
 

 “Baby, what am I gonna do with all this?” I was completely overwhelmed when I opened the card from him and found a check for one hundred thousand dollars inside. 
 
 “You said you wanted some new clothes,” he replied casually, as if the check was for a hundred dollars or two. 
 

Our daughter hadn’t left his arms all morning. I held her a few times - but once Boss got a hold of her, it was over. I loved the way he looked at her; I could have sat there and watched them all day. He was infatuated, and I knew the feeling: it was the same way I felt that day when he picked me up out of the rain; my life was never going to be the same, and I knew it. Boss looked at our daughter like he was having the same realization, and that made me so proud. No matter what he did out there on the streets, I knew I had a good man. He took care of me, he provided for me, and despite the violence that surrounded him every day, he kept me safe. Some women might have had a problem being known for being a nigga’s bitch, but I didn’t mind. I heard them whisper, “There go Boss Bitch,” and I smiled. I’d be that bitch, and I’d be her well. Fuck everybody else; Boss was all I needed. As long as I had him, our baby, my mother, and my little brothers and sister, I was set. They were my life, my source of joy, and my strength. As I watched one hold two while two held one’s heart in the palm of her tiny little hand, I sat in that hospital bed and counted my blessings.. 
 
“We have the prettiest li’l girl in the world.” Boss smiled at Malaysia, still not able to take his eyes off her. “She looks just like her mama.”
 

 God, I loved him. I loved the way he touched me, the way he looked at me, and especially the way he spoke to me when we were alone. Once the business was handled and it was just me and him, he never held back. He would tell me how beautiful I was...I never had that before; nobody told me I was special before Boss. Nobody besides my mama had even told me they loved me. He had me dressing in expensive clothes, and that was great and all, but what he put underneath those clothes was even bettessas evener. Underneath, I had pride and self-esteem like I never had before. It made me want to take better care of myself. It made me want to eat healthier foods and hit the gym three times a week. I started reading books I never would have glanced twice at before. I was training for our future...I was preparing to be the queen my king deserved. 
 

The only thing missing from that day was my brother. Anthony would have been such a good uncle. I thought about watching him hold my little girl, and just for a second I allowed myself to be sad. I had so much to be thankful for, but there would forever be an empty spot in my heart. No one would ever be able to take Ant’s place. I promised that if I ever gave birth to a son. I’d give him my little bro’s name: Anthony Malcolm Clark...I thought that had a nice ring to it. 
 
“So dis where the party at?” Pee-Wee joked as he came through the door with pink flowers, pink balloons, and a giant pink teddy bear that was almost as big as he was. 
 

 “How you doin’, Meesh?” he asked while placing a gentle kiss on my cheek.
 
 “I’m good, Pee-Wee. Thank you so much; these are beautiful.” I admired the beautiful bouquet of soft cream roses, pink carnations, and pink snapdragons. 
 
 “Look at this nigga.” He pointed at Boss. “Hoggin’ the baby already.” 
 
 “That’s right.” My man puffed his chest out proudly. “Nigga, I made this.”
 

I couldn’t do anything but laugh. They were a pair, but I loved them both. Pee-Wee had become a very important person in my life. I considered him my cousin as well. He was the yin to Boss’s yang; a more loyal soldier was never born. He looked out for me when Boss was away, and I knew he’d also look out for our daughter. That was just the kind of man he was. 
 

 “Meesh, tell yo ol’ stingy-ass babydaddy to let me hold the baby.” Pee-Wee sat down on the edge of my hospital bed and prepared for his turn with Malaysia. 
 

“Babe, let Pee-Wee hold the baby,” I laughed. “He ain’t gonna run away with her.” 
 
Boss walked over and gently placed Malaysia in his cousin’s massive arms. Pee-Wee was a big guy; he had to be at least six-foot-eight or nine. His weight was harder to calculate; he wasn’t fat, but he was most certainly solid. You didn’t fuck with Pee-Wee unless you wanted to get fucked up. 
 

 “Nigga, sit in the chair so I can sit next to my wife.” Boss joked; at least I thought he was joking. He called me ‘wifey’ all the time, but never his wife. I laughed like I did every time he made a joke – but he didn’t; this time, he wasn’t joking. 
 
 “I’m serious, Meesh.” He waited for Pee-Wee to move over to the chair beside my bed, then sat down right next to me. “I want you to marry me.” 
 
 I was speechless. We already lived together and had a child, but he still wanted to marry me. I didn’t know what I had done to deserve all the blessings that I was receiving, but I was thankful just the same. I wasn’t just going to be Boss’s bitch; I was going to be Boss’s wife. 
 
 “Okay,m">
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Chapter 28
 


I started my senior year the first week of September. Boss hired a maid to take care of the house and hired my mother to take care of the baby. Neither one of us trusted leaving her with anybody else; we knew nobody would take care of Malaysia like her grandmother would.
Besides, that was the only way I could go to school all day and not worry. I knew she was in good hands because a few years ago I was in that same hold. My mother made some mistakes along the way, but considering what happened to some of my friends, I was thankful for those small roadblocks; they got me to where I was standing, and the view was damn good: I had everything I wanted, and my life was only just beginning. :
 
My mother and I didn’t waste any time before we started planning the wedding. Boss didn’t want to wait six months to a year, so I searched for a planner that was equal parts efficient and fierce. Raquel Bleak knew just the bad bitch for the job: Rion Bianci was a six-foot-two-inch Amazon queen with skin that looked as if it had been bathed in the sun every single day since her birth. Her face outshined any Cover Girl model - past or present - and her body was what every sister secretly wanted her own to look like. She had legs for days and ass for weeks – so needless to say, she and Boss never met face-to-face; I knew my man loved me, but I was also no fool. On a scale of one to ten, Rion was a twenty-one; hell, I would have switched teams for one night with her. 
 
 I met with Rion almost every single day after school. When we went over the color scheme. I wanted something classic, so I went with black, white, and red. Damask was my obsession of the moment, so I combed through dozens of bridal magazines and found a photo of a four-tier cake that was decorated so elegantly with the pattern. Rion found the perfect cake designer to reproduce it. The invitations were created and sent out. We wouldn’t have a lot of guests, but we would have everybody that mattered. The food was ordered, everything from the appetizers to the main course. Things were going well for us. There were no more phone calls from anonymous women, and even Boss’ late nights out with Pee-Wee seemed to be a thing of the past. 
 
When things seem to perfect, they usually are. That week, Monday through Wednesday came and went without so much as a flat tire or a misplaced assignment - then Thursday rolled her evil ass around and ruined everything. I was sitting at a table in the corner of the school cafeteria, laughing and joking with my new friend Larry. Every since I found out that he was Boss’ cousin, I took to him. We hung out at school and even sometimes at the house. He didn't ask me a million questions about Boss, and I appreciated that. He also knew our number one rule: he didn’t run his mouth. 
 

 “I heard you fuck with Boss?” Risha Williams bent over our table with her funky ass all up in the air. “Is that true? You fuck wit Boss?” 
 

I knew it was about to be some drama. Words can’t even describe how much I hated that bitch. She was so simple - and not in an innocent way, but in an ignorant way. Risha was a rat I’d known since the second grade; I even hated her ass way back then. She was the little girl that kicked the back of your chair when the teacher’s back was turned but never got caught doing it. I thought things were settled when I whooped her ass back in seventh graht  seventde, but I was obviously mistaken. What other reason did the stupid bitch have for approaching me about my man? She knew damn well that I was now the mother of Boss’ only child; the kids at that school knew my life better than I did, and she was no different. The thirsty trick spoke my name so much, I bet she mumbled it in her sleep. She was just a hater, and I knew that - so why did I let her get to me? 
 
“Risha, what you want?” I took a deep breath and sat back in my seat like the shit was nothing to me. “You know I fuck with Boss. So what’s yo point?” 
 

 “My point is,” Risha bent down even further and snaked her neck with every vile word she spoke, “I fucked ‘em.” She made sure to blurt it out loud enough for everyone in the entire lunchroom to hear.
 

I was mortified, but I wasn’t about to let her know it. She started it, so I just played along with her. Mama didn’t raise no fool - but she also didn’t raise no punk. 
 
 “Bitch, what you want, a lollipop?” 
 
 “Nauh, I already had one.” She egged me on, licking her crusty-ass lips in my face. “And he let me lick the wrapper.” Lil Wayne’s lyrics came firing out of her mouth like a missile launcher. “I sucked that nigga’s dick so good, I made his toes curl.” 
 
 “Really?” I stood up and met her halfway across the table. “’Cause I sucked his dick so good that he bought me that Porsche parked out back.” I couldn’t help but smirk. “And bought me a house and asked me to marry him. But I guess that’s just the difference ’tween me and you: you make nigga’s toes curl, and I make nigga’s hearts weak.” I said what I had to say, then sat back down in my seat. Who was that bitch to make me uncomfortable? I wasn’t tripping off her lies. Boss was my man, and that was all that mattered. It was hard sometimes to trust a nigga like him, but if I didn’t at least try, there was no point to our entire relationship. I wasn’t that naive. I knew he’d been unfaithful in the past, but when he asked me to marry him I assumed that part of his life was over. I had him so far up on a pedestal, he couldn’t do anything but fall. 
 

Risha didn’t learn her lesson in the seventh grade. She wanted to try me again, so I gave her what she wanted. When she jumped across the table and knocked me to the hard linoleum floor below, I was taken completely off guard. She got that one off, I gave her that much - but it wasn’t over just yet. Once I shook it off, I walked that bitch like a dog. Larry tried to pull me off her, but I wasn’t having it. We went at each other like animals in the wild. Word of a girlfight spread fast, and soon damn near every student in the schoolwiln the s surrounded us – but my rage wouldn’t let me care. 
 

 “The principal comin’!” An unfamiliar female voice shouted out from within the crowd. 
 
 “Come on, Meesh.” Larry pulled me off Risha as one of her girls pulled her from me. 
 

“Let me go!” I snatched away from him, picked up the chair I was sitting in earlier, and swung it right at Risha’s head. “Talk all that shit now, bitch!”
 

The chair hit her on the side of the face, sending her crashing to the floor - and I regretted it instantly. The way I hit her was merciless; that wasn’t me, but she made me so mad. I understood then how people commit murder with no intent. I didn’t kill her, but I could have. A blow like that to the head could have cost Risha her life and cost me my freedom. I knew I had to get my temper under control; if I didn’t, my baby was going to grow up without me - and that was not acceptable. She was my first priority...I even put her before Boss. 
 
The principal arrived right in time to see it all go down, and I got suspended for thirty days. He told me that the only reason he didn’t call the police was that I’d never been in any kind of trouble before. Risha was another story; that girl lived up in his office. Plus, I had too many people on my side that said she started it. After the nurse checked her out, she got bounced the same way I did. Thirty days was fine with me, just as long as she got the same. 
 

 The drive home was quiet. I played no music and answered no phone calls or texts; my mind was too busy. I thought about the man I was about to marry, the man I loved with all my heart. Just for a second, I allowed myself to doubt him:
What if Risha really was telling me the truth? What if Boss fucked that rat? It didn’t take long for me to start to believe it was true; it wasn’t like it was the first time. Asia wasn’t the last bitch to call my house, and everybody else couldn’t be lying...Boss had to be guilty of something. 
 
 “What you doin’ home so early?” He began to question me as soon as I walked through the front door at one-thirty in the afternoon.
 

“Why?” I shot him as much attitude as I could muster up. “I fuck up yo plans?”
 

“Fuck you talkin’ bout, Meesh?”
 

“Whatever.” I just brushed him off, then tossed my bookbag on the floor in front of him. “I got suspended.” 
 
“For what?” he managed to ask through his ighthroughlaughter. “Baby, what the fuck you do?”
 
“Ya know,” I walked over and sat down on the couch right across from him. “It’s bad enough you gotta cheat on me - but do you gotta do it with a bitch that goes to my school?” 
 
“Here you go,” he complained as if I were the one being unreasonable. “Quit lettin’ them hoes fill yo head with bullshit.” 
 
I honestly couldn’t tell if he was being sincere or not. Boss had a way about him that made you believe every word he spoke, even when he was blowing smoke up your ass. The only thing I knew for sure was that I was tired. Between him, his drama, going to school, handling my business around the house, and taking care of my baby, I was wore the fuck out. I couldn’t even argue with him anymore; I just wanted to get away. 
 

 “I’ll see you later,” I told him as I clutched my car keys tight and headed back for the door. “I’m going to my mama’s house to pick up Malaysia.”
 
 “Don’t you think we need to talk about this?”
 
 “I don’t really see the point right now.” 
 
 “The point is, I don’t wanna lose you over no bullshit.”
 

That was exactly what I meant: he was good. I wanted to believe him; I wanted to stay there and hear him out - but something inside wouldn’t let me. I stood in limbo for a few seconds. My heart wanted me to stay, but my head shook back and forth and told me to leave. It said I was being a damn fool for this nigga – and even my heart started to believe it was right. I didn’t have another argument in me, and I damn sure didn’t have another knock-down, drag-out fight. So, I did the only thing I could for myself: I left...it was the only thing I did right the entire day. 
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 I ended up staying at my mother’s house for three nights. The space did me some good. I didn’t call Boss once, but I knew he was keeping tabs on me: his cell number was all over my mama’s Caller ID. It wasn’t like I was trying to hide from him; I just wanted some room to breathe. I thought he of all people could understand that. I loved my family, and I appreciated them to the fullest, but I thought my man needed to see what it felt like to miss me. It didn’t take long for him to catch on to what I was trying to do; three nights withm t nightsout me, and that nigga was foaming at the mouth. 
 

My old friend Derrick had come over and was getting me caught up on all the latest gossip. D knew everything about everybody, but his vast knowledge didn’t prepare him for the day he came face-to-face with a pissed off Boss. 
 

“Can I help you?” I heard D’s deep voice answer Mama’s front door all the way from the bathroom. 
 
I was taking a quick shower after Malaysia had thrown up all over me and my clothes – and the instant I heard Boss’ voice, I knew I had to get out there. D had a smart mouth, and I didn’t want him to start popping off. I didn’t even take the time to dry off. My hair was soaking wet, and my body was dripping water all over Mama’s bathroom floor, but it didn’t matter; I threw on somebody’s white cotton robe and bolted towards the door. 
 

 “Nigga, who the fuck are you - and why the fuck you holdin’ my baby?” Boss snapped at D, just like I knew he would. “You know what happen to niggas that fuck with
-” 
 
 “Boss!” I got his attention before he could finish his threat. “That’s my friend Derrick. I told you all about him. Remember?” 
 
 He didn’t respond. I’d seen him mad before, but I don’t think he ever looked at me with such anger in his eyes. If he thought I was fucking Derrick, he was definitely barking up the wrong tree; D liked dick more than I did. I tried to calm Boss down, but it was no use. It was like he couldn’t even hear me. He just charged towards me like an angry bull. That nigga grabbed me by my arm and pulled me into the bathroom, slamming the door shut behind us. 
 
 “What the hell is wrong with you?” I snatched my sore arm away from him. “You hurtin’ me.” 
 
 “That why you been trippin’ wit me?” he asked, more furious than I’d ever seen him before. “You fuckin’ that nigga?”
 
 “Derrick?” I couldn’t believe the irony. “You think I’m cheatin’ on you? And with Derrick?” I shouldn’t have laughed, but I couldn’t help it. “Nigga, I got suspended from school for fightin’ a bitch you probably did fuck - and you wanna clown with me about a nigga I’ve been friends with since I was seven years old?” 
 
 “Why you got the nigga over here playin’ Daddy to my child?!” he yelled so loud in my face that I wanted to slap his ignorant ass. There was nothing wrong with my ears. I could hear him just o sar him fine, but he just had to show his ass. 
 
 “Nigga, fuck you.” 
 

“Fuck me?”
 
“That’s what the fuck I said.” I got just as loud and just as ignorant. “Fuck you, Boss!” 
 
He grabbed the robe I was wearing and ripped it off my wet, naked body; the sick thing was that it kind of turned me on. When he pushed me up against the wall and kissed me hard, I started to suck on his tongue like it was filled with some kind of sweet nectar. Before I knew it, his dick was inside me, and we were fucking against the wall of my mama’s bathroom. I wrapped my legs around his waist and took every inch of that dick. He felt so damn good;
he always did...that was part of the problem. 
 

 “Yeah, you like this rough shit, don’t you?” he grunted in my ear as he continued to grind and thrust inside me. “Take this dick...yeah...take all this dick.” 
 
 “I hate you,” I whispered as tears fell from my eyes. It was the most confused I think I’d ever been. I didn’t really hate him; I just hated the way he made me feel sometimes. He was like a drug. One minute I was so high that nothing could touch me, and the next I was being fucked like a common street whore. It didn’t feel so good anymore; it just felt dirty. 
 

That night, I took my baby and went back home with my man. Boss wasn’t perfect, but neither was I. Looking for perfection was a guaranteed way to end up miserable. I wasn’t ready to give up on us yet. Call me a fool, but I still even wanted to marry him. All the drama didn’t change the one thing I knew from the first day I saw him: Boss was my destiny. I wasn’t sure where he would take me, but I did know it would be one hell of a ride. 
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 I married Boss on Valentine’s Day. Our wedding was perfect; it wasn’t huge, and it wasn’t flashy, but it was everything I dreamed it would be. On that day, I looked into my man’s eyes and promised to love him for the rest of my life. I really took that shit to heart. No matter how many women claimed to share a one-nighter with him, I just couldn’t bring myself to let him go. I wasn’t wearing blinders any longer: he cheated on me, and I knew it. It wasn’t a one-time thing;
it was ongoing. I didn’t dare try and count how many there were, though. As long as he kept them away from me and our daughter, I could deal. Boss was just Boss. He never changed. He was the same man on our wedding day that he was on the da coas on ty I first met him. 
 
 After the reception, we boarded a plane and flew to Mexico for our honeymoon. Cozumel was paradise. An entire week of nothing but tropical drinks and making love on the beach was just what we needed. Boss left Pee-Wee in charge of his entire operation. Whatever came up, he was to handle it. We were not under any circumstances to be disturbed. Most days we didn’t even leave our room. I was already in love with him, but after those seven days I was dangerously in love. Nobody knew my man’s heart like I did, and he trusted only me with it. That made me feel so damn special. 
 

It didn’t take long for things to go back to normal once we returned home. I was back in school and stretched to my limits. It seemed like the baby was always crying; Boss wanted home cooked meals; the dogs needed to be walked, and their big asses wouldn’t act right for anybody but me; Mama wanted me to help her redecorate her bedroom; Angie wanted me to take her to the park all the time; I had the SATs to study for; I was tired all the time, both physically and mentally. There was just always so much to do, sometimes I didn’t know if I was coming or going. I got woke up at five am and sometimes didn’t get to bed until one or two the next morning. My schedule was tight. If I was barely surviving high
school, I had no clue how I was going to tackle college. 
 
I decided to skip prom; dancing with Boss at our wedding was enough for me. It wasn’t like I was your typical high
school student: I was married with a child. Besides, being home with my family was enough for me. I didn’t feel like I was missing anything. Instead, it was the exact opposite: I felt like I was far ahead of the crowd. Yes, it was hard, but it was worth it. My husband and our daughter were worth all the missed sleep. They were even worth all the stress headaches. The moment I walked through the door and saw that big man lying on the couch with our daughter sleeping on his chest, I knew they were worth the struggle. 
 
“Hey,” I spoke softly into Boss’ ear. “I’m gonna go put her in her bed.”
 
“Will you come back and put me in mine?” His eyes weren’t even open, but I knew he could see me. He saw how hard I was working, and he praised my work ethic. He saw how much I loved our daughter, and he told me how good a mother I was. He also saw how much he meant to me, and he appreciated it a lot more than I gave him credit for. It wasn’t easy to love Boss, but it also wasn’t easy for Boss to be loved. He was so used to being left behind that he was always expecting me to leave, too. Even when I did, though, I never stayed gone long. I knew he was miserable without his familyy, so I always came back home. I couldn’t bear to think of him in pain. 
 


I took Malaysia to her room and laid her in her crib. As soon as I tried to walk out of the room, she started to fuss. I placed my hand gently on her back and began to rub in small, soft circles – and she was out in fifteen seconds flat. Her night was over, while Mama’s was just beginning. 
 
 “My dick hard as a muthafucka,” Boss declared as soon as I closed our bedroom door behind me. 
 

We had the same thing on our minds. The mood was set. The lights were off. The blunt was already rolled. All I had to do was let myself enjoy it, and being with Boss made that easy. I treasured every moment I got with him. Other women might have had his body, but they would never have his heart. 
 
 “I hope that’s some fire.” I was ambiguous on purpose. 
 
 “The dick or the chronic?” 
 
 “I already know that dick’s fire.” I sashayed my way over to our bed. “Fire up.” 
 

He put the blunt between his thick lips, then flicked the lighter and created a spark. Watching him smoke was like watching porn. He turned me on in so many different ways. I wanted him every hour of every
day. Our relationship was flawed, and our love sometimes wavered - but our sex was perfect. It was the one thing we never got wrong. 
 
As soon as I was sure that Big Daddy was good and high, I straddled his chocolate body, then took the blunt out of his hand. It wasn’t even on my lips yet, and he was already unbuttoning my blouse. He stripped it from my body, then threw it to the floor. My bra was next. I was so horny that by the time he started rubbing and palming my breasts, I forgot all about the lit blunt in my hand; Boss was all I needed to get high. 
 

 “Let me up.” His weed-smoker’s eyes were filled with passion. “I wanna eat that pussy.” 
 

He didn’t have to tell me twice. Boss’ face game was extraordinary. When he ate the box, I came every time. The mixture of weed with his tongue was enough to send me straight to the heavens and back. That night, we were better than good: we were astounding. I did all the freaky little shit he liked, and it wasn’t just sex; it was something far greater and much more meaningful. We connected on a whole other level, and no words were needed to communicate; our bodies did all
the talking for us. I sucked that nigga’s dick so good that I put him to bed for the night. It felt good to finally knock

out the champ. 
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 Graduation day was a turning point in my life. My entire family showed up to support me, and Boss was front and center. He was so proud of me. Finally, I felt like all the hard work was starting to pay off. When the principal got in front of the entire student body and called my name, I felt this incredible rush of pride; it was like I could do anything. The nerves didn’t hit me until it was time to give my Valedictorian speech. Standing up on that stage in front of all those people was paralyzing; I almost started to doubt all the progress I’d made in my fifth period Public Speaking class. My teacher, Ms. Harris, told me I was ready, but as I looked around, Ms. Harris was nowhere to be found. That’s when I began my frantic search. Boss was the only person who could get me through. When I looked out over the sea of judgmental faces, his stood out like a beacon of light. He just smiled at me and gave me the Boss nod, and I knew everything was going to work out fine. It always did with us. 
 

After my speech, Boss took everybody out to dinner to celebrate. We waited a while for Pee-Wee, but he never showed. That wasn't like him; he usually never missed a family event. Boss knew something wasn’t right, so he called his cousin’s cell a dozen times - but got no answer. He even called some chick named Sabrina's house, who apparently had been sleeping with Pee-Wee for some time; no luck there either. She told Boss she hadn’t heard from him in two days, and that wasn’t like the sex junkie she knew. All I had to do was look at Boss to know what he was thinking. The satisfied smile he wore earlier that day was gone; he was preparing himself for the worst. 
 
We were walking out of the restaurant when he got the call: Pee-Wee had been shot seven times and was in critical condition. We rushed to the hospital to be at his side, the same way he was always at ours. 
 
Pee-Wee had so many tubes and wires connected to his body that it was downright shocking. Boss could barely stand, so I stood beside him while he sat in a chair beside his cousin. It was all I could do. This problem couldn’t be ignored. I couldn’t just sweep it under the rug and pretend it wasn’t there. Pee-Wee wasn’t just some chick with a grudge; I knew that if Boss lost him, he’d be losing so much more than a cousin or an employee: he’d be losing a large part of who he was. I hoped and prayed for the best, but I feared the worst. I asked God to please spare my husband andho husbands lieutenant and most trusted friend. Boss had already lost so many people close to him, I didn’t know if he could take another loss - especially one that big. Pee-Wee had been there for him for most of his life, and he was the one person Boss trusted with both my life and Malaysia’s. 
 
 “How can a nigga that big look so fuckin’ helpless?” Boss questioned aloud. “He supposed to be fightin’ - but the nigga just looks like he sleepin’.” 
 

 “Baby, he’ll be okay.” I tried to comfort him by rubbing his knotted shoulders. “You have to believe that. Pee-Wee’s strong. He’ll get through this.”
 

On the outside, I was being as strong as possible for Boss’ benefit, but inside I was still begging God to let him survive. I had to do it. My husband needed me. There were so many times before when he was the one being strong for me. It was the very least I could do. 
 

 “Meesh, I know I don’t tell you this enough, baby.” He took his eyes off his ailing cousin and placed them lovingly on me. “I love you.” 
 

“I love you, too.” My eyes filled instantly with what felt like a million tears. 
 
“I don’t know what I would do without you.” He gripped both of my arms in his big hands like he was never going to let them go. 
 

 “You’ll never have to find that out,” I promised my husband, cradling his aching head in my trembling hands. “Baby, I swear you won’t.” 
 

We stayed the entire night at the hospital. Boss didn’t want to leave Pee-Wee, and I wasn’t about to leave him. Mama had Malaysia, so that was one thing I didn’t have to stress about. I didn’t like being away from my daughter at night, but I did what I had to do to in order to support my husband and our family. Pee-Wee was a very important part of that family, so whatever he needed, he would get. 
 
The next few days were hectic. We took shifts at Pee-Wee’s bedside. One of us would go home to shower and change clothes while the other stayed and made sure nothing went wrong. The doctor told us that we should talk to Pee-Wee, so that’s exactly what we did. When Boss would leave to go home and change, I’d pull the chair up right beside his bed and read him freaky stories. I could have sworn that one day while I was reading him “The Sex Chronicles” by Zane he moved his hand. From then on out, I gathered up every freaky story I could find and read to him constantly. He wasn’t the only one who got something out of it; Boss also grew to love freaky story time. 
 
It was a long and difficult few weeks, but Pee-Wee finally opened his eyes. His docn>Iyes. Hitor examined him and told us that he would eventually make a full recovery. He was very weak. They’d loaded him up with painkillers, but it was obvious to me that he was still hurting. Boss, though, was too happy to notice. He didn’t normally show a lot of emotion, but that day was special: that day I got to watch my husband smile, laugh, and joke with the cousin he’d come so close to losing. That day was special. I filed it away in my memory bank and vowed never to forget it. 
 
Six days after Pee-Wee woke up, he was moved out of ICU and into a regular hospital room. I filled that room with beautiful flower bouquets and colorful balloon clusters. Boss brought him a brand new iPod Touch, which I filled with every single 2-Pac song I could find; he was Pee-Wee and Boss’ favorite rapper of all time. Some believe that music is therapy, and that must have had some truth to it because a few days later we were told we could take the big man home. I insisted that he come and stay with us, and I wasn’t taking no for an answer. 
 
I had one of the guest rooms all fixed up and ready for Pee-Wee’s arrival. He had a king-size bed, a 42’ plasma TV, a Blu-ray player with surround sound, his own phone line, and a private luxury bathroom with a very deep, very relaxing Jacuzzi tub. Boss even hired a private nurse to tend to his every need. I didn’t need to know what all that entailed, but I had my suspicions. In addition to the six trained guard dogs, Boss brought in five private security guards. I thought it was overkill, but I only saw what he let me. I knew his business was dangerous. I also knew that he worked hard to keep that danger away from me and from Malaysia. With Pee-Wee down, he would have to overcompensate. The guards didn’t bother me. As long as we were all safe, I was good. 
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Malaysia’s first birthday came around so fast. My little baby was turning into a big girl right before my eyes. Boss and I decided to throw her a huge party at Chuck-E-Cheese to celebrate her special day, and Uncle Pee-Wee was even well enough to come. Mama was also there, along with my little brothers and Angie. The big surprise arrival of the day, though, was Boss’ sister Monique. I mailed her an invitation, even though Boss told me not to. She arrived with her three children, who didn’t know their uncle the same way Malaysia didn’t know her aunt. When Boss first saw his sister, he turned and looked at me like he wanted to whoop my ass. I didn’t care; I wanted our daughter to know her father’s side of the family. I also wanted my husband to reconnect with them so he could finally start to heal. 
 
“Hi, Malcolm,” Monique spoke up first. “Thank
you for invitiMalu for in’ me.” 
 
“I didn’t.” He was as cold as I’d ever seen him. “Meesh, what the fuck did I tell you?” 
 
He was mad, and I understood where he was coming from, but he also had to see my side of things. Our daughter had nothing to do with the mistakes he and his sisters made. I know it hurt him when Monique and Michelle turned their backs on him; it hurt me, too, and I wasn’t even around back then. But it was time to move on. He could take all of his anger out on me if that’s what he needed to do. I could handle it; it wouldn’t break me. 
 

 “Hi, Monique.” I completely ignored my husband’s question. “I’m Meesha, Malcolm’s wife.” I politely introduced myself to my new sister-in-law. 
 
 “Nice to meet you,” Monique returned my politeness. “And thank
you so much for invitin’ me.”
 
 “You’re welcome.” 
 

I could feel Boss’s eyes burning through the back of my head. I knew he was pissed; he always was when I did what he told me not to - but I didn’t care. I wasn’t his child and wasn’t doing anything wrong. What was so bad about wanting us all to get along? People hurt each other every day, and they get over it. Nobody knew that better than me. Boss hurt me all the time. Every piece of himself he gave to another woman was a piece he was taking from me. That killed me, but I got over it every single time. 
 

 “This is Patience.” Monique began introducing her children. “This is Fantasia.” She then took a deep breath for some reason, as if she knew that what she was about to say would change things in a major way. “And this li’l man right here is Malcolm.” 
 
 I was speechless. How could Boss not come around after hearing that? I turned around just in time to see the look on his face. He was shocked that his sister - who he thought had forgotten all about her little brother -
had named her son after him. The years they lost didn't matter as much anymore. 
 
 “This is ya’ll uncle Malcolm,” Monique formally introduced the three little ones to her little brother, who wasn’t so little anymore. 
 
 “That’s my name, too,” Li’l Malcolm announced, so excited to tell everyone. 
 

He even looked a lot like Boss. The little boy looked up at his namesokeat his ake, thrilled to have a male role model in his life. Boss knew what that was like. He never met his own father. Neither did I, and neither did Li’l Malcolm; we all shared that painful bond. I watched with pride as the man I married took his little nephew over to the hoops, put in a few tokens, and began to rack up on tickets. I couldn’t take my eyes off the two of them. That was the day when I knew I was going to give Boss a son...our family wouldn’t be complete without him. 
 
While the boys played, Monique and I sat down in a booth and got better acquainted. She kept a close eye on Patience and Fantasia the entire time. We had a lot in common; I didn’t go more than a few seconds without zeroing in on Malaysia’s exact location. She was safe, though, in her uncle Pee-Wee’s arm, and
he had her laughing up a storm. I loved him for that. It wasn’t just the laughing or the tossing her in the air; he loved her as if she were his own. That touched my heart, and it seemed to touch Monique’s, too. She watched her cousin and her niece with the biggest smile on her face. Her family was growing, and I understood how good that felt. 
 
The party lasted for almost five hours, and everybody had a good time - especially Malaysia. She dug into her Sponge Bob birthday cake with her bare hands, then fed it to Boss. She loved Sponge Bob Square Pants, but she loved her Daddy even more. I just sat back and enjoyed the show. I couldn’t hate on my baby for being a Daddy’s Girl. Maybe if my own father had stuck around, I’d be a Daddy’s Girl, too. I was so grateful that I had a man in my life that took care of his child. Most girls my age weren’t so lucky. 
 
Pee-Wee had the entire party recorded on his digital camcorder. He wanted to remember every moment of that day. We all did. Watching Malaysia open her birthday presents was hilarious. She seemed to grow more excited with each one, but her absolute favorite was the pink Power Wheels ride-in Cadillac Escalade given to her by her uncle Pee-Wee. It was complete with two seats, chrome wheels, and personalized plates that read “May-May.” That’s what Pee-Wee called her. He was going to spoil that girl rotten; I could already see it coming. After one last song and dance with Mr. Chuck-E-Cheese himself, it was time to take little worn out May-May home. She fell asleep in her daddy’s arms on the way to the truck, and I walked behind the two of them with the biggest grin on my face. Malaysia was a lot like her mama: Daddy’s arms were always where I wanted to end my nights. 
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I was nineteen years
old when I gave birth to my second child. Mariah Clark was the spitting image of her big sister; they looked so much alike, it was astonishing. Boss and I were so blessed. We had it all, and we appreciated it. We came from a place where people didn’t live happily ever after, so we knew better than to take what we had for granted. I thanked God every day for my beautiful family; they were the only thing that really mattered. I came from much of nothing, so if we lost the money, the house, the cars, and all the other material possessions, I’d survive. Losing my family, though, was another story. My brother’s murder was still an open wound; not a day went by that I didn’t think of Anthony. At least I had good memories of him. My little brother was always happy, and that’s how I’d always remember him. 
 

 Pee-Wee stopped fucking with Sabrina and got serious with a new woman. Kylee Winters was a twenty-one-year-old pre-law student who worked part
time as a paralegal to help pay for school. That girl was as real as they came, and we clicked instantly. We shopped at the same clothing stores, we liked the same types of movies, and we read all the same books. She was the female best friend I always wanted. Within no time, we were as thick as thieves. Best of all, I finally had somebody in my life I could cut loose with. Kylee knew how to have a good time. We went to the movies damn near every Saturday, then had dinner at a different restaurant each time. She got me into clubs that I’d never even heard of. She even got me in at her beauty salon, and Plush was as exclusive as a country club. Kylee’s cousin Lamar was one of the owners, though, so we got the VIP treatment. When we walked through the door, a waiter greeted us both with a chilled glass of champagne; I knew then that was the only salon for me. 
 
 Boss and I were doing so well – and then I got another phone call. This time, the bitch’s name was Peaches and she had proof of their tryst. Those pictures broke my heart; I couldn’t even conjure up the strength to argue, let alone fight. It seemed like every time I forgot about the past, a new hoe popped up to drag me back. I confronted Boss, and of course he denied it. I didn’t show him the pictures, though; I didn’t see the point. Boss was the kind of nigga that went down with the ship; he wouldn’t admit to shit - not even pictures of him sleeping naked in a strange bed with a stripper named Peaches at his side. 
 
 The next few days were tense. Boss was mad at another bitch for calling our house, ensspan> he took it out on me. It wasn’t my fault he didn’t know how to cover his tracks. I was getting so sick of his bullshit. Every time he committed a crime, I got punished for it. 
 
 “Meesha, what the fuck’s wrong with you?" Boss yelled at me like I was one of his daughters. “Are you fuckin’ stupid?” 
 
 He damn near had me in tears. My heart couldn’t take much more; to have somebody I loved talk to me like that stung. Maybe he was right. Maybe I was stupid, but not for accidentally locking his keys in his truck; if I was stupid for anything, it was for putting up with him. 
 
 “You don’t have to talk to me like that.” I decided to fight for my dignity. “How would you like it if I said that shit to you?”
 
 “You need to go sit yo li’l ass down somewhere and shut the fuck up.” 
 
 “Shut the fuck up?” I repeated his cold, callous words, not believing they came from the mouth I’d kissed so many times before. “That’s how you talkin’ to me now?” I asked but got no response. “Then we might as well just get a divorce.” 
 
 It may have been sudden, but I was dead serious. Boss was becoming a stranger to me, and I didn’t much like his new persona. The man I fell in love with never would have hurt me like that; he never would have talked to me like I didn’t matter. I was sinking fast, and I knew I had to get a grip. My two daughters needed a strong a mother, not a beatdown shell of one. 
 
 “I ain’t got time for this shit.” Boss dismissed me and my feelings. “Just call a fuckin’ locksmith,” he commanded, “if you can manage.” His tone reeked of sarcasm.
 
 When he walked out and shut the door behind him, a rush of relief swept over me. I was so glad to see him go. I couldn’t believe the man that once made me feel so special now had me feeling low and worthless. There was nothing else for me to do; if he wanted Peaches, Asia, Risha, and all the others, he could have them. It was time for me to cut my losses...it was time for me to go. 
 
 “You okay, baby?” Mama asked with concern. “You don’t look so good.” 
 

Her house was my retreat; I ran there whenever I needed to get away. It was usually only for a day or two, but this time felt different. 
 
 “How’s your husband?” she asked, like she could read my mind. “Does Boss know you and the girls are here?” 
 
 “Does he care?” 
 

“Meesha, I don’t know what happened, and8" n> -”
 
“Mama, if you take his side
-”
 
“I’m not takin’ anybody’s side.” She raised her voice at me for the first time in many years. “Ya’ll both silly. Married with two babies and actin’ like fools.” 
 
 “I thought I could handle it. I thought I could handle his life, but I can’t. One woman I could compete with, two I could deal with - but ten...twenty...I...I just can’t do it.”
The tears arrived right on cue. “And then the way he talked to me today...I felt like he hated me.” 
 

 “But you know he doesn’t,” Mama reminded me. “Baby, Boss loves you.”
 
 “My mind knows that, but my heart...Mama, my heart’s another story.”
 
 “What are you sayin’, Meesha?”
 
 “I don’t think I wanna be married to Boss anymore.” 
 
 As soon as I heard the words come out of my mouth, I knew they were true. It made me sad that I felt that way about my husband, but I knew it was time to let go. The longer I held on, the worse it would get. My love for Boss was still as strong as ever - but my love for myself was even stronger. I couldn’t just sit back and take his shit anymore. Lately, I didn’t feel like Boss loved me back. If he wanted to be free, then I wasn’t about to try and hold him prisoner. I loved my girls too much to let them grow up in an environment like that. 
 
 The following week, I went to see a lawyer. I thought long and hard about what I was doing. On one hand, I wanted our girls to grow up in the same home as their father; on the other hand, I knew it wasn't good for them to see and hear us going at each other like we had been. As their mother, I had to set a better example; I didn’t want them to grow up and think it was okay for some nigga to treat them that way. It took me three hours of wavering back and forth, but I finally came to a conclusion: I filed for divorce. 
 

It didn’t take long for Boss to respond. 
 

 “What are you doin’ here?” I asked him through a small crack in Mama’s front door. I could see he was upset, but so was I. It hurt me to my core the way he took my love for granted. He made me feel like I wasn’t good enough, and that wasn’t an easy thing to just get over. 
 
 “Can I come in so we can talk?” 
 
 “I can hear you just fine right here.” 
 
 “Meesha, please?” he begged. 
 

I tried to be as cold to him as he’d bee"48>n to me, but I couldn’t. My heart wouldn't let me; it remembered all the good times. I saw him beside me in the operating rooms when the doctors pulled Malaysia and Mariah from my stomach. I felt him hold my hand at my little brother’s funeral. I heard him tell me he loved me in the dark of night as our sweaty bodies recovered from an hour of passion and pleasure. 

 

 “Come in.” I caved. “We’re gonna have to sit down and talk about this sooner or later.” 
 

He followed me inside, then shut and locked the door behind him. I sat down on Mama’s loveseat and began to prepare myself mentally for what was about to come. I knew Boss; he looked calm on the outside, but inside he was fuming. Our bad tempers were one of the few things we had in common. When he came and sat down on the loveseat right beside me, I got a little nervous. I was expecting him to sit on the couch, or even the chair. It was too hard to concentrate with his body that close to mine. That was a huge part of my problem: I was addicted to that nigga. 
 

 “Why?” His mouth spoke that one word like a dictator. It wasn’t a question - it was a demand. He wanted to know my reason, and he wanted to know it immediately. I knew then that he’d received the divorce papers. It was time to hash it out. If I wanted to leave for good, he wasn’t about to let me go quietly. 
 
 “Boss, life with you is too hectic.” I rationalized, trying to leave my emotions out of it. “It's not good for me, and more importantly it's not good for the girls.”
 
 “You know I love you, Meesh.” He decided not to play fair. “I love you like I ain’t never loved anybody else.” 
 

I almost lost it. I knew he loved me. That wasn’t the problem; it never was. He had an addiction that I didn’t think he could kick. He loved me, and I knew that - but he loved pussy more, and I knew that, too. 
 
 “Boss, I love you, too, but it’s not about you and me anymore. I know it’s hard to put somebody else’s happiness ahead of yo own, but that’s what we have to do as parents. I want Malaysia and Mariah to have a happy childhood...and if that means I have to sacrifice...then so be it.” 
 
 “So you just gonna leave me like everybody else did?” He looked at me like I stank. “After everything we been through, Meesh?” 
 
 “I’m sorry,” I apologized, not only for everything we were going through, but also for everybody who had left him before me. “Boss, I’m so sorry we have to go through this. I really am.” 
 
 “You fuckin’ somebody else?” His eyes narrowed suspiciously right in my direction. “Who?”1em. “Wh He demanded to know the name of a nigga that didn’t exist. 
 
 “Don’t even come at me with that bullshit,” I whispered through clenched teeth. He pissed me the fuck off, but I wasn’t about to yell. Not with my children sleeping nearby. 
 

“Who?” he repeated, this time grabbing my arm and damn near snatching me up out of my seated position. 
 

 “I ain’t fuckin’ nobody.” I snatched by bruised arm back and took a moment to compose myself. My temper was trying to get the best of me, but I wouldn’t let it. I took a deep breath and continued to try and have a logical conversation with a very illogical human being. “I just want my life back. That’s all.”
 
 “Life? What fuckin’ life?” Boss began to prepare his venom to spit in my face. “You ain’t have shit before you met me. Ya’ll was broke as hell, eatin’ bologna seven days a week and heatin’ up the house with the muthafuckin’ oven.” 
 
 “You’re right,” I agreed with him. “We were poor, but we were happy.” 
 
 “Fuck all this dumb shit.” He dismissed me and my feelings like he had so many times before. “I wanna see my daughters.” 
 
 “They’re sleepin’.”
 
 “You can’t cut me outta they lives.” He jumped up all rowdy and amped, like he was preparing for battle. “You think I’m just gonna let you take ‘em away from me?” 
 
 “Boss, I would never try and take them away from you. You’re their father. They love you.” 
 
 “Do you?” He broke my heart with just two little words. “You don’t love me no more, Meesh?” 
 
 That was exactly why I didn’t want to let him inside in the first place: he didn’t fight fair. My heart was always his prime target; he knew that was where I was the weakest, so that’s where he hit hardest. I couldn’t keep my love and admiration for him separate from my pain. They all merged into one big emotion that I couldn’t control. 
 
 “I think you should leave now,” I suggested in a voice so low and broken, I wasn’t even sure he heard it. “Please just leave?” 
 
 “And go where?” 
 
 “Go home, Boss.” My desperation escaped through my pleas for mercy. “Go home.” 
 
 “I ain’t got no fuckin’ home!” His yell damn near shook the entire house. “Ain’t no home without you or without my kids.” 
 

Before I was even aware enough to know what I was doing, I had my arms around him. It killed me to see him hurting like that. All I wanted to do was make him feel bettert k feel b - even if that meant making myself feel worse. I looked up into his eyes and saw a reflection of a broken young woman. She didn’t know what to do or where to go. That young woman was me. I was so confused. How do you let somebody go that makes you feel more alive than you’ve ever felt in your entire life? How does that feeling not haunt you at night? How do you move on when you really want to stay put? There were too many questions, too many “what ifs.” But the scariest one of all had to be:
what if I never felt with anyone else the things I felt with Boss? What if I never got that high again? 
 
 The sensation running through my body was insane. My breasts were pressed firmly up against his chest in an all-too-familiar way. I wanted him to push me down on the couch and fuck me like he used to. Then when it was over, he’d apologize for every hurtful thing he ever said to me. We’d live happily ever after in our beautiful home with our two adorable daughters, everything would be all sunshine and roses, and there would never again be a cloud over our blue sky...that's what I wanted more than anything - but that's not what I got. 
 

 “Meesh, don't make me do somethin’ I don't wanna do.” Boss’ voice sounded like a stranger’s; it was cold and emotionless. Where was his head? What was he referring to? I couldn't breathe. I knew he wouldn’t hurt the girls. Maybe he was threatening me. After everything we’d been through, all the love, the pain, the good times and bad, was he really going to let it end on a note like that...?
 
 “Boss, we...” I shivered, “we can work out a...a custody arrangement...that’s good for everybody.”
 

With that, I fucked up big time. That was the worst mistake I could have made: showing fear. A man like Boss knew how to take advantage of that. He was a mental warrior. He would never hit me. Slaps and punches weren't his style; instead, he’d give me verbal lashings. Humiliation and self-doubt could keep even the strongest woman in shackles, and I was no exception to the rule. 
 
 “Fuck a custody arrangement!” His words pierced my flesh like a razor-sharp dagger. “Go get the girls, and let’s take ‘em home.”
 
 “I can’t do that.” I tried one last time to find my inner strength. His words and his actions were confusing the shit out of me. I just wanted him to love me the way that I loved him. I didn’t want there to be any other women. Why did he even need them? I tried my best to give him everything, my love, my whole heart, my body, and my soul. I kept wishing that one day it would be good enough, but that day never came. My love wasn’t enough to satisfy him. I wanted to set his ass on fire so that I didn’t havedayidn’t to stand there and burn all by myself. 
 
 “Oh, you can’t do that, huh?” He was at his sarcastic best. “You can’t do that for me, Meesh?” He didn’t even bother to wait for my response. When he walked out of the room, I knew exactly where he was headed. Angie was at school, but her room wasn’t vacant. I cursed myself for opening the door in the first place. What the hell was I thinking?

 

“You comin’ or not?” He breezed past me with Malaysia sleeping across one of his shoulders and Mariah sleeping across the other. “’Cause either way, we out.”
 
I didn’t want to leave with him, but I didn’t feel like I had a choice. One way or the other, he was leaving out the door with our daughters. I could either stand by and watch, or I could put on my shoes, grab my purse and other belongings, and go with them. Of course, I chose the latter.
 
In the truck, I realized something tragic: I wasn’t in control of my own life. I hadn’t been since I was fifteen years old. Boss meant well, but by taking care of everyone around him, he was also demanding an absurd amount of control over their lives. What if I decided to leave him and he decided to stop helping my mother? She couldn’t make it without that help, not without me or Anthony around. My decision was made: I would do whatever I had to do for my family - even if it meant suffering silently as my young life passed me by. 
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“Where ya’ll goin’ tonight?” Boss questioned me and Kylee as soon as he saw the way we were dressed. “You tryin’ to catch something, Meesh?” 
 
He didn’t approve of the sexy little low-cut Emilio Pucci dress I was wearing, and the look on his face blew that book wide open; too bad I didn’t care. I ignored him and his little disapproving look. That night wasn’t about Boss. It wasn’t even about our daughters. It was about my girl knowing that I needed to get away for a few hours and making it happen. Kylee didn’t give a fuck; she wasn’t about to leave that house without me. 
 
“We goin’ to Elite,” I told him while doing my best Beyoncé booty bounce. “Nelly’s holdin’ auditions tonight for his new video.” My joke didn’t go over too well; Boss and Pee-Wee looked at us like we were crazy. Kylee couldn’t hold a straight face for shit, and she laughed so hard, it spread to me - bu anan>here it ended. 
 
“I’m glad ya’ll think ya’ll funny.” My husband just shook his head from side to side like we made no sense to him whatsoever. “You need to go and find the rest of that dress...why you up in here tryin’ to be Sommore?”
 
Sommore was my favorite female comedian. Monique wasn’t far behind. I watched their comedy shows all the time. Laughing was the only way I could keep from crying. I knew that once I started, I wouldn’t be able to stop. Tonight, the club was having their generic version of Queens of Comedy. I knew there wouldn’t be any Sommores or Moniques, but I hoped I could at least get a few laughs out of it. So, I put my makeup on to cover my war wounds and headed out in search of a temporary fix for my permanent problems. 
 
“I know you ain’t tryin’ to catch nothin’?” Pee-Wee asked Kylee as his eyes inspected her skin-tight jeans and low-cut blouse. 
 

 “Baby, I already caught what I was fishin’ for,” she said, then sealed it with a kiss tossed in his direction. “I already got my Big Daddy.” 
 
 Pee-Wee laughed. He was just a big ol’ teddy bear when it came to Kylee. He treated her with the utmost respect; they never fought. Our relationships couldn’t have been more different. Boss and I were fighting all the time. If we weren’t fighting, we were fucking – and that was the only time we seemed to get along...that, and when we were sleeping. 
 
 “I need some weed.” I put my hand out in front of Boss like I was his daughter waiting for my allowance. “Either give it to me, or I’ma drive down to the hood and get some myself.” 
 
 I knew exactly how to work him. Being nice got me nowhere; he liked bitches, so a bitch I became. When I was nice and sweet, he couldn’t see me - but when I was in Boss Bitch mode, his eyes were wide open. 
 
 “Look in the safe in the den.” Boss gave in reluctantly. “You know the combo.”
 

I turned and headed down the hall, wearing a look of victory on my face. I wasn't really a weed smoker. Not like Boss. It was more about him giving in to me, even if it were something so small. Portraits of Bob Marley, Eazy-E, 2-Pac, and Biggie lined the walls of Boss’ den. I removed the one of Pac and paused for a moment to recall the combination. It started with twenty-one (of course), then ended with Malaysia and Mariah’s dates of birth. Inside,,n> there were several large stacks of cash, some important papers and documents, and a large brick of marijuana, which was not to be sold. It was Boss’ private smoking stash; that nigga stayed blowed. 
 

 When I came back into the room, the vibe was different; something didn’t feel right. Even Kylee looked upset, and that wasn’t like her. Nobody wanted to look at me...I felt another storm brewing. 
 
 “What’s wrong with ya’ll?” I asked, even though I was afraid to hear the answer. “Who died?”
 

“Meesh, yo moms just called.” Boss looked at me like he knew he was about to wreck my world. “Angie’s in the hospital.” He eased in as gently as he could. “Baby, she got raped.” 
 

 I couldn’t even respond. So many things began to race through my mind. My little sister is only nine years old. What kind of monster would prey on a child like that? How could anyone look at a baby and see anything sexual? How could life be that cruel to one family? I had to get to the hospital. Mama was going to need me there with her. She was going to need both me and Boss now more than ever. 
 
 Pee-Wee and Kylee offered to stay home with the girls while Boss and I rushed to the hospital. I didn’t say a word in the truck; I was too busy crying. Angie was my little girl way before I had Malaysia or Mariah. I found myself wondering if this would have happened if I were still living at home. Then my mind went somewhere much darker: I thought about my tiny little sister being violated while she cried out for her family to save her. I couldn’t even remember why Boss and I had been fighting so much lately. My husband took good care of me, and he kept me safe. What if the next man didn't? No one could love Malaysia and Mariah the way their father did. What if no one loved me like Boss did either? I made myself promise right then and there to give it one last try. No more games. No more bullshitting. Life was too short. 
 
 “Mama, what happened?” I asked my mother as I sat down next to her in the waiting room. 
 
 “I don’t know.” She looked over at me with the blankest stare on her face. “Angie asked me if she could walk to the store with her friend Britney. I said no, but she kept on askin’. The boys was sayin’ I been too overprotective since Anthony got killed. They said I need to let them have some fun sometimes. I felt bad, so I said yes.” She closed her eyes and took a moment to calm her nerves. “Angie wanted an ice
cream, so I gave her some money. Meesha, she was only gone for ten minutes.” 
 
 “How is she?” I asked, even though I was
afraid to hear the answer. “Is she...is she...”
 
 “She’s asleep.” Mama put me out of my misery. “The doctor gave her a sedative. Her beautiful face is all messed up. As if rapin’ her wasn’t bad enough - he had to beat her up, too.” Her sadness started to turn into anger. “I shoulda never let her go to the store by herself.”
 
 “Mama, it’s not yo fault.” I put my arms around my mother and tried my damndest to comfort her. “We’ll get through this,” my tears flowed once again, “just like we’ve gotten through everything else.” 
 
 “They know who did it?” Boss began to plot taking the law into his own hands. I remembered what he did after Anthony was murdered. I remembered what he did for me. When I asked him to punish my brother’s killer, he didn’t think twice. This time was different; this time, we had two daughters at home who needed both parents. Even so, I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop him. 
 

“Ashley said it was some man who used to live around here.” Mama searched her memory high and low. “Ren, I think.” 
 
Boss looked like he’d seen a ghost. I didn’t know Ren, but by the look on my husband’s face he was one dirty muthafucka; my little sister’s current condition was further proof of that. I cried like a baby the first time I saw her, and I didn’t do much better the second or the third. Her pretty little face was twice its normal size, and the cuts and bruises looked evil. I changed my mind about Boss. If he wanted to find that muthafucka and make him pay, not only would I support him, I’d also be grateful to him. They say that time heals all wounds, but I didn’t see it healing this one. My sister was forever changed that day. Gone was the fun loving little girl who loved to jump rope and go to the skating rink with her friends...she was replaced with a scared, quiet soul who didn’t trust anyone but Mama. She never left her side.
My little sister was now a hood statistic - and just like so many other young girls in the ghetto, she’d lost her innocence far too early.
 





  
	Boss Bitch Swag
	

  
Chapter 35
 

Boss
 

Me and Pee-Wee searched the entire city for Ren, but the nigga was nowhere to be found. I couldn’t shake the image of Angie’s battered face from my head; it reminded so much of Jtso muchazz’s. I hadn’t let myself think about her or what happened to her in years. I thought that shit was an isolated incident, but obviously I thought wrong. That nigga wasn’t just obsessed with Jazz - that nigga was obsessed with me. He knew Meesha was my wife, just like he knew Angie was her little sister. There were no secret identities in the hood. I didn’t know what the nigga’s beef with me was, and frankly I didn’t give a fuck. When I found him, his ass was mine. The problem was, I couldn’t find the nigga for shit. So, I decided it was time to pay a visit to the one person I thought might be able to help me out with my search. 
 
“Well, look what the cat done dragged in.” Gina opened the front door of her apartment looking sexier than she’d ever looked in her entire life. “How you doin’, Boss?” 
 
She’d cut her hair and gained about thirty pounds, but it was in all the right places. She was pretty like she used to be when we were kids, back before she started sucking on that glass dick. 
 

 “I’m good, Gina.” I wrapped my arms around my ex and pulled her into a hug. “How you doin’?”
 

No matter what went down when we were trying to be something we weren’t, I still had love for the girl. Gina had a grimy side, but don’t we all? I did a lot of shit back in the day I wouldn’t want to be judged on in my present. All I knew about her was what I’d heard, and that was some positive shit. 
 

“Go on and tell a nigga what you been up to.” I set her up to brag on herself a little. “I see you lookin’ right.”
 
 “Thank
you.” She smiled the same exact way she used to back in the day when I’d toss a compliment her way. “I went to school and got my Associate’s degree. Now I’m a Pharmacy Technician over at Barnes Hospital.” She beamed with pride. 
 
“That’s good, Gina. I’m proud of you,” I told her in my most sincere tone of voice. “Damn, somethin’ smells good.” I caught a whiff of some down home soul
food coming straight from Gina’s apartment. “You cookin’?”
 
“Fried chicken, mac and cheese, greens, candied yams, and homemade honey
butter biscuits,” she teased, knowing how much I’d always loved her cooking. 
 

 “Damn!” My stomach started turning flips, just like in the old days. Nobody got down like Gina. Her chicken was better than KFC, Church’s, and Popeye’s all combined. Meesha cooked, but not like that; she made grilled steaks, seafood, pasta, and healthy shit like that. It was good, but nobody wanted to eat healthy every single day of their lives. Gina had that down south thing going on. I might have been married, but my stomach was a free agent. 
 

“Come on in here and get you a plate.” She disappeared inside her apartment, leaving the door open for me to follow her inside. She still had that ass. I tried not to look, but I was only a man; my flesh was weak. I loved Meesha to death, but Meesha was nowhere around. Looking at ass wasn’t a crime. Out of respect for her, I didn’t do it in front of my wife - but it was hard for a nigga like me. Being faithful wasn’t realistic. People fuck up. Dicks get hard, and pussies get wet, but that was no reason to dismantle an entire family. That’s the difference between niggas and bitches: bitches put they heart in a fuck; niggas just put they dicks in it. 
 
I went inside and sat down at the table with the woman who years before had given birth to my stillborn son. We talked for a little while about my family. Gina had seen Meesha around the hood when she was younger, but she really didn’t know her. I even whipped out the Gucci wallet my wife bought me for Christmas and showed off a few flicks of our little girls. Gina then went on to tell me about her new man, Curtis. They’d been together for the last two years, and in about seven months they’d be married. She was never able to get her kids back, but she did get visitation. She was satisfied knowing that they were adopted into a good family. Sheila and Marcus Winston were good churchgoing people who provided an excellent home and a strong foundation for the kids. They knew Gina was their biological mother; the Winstons never tried to hide that from them. Gina just hoped that one day when they were older they’d be able to understand why she gave them up. 
 

 “I was thinkin’ that before I got married, it sho would be nice to have you one more time.” Gina snuck that one in on me as she cleared my dinner plate and refilled my drink. She hadn’t changed as much as I thought she had; she still wanted her some Boss dick. That made me feel good, but the Hennessy made me curious. I wondered if she could still wind it up like she used to. 
 
 “You used to like the way I sucked that dick.” She jogged my memory and initiated a few X-rated flashbacks. “I’m grown now.” Gina bent down and whispered her seductive words directly into my ear. “As good as it was back then...it's even better now. And this pussy...uhm...I can do things to you yo wife’s never even heard of...”
 

She put her leg over my lap and straddled me in the chair. I could feel her heat. She wanted to fuck; it was just that simple. I may never have loved Gina the way I loved Mesha - but I enjoyed the hell out of fucking her. 
 

 “You had a big dick when we was kids, so I know you workin’ wit something now.” She licked a trail up my neck, then softly bit on my earlobe. “Yeah, I still remember what you like.” Gina reached down and grabbed a handful of my dick. “I wanna suck you off so bad, my pussy’s wet.”
 
 My dick was starting to respond. Once I took another drink of Hennessy, I was done for; there was no way I was leaving without gettin’ a sample. Gina knew exactly what she was doing. She started grinding her pussy on my dick, moving back and forth and not once breakin’ eye contact. 
 
 “Ain’t nobody gotta know,” she whispered as she continued to grind down on my dick. “What you want me to do, Daddy?” 
 
 My dick was brick. I paused and thought for a moment. My brain and my dick were in a tug-of-war battle. I knew what the right thing to do was: all I had to do was get up and walk my ass out of that apartment - but instead I stayed and let my dick enjoy another victory. 
 
 “You know what I like.” 
 

Gina unbuckled my belt, opened my pants, and pulled out my dick in seconds. The bitch was still greedy. She licked her lips and made sure they were nice and wet. My dick was literally in the palm of her hand, and she licked it slowly from the bottom to the top, sending little electric shocks down my spine. 
 

 “You like that, Daddy?” she asked with a mouthful of dick. “You gon’ love this.” Gina knew she was about to blow my fucking mind when she began to roll her tongue like a tornado around the head of my dick. The bitch deep-throated me like her name was Superhead. It felt so good when my dick hit her tonsils. She ran her hand up and down my shaft while she sucked on the head. Watching her was like watching a real live porn star at work. She took off her shirt and bra, all while giving me the blow job of my life. The bitch was even better than I remembered. She pushed her breasts together and held them while I slid my dick between them, tittie-fucking her. Her big brown nipples were hard and begging to be sucked.
 
 “Get yo ass up here,” I commanded her, ready to take chav>’d been working so hard to get. She quickly obeyed. Gina got up off her knees and sat back on top of me. I sucked her titties, palming and squeezing them very roughly. That's how she liked it: the rougher the better. 
 
 “That pussy wet?” I asked as I reached down and rubbed the warm place between her thighs. “Yeah, you wet as a muthafucka. Get yo ass up on that table.” 
 
 She did exactly what I told her to do. As soon as she hopped her ass up on that table, I hiked up her skirt and pulled her pretty little pink panties from her body; that turned her on even more. Gina was a superfreak. She liked her dick hard and her niggas even harder. I could fuck with a bitch like her. As long as she played by the rules, I could fuck her at least once a week for the rest of my life. 
 
 “Fuck me, Daddy,” she begged while spreading her legs wide and preparing for my entrance. “Uhm...” she moaned as I pushed my big, hard dick inside her. 
 

I fucked her like a whore, and she loved every minute of it; it felt too good not to. After a few minutes, I flipped her ass over and entered her from behind. Doggy
style was Gina's favorite position, and it didn't take her long to cum. She was finished, but I wasn’t. I continued to slam into her body for fifteen minutes until that familiar feeling came over me. 
 

 “Uhhhhh...” I grunted like a caveman as I came inside Gina. We both remained still; it took a while for us to catch our breath. Once we did, I pulled out and sat back down on the chair. 
 
 “You wanna rag?” she asked, like a rag could wash away what I was now feeling. I fucked up again. If Meesha found out about this one, she’d be crushed. That would probably mean the end of our marriage for good - and that didn’t work for me. I needed my wife and my kids there with me every day...I didn’t think I could survive without them. 
 

 Gina went to the bathroom and got me a rag. After I cleaned off, I asked her the question I originally sought her out to ask. She had no idea where Ren was, and by the sound of her voice she really didn’t want to know; after what that nigga did to Jazz, every broad we knew was scared to death to fuck with him. He was a predator, and innocent young girls were his prey. I couldn’t figure out what my part in his sick little twisted game was, and when I found the nigga I probably wouldn’t stop to ask; pleas for mercy were the oproy were nly thing I needed to hear come out of his mouth. Even if he didn’t beg, I was going to enjoy killing that traitor. I couldn’t even believe I used to consider him a friend...fuck was I thinking?
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Chapter 36
 

Meesha
 

It didn’t take me long to find out about Boss and Gina; the bitch called my house the day after it happened. I knew it was going down when Boss told me he needed to talk to her. We’d been together long enough for me to know his hand before he played it; if she was willing, then so was he. The nigga had no respect for his dick whatsoever. I still loved him, but on some level I just didn’t care anymore. Caring hurt, and I was so tired of the hurt. I won’t front: a few tears were shed, but I refused to fall completely apart. Not again. Not for him. I had better things to do. 
 
 I always wanted to be in fashion. Ever since I was a little girl, I dreamed of designing clothes like the ones I saw in Mama’s magazines. So, I decided that it was time to stop sleepwalking through life and start living it. After all, the only person holding me back was me. I enrolled in the Fashion Design program at Washington University's school of art and began my journey. I eventually wanted to start my own line. Boss told me that I had his full support - but even if I didn’t, I was going for it. 
 
Starting college was great for my self-esteem. Being in classes and interacting with young men and women my own age, I felt reborn. Boss didn’t like it, but he tried his best to hide his true feelings from me. I knew his deal: he was afraid that if I got out in the world and found my own way, I wouldn’t need him anymore. He didn’t understand that I never needed him; I just wanted him with every fiber of my being. 
 
 Time seemed to pass much quicker than normal; I went from nineteen to twenty and then to twenty-one all in the blink of an eye. School was going well. The girls were getting bigger by the day. Boss and I were at peace, and my soul was at ease. Everything was calm – and that’s usually when life is about to knock you right on your ass. 
 
“Baby, what’s wrong?” I asked Boss when I found him standing in our driveway at three o’clock in the morning, getting drenched in the pouring rain. “Boss, baby, you scarin’ me...please tell me what’s wrong?” 
 
 “My nigga...” He shivered like a dope fiend that was way overdue for a fix.spae for a “My nigga’s dead.” 
 
I reached for his hands, already knowing what was coming next. Not him. Not now. Things were on track for once. Life was good. We were good. We had our fair share of problems, but they were nothing we couldn’t get through; we had before. The life we built together wasn’t an easy one, but it wasn’t an easy one to forget either. We rode that muthafucka the only way a Boss and a Boss bitch knew how: hard. We loved hard. We fought hard. We fucked hard, and we came hard. But this shit here was about to change the game forever...it was about to change Boss forever. 
 
“He’s dead, Meesh.” My husband looked at me like I was the only one that truly understood his pain. “Pee-Wee’s dead.”
 
Even though I knew it was coming, I cringed. It was yet another blow to an already weak spot. Pee-Wee was the dude. I couldn’t even begin to imagine our lives without him. He was the one person that could always reach Boss, even when he was hiding out in the darkest, scariest corners of his mind. Who was going to do that now? Who was going to explain my husband to me why I didn’t have a clue? Pee-Wee had been the backbone of my family, and I didn’t even realize it. 
 
“Come on, baby.” I gripped my husband’s hands tighter and began to lead him inside. “Let’s go in the house.” 
 
Boss didn’t say a word; he was still in shock. I fought for strength, but I couldn’t help shedding tears for the man who had my back on so many occasions. I couldn’t believe it; he was really gone. The dude we used to jokingly refer to as Superman died from taking a bullet to the neck. He passed instantly. 
 

 “I’m losin’ everything!” Boss punched a massive hole in our wall. “My boy, my wife, my daughters...” 
 

He was about to break. I could see it so clearly. He needed me in a way he never had before. I was sad, too, but I wasn’t about to let him crash and burn. Our family needed its Boss, so I had to make sure we had him. 
 
“Baby, you haven’t lost me or the girls. As a matter of fact,” I took his banged-up hand and placed it gently on my stomach, “...you might be gaining one.”
 
I was pregnant. I had a doctor’s appointment earlier that day, and that’s when I found out. I was going to tell Boss as soon as he got home, but after waiting on him for five hours I finally fell asleep. If I didn’t wake up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom, I wouldn’t even have known he was outside standing in the cold, wet rain. I thanked God for my tiny bladder. 
 
My husband needed me by his side, so that’s right where I stood. People could call me stupid. They could say that I was a fool for Boss - andI sn>’d probably be right - but when you love somebody, you love them through the good and in spite of the bad. My husband wasn’t really a bad man; he just made a lot of bad choices. 
 

 Pee-Wee’s funeral was so hard on Boss. When he went up to view the body, he just stood there for twenty minutes, trying to accept the fact that his cousin, his best friend was gone. I wanted to wrap my arms around him tight and never let him go. 
 
 “Baby, it’s okay.” I stood behind him and wrapped my arms around his waist. “He’s in a better place now. We have to let him go. We owe him that much.” 
 
 “I’m tryin’.” His head fell back against mine. “I’m tryin’ hard to let my nigga go.” 
 
 Nobody else in that church mattered; it was like they didn’t even exist. Boss and Pee-Wee were the only two that ever really understood their bond. Men like them didn’t plead for understanding, but they did demand respect. There would never be another Pee-Wee; his shoes were far too big for anyone to fill. I worried about the void that his passing was going to leave in my husband’s life...how do you even begin to plug a hole that big? I knew I couldn’t make it better, no matter how hard I tried. All I could do was offer my support and give it if he accepted. It wasn’t much, but it was all I had to work with. 
 

After losing Pee-Wee, Kylee was all fucked up. She took a leave from school to try and pull herself together. There wasn’t much that I could do for her either. She couldn’t even come to the house anymore; the memories of Pee-Wee were just too much for her to handle. Boss gave her the seventy-five grand that Pee-Wee stashed in the guest room. We both agreed that he would have wanted her to have it. It wasn’t much, and it couldn’t bring Pee-Wee back, but it was his one final chivalrous gesture. He always treated Kylee like a queen, and his death didn’t cause him to make any exceptions. 
 

 I was eighteen weeks pregnant when we found out we were having a boy; Boss was finally going to get his son. It was as if the last puzzle piece was about to be fitted. After all of the loss we’d endured, I was ready to welcome a new life into our family. Malaysia and Mariah were so ready to be big sisters, and Malaysia even asked if she could help pick out her little brothers’ name - but I already had that covered. Our son would be named after the uncle he’d never get a chance to meet, as well as the father who gave him life: Anthony Malcolm Clark would be his name. I loved him already. 
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“I’m sorry to have to be the one to tell you this...but...you’re HIV positive”...n>Dr. Benson’s words echoed in my head. 
 

It was like a horrible dream that I couldn’t wake up from. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t make this one go away. It wasn’t just a terrifying figment of my imagination - it was real. My life had become some sad cautionary tale. The storm was growing angrier, but its loud thunder and bright lightning didn't faze me at all; I had more important things to worry about. All of a sudden, my life was at risk. Boss had betrayed me in the worst way possible. It didn't matter anymore that he slept with Gina and Peaches and Risha and Asia; what mattered to me was that he had so little concern for my life that he’d have unprotected sex with those hoes...that shit cut through me like a knife. 
 

 I walked into the beautiful home that I shared with my husband, feeling detached from everything and everyone. It was as if I were watching my life play out on TV - but it wasn’t really my life...it couldn’t be...this was some totally ridiculous soap opera, and any minute now someone was going to yell,
“Cut! End of scene.”
 

I always tried to be a good person. Even when everybody around me was wildin’ the fuck out, I stayed focused. Nothing was more important to me than my family. I loved my children so much, and there was nothing in this world I wouldn’t do for them. They kept me sane when their father was hell-bent on driving me mad. On top of everything else he’d already put me through, now he was about to make me fight for my life...that was one low down dirty
muthafucka. 
 
As I walked down the hall towards my daughters’ room, I began to feel weak. The wall steadied me until I was strong enough to stand on my own two feet, then I opened their door - and it hit me hard. Malaysia and Mariah looked like angels sleeping in their beds. I started to cry again, but this time I wasn’t sure I’d be able to stop. Shit was so unfair. When the crying turned to screaming, I covered my mouth with my hands. There was nothing left inside. I was hollow; that nigga had gutted me like a fish. Who the fuck did he think he was? My sadness quickly turned to anger. It was the most intense emotion I’d ever felt in my life; I was on fire. 
 
I heard the shower running in our master bath and knew Boss was up; it was time to pay the piper. I took off my heels and tiptoed quietly into the bathroom, then shut and locked door behind me. The huge room was full of steam. Boss had left his clothes lying all over the bathroom floor, like he’d done so many times before. spames befHis gun was on my vanity...how fucking poetic. I picked it up and held it in my hands; it was heavier than I imagined it to be. I wondered how many people’s lives he’d taken with it. As I walked over to the shower and just stood there waiting, I wiped the tears from my eyes. 
 

 “Meesh
-” Boss damn near jumped out of his skin when he saw me standing there with his gun in my hand. “Baby, what’s goin’ on?” 
 
 “How long have you known?” I asked him straight out, not wanting to bullshit with his lying-ass just this once. “Tell me the truth, and I might not kill you.” 
 
 “How long have I known what, baby?” He once again tried to play me for a fool. 
 

Not today. I fired one shot and shattered the shower door into a million pieces. My mind took me back to the day I was shot at in the shower of our old home...I went through so much just to be with Boss - and it was all for nothing...none of it meant a damn thing. 
 

 “I never in my wildest dreams thought it would end like this.” My eyes closed for just a second, but it was long enough to see the first time we’d made love...if only I could go back and warn that stubborn little girl; I’d tell her he wasn’t worth it, that the nigga destroyed everything he touched - and I’d beg her to save herself for someone who deserved her. I’d also show her every bruise he’d eventually put on her heart, but I knew she wouldn’t listen...she was too far gone by then. 
 
 “For six years,” I went in on him, “all I’ve done is love you and be there for you. I’ve never once been with anyone else. I was so faithful. I never even kissed another nigga.” I had to chuckle at myself. How pathetic was I? I was married to a man who fucked hoes as a hobby, and I was at home trying to be some ghetto-ass version of a Stepford Wife. Was the dick really that good? Did I sell my soul for a piece?

 
 “I know that, Meesh.” Boss spoke so sincerely. “You’re a good woman.” 
 

I wanted to shoot his fucking dick off. How dare he patronize me? That nigga had King Kong balls. He tried to come towards me - but I raised his gun and put a stop to that shit real fast. He couldn’t fuck his way out of this one. 
 
 “Boss, I loved you.” I spilled my heart out as I aimed his 9mm at his chest and prepared to spill his guts. “But what you did to me is unforgivable.” I cocked the hammer and closed my eyes. “Goodbye.” I pulled the trigger. 
 

Either time was standing still, or nothing was happening. I opened my eyes just in time to see the frantic look on Boss’ face. His yellow piss had saturated the beautiful white rug beneath him, and we looked at each other and both realized what had happened at the exact same time: the gun jammed. Neither one of us were prepared to back down. He wanted to live, and I wanted his ass dead - the only question was: which one of us wanted his life more?
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Boss
 

Meesha died in my arms. It happened so fucking fast. She was there one minute and dead the next. We struggled for my 9mm, but I never wanted to shoot her; I loved her. 
 
When the gun went off in that split second, I wanted it to be me. She deserved for it to be me. A nigga never got shit right. Me and Meesh were like night and day. She tried her best to help me, but you can’t save a wild-ass nigga that don’t want to be saved. Now she was dead. My wife tried to offer me a lifeline - and I shot her in the heart...how the fuck was I going to explain that to my kids? 
 

 “Meesh!” I fell to my knees beside my wife as she lay on the bathroom floor, bleeding heavily from her chest. “Meesha! Come on now, Meesh!” My mind began to process what my heart already knew: I could yell at her and shake her all I wanted to...she was gone. 
 

“Baby, I’m so sorry.” I brought her lifeless head up to my chest. “What the fuck happened? What did I do? What the fuck just happened?” 
 
I was losing my mind. Meesha was the only woman I ever really loved. It wasn’t like the puppy dog shit I had for Jazz or the infatuation I had with Kitty; I loved Meesha in a way that scared the shit out of a nigga like me. I married her. I couldn’t stand the thought of another nigga ever touching her, so I put a ring on her finger - and I never regretted it. She was good for me when I let her be, but I was like poison to her, and the infection just kept getting deeper and deeper. Once I got inside her body, I wouldn’t let go. She tried to fight me off. She fought with everything she had, and when that wasn’t enough - she finally gave in; I won. 
 
My wife was dead in my arms from a bullet fired by my gun while it was in my hands. I was a real fucking winner, and my prize was a life without the one person who could have made it meaningful...I would have been better off dead. 
 
My daughters stood on the other side of the bathroad.f the bom door, screaming and crying for Mommy and Daddy, but I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. If I opened that door, they would have been traumatized for life. It was the only right thing I think I ever did for them. I should’ve let Meesha leave with them when she tried, but I had to have things the way I wanted them. Fuck everybody else; I had to be in charge...I had to be Boss. I didn’t even remember who Malcolm Clark was anymore. I got so caught up in believing my own bullshit that I didn’t even know what was real and what was legend. But I was about to find out. Boss was about to see firsthand that all the drugs, all the booze, all the crimes, all murders, and all the affairs weren’t going to go unpunished. My day had come – and losing Meesha was just the start of my downfall. 
 
I called 911, for all the good that did me. Meesha was already gone. So was the baby. It was too early. My son wasn’t ready to be separated from his mother, so they went together. I was immediately arrested and charged with the murder of my wife and unborn child. Even worse: the law wasn’t hearing that self-defense bullshit. I was a career drug dealer with plenty of arrests on a rap sheet that went back damn near twenty years...they wanted to nail me bad - and they did. 
 

 Meesha’s moms got custody of the girls while I got busy serving a life sentence. There was no parole in my future, and no future in the days I had left. I thought about Meesh all the time; her face haunted my nightmares every night as I tossed and turned in a pool of my own sweat. I lost a lot of people I cared about, but to actually be responsible for one’s death was traumatic. I knew I was never going to forgive myself. Meesha was the love of my life. I wanted to give her everything she wanted, but I couldn’t see that all she really wanted was me. She didn’t give a fuck about the money. She never even drove all the cars; as long as I was breathing and the girls were healthy, Meesh was content. That should’ve been more than enough for me, but it wasn’t. I was a greedy nigga. I had to live the Boss life. I always wanted more, more money, more women, more anything than I could ever possibly acquire – and that addiction led me to a dark place that felt too permanent to brush off. My drug was power. I didn’t shoot it or snort it, but I was no better than any other addict on the block. I was no better than Yuk – and admitting that was truly like admitting defeat. I didn’t give a fuck anymore; I didn’t see the point. What did I have left to believe in? 
 

Prison life was a big-ass adjustment for me. I stayed in trouble from day one. Another inmate recognized me from the news and started referring to me as the nigga with AIDS who killed his bitch. I ended up breakin’ his nose and jaw and knocking out six of his front teeth. Most I  teeth. of my first year was spent in solitary confinement. They thought I was a threat when I was really just a dead man walking. My insides were rotten. I didn’t give a fuck about being cut off from the other prisoners; they didn’t mean shit to me. I was cut off from my kids; that’s what hurt. Living everyday knowing that I killed my wife was what burned my flesh at night. The prison doctor gave me an HIV test, but it came back negative. I didn’t care. Everybody around me thought that I was some big, exciting mystery, and they all wanted to solve me. I just wanted to be left the fuck alone. My dark thoughts and recurring nightmares were all the company I could stand. 
 
That day started out fucked up. This bitch-ass CO name Leon was on a power trip - and lucky me, I was the nigga he wanted to trip with. I didn’t have shit to lose. My life meant nothing to me anymore, but I underestimated how much it still meant to somebody else. 
 
 “So you the nigga everybody refers to as ‘Boss,’ huh?” Leon stood in front of me like he was sizing me up. “You don’t look like no fuckin’ boss.” He attempted to berate me. “Nigga, what the fuck you run?” His big ass bucked at me like we were two bears in the wild. “Not my prison.”
 
He was one of those: the muthafucka made forty grand a year and thought he was some kind of a Don. I guess the prison was his palace. If he thought I had any interest in running that dingy muthafucka, he was barking up the wrong tree. Boss was gone, and Malcolm Clark didn’t have any desire to argue with a power-hungry buffoon who had no fucking idea what was really going on under his nose. He was too arrogant to see clearly. I knew how that felt...I, too, had once suffered with the same affliction. 
 
“Why don’t you turn yo big ass around and go try to intimidate some other nigga?” Malcolm Clark had no desire to argue with the clown, but he wasn’t about to be punked by him either. “Whatever you got goin’ on up in this bitch ain’t got shit to do with me.”
 

“Now, nigga, that’s where ya wrong.” A sinister smirk quickly spread across his already creepy-ass face. “This has everything to do with you.” He put the key into the lock that opened the door of my cell, then an even bigger nigga appeared at his side. The six-foot-four-inch, three hundred pound stranger was there to kill me; I didn’t need officer smart-ass to tell me that. The door opened with a loud, grinding squeak, then my would-be murderer began to move towards me. He was covered in ld
 

 “Nigga, Ren sends his condolences.” The large stranger dropped a very familiar name. “He was sorry to hear about yo wife.” Biggie chuckled. 
 

I didn’t see a damn thing funny. Meesha’s life wasn’t a joke, and neither was her death. I didn’t know what Ren had to do with it, and I really didn’t give a fuck. There was a time when I would’ve done anything for that nigga, but that time was long gone. Childish friendships were a thing of the past; the present was all that mattered - and in my present I found myself unarmed, dodging swipes from a monster equipped with a shank he proudly created with his own two hands. It was my life or his – and I was either going to kill this big, ignorant muthafucka or go out fighting...
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Ren
 

 I was only thirteen when I had my first sexual experience, and I was only fifteen when I found out I was HIV positive. My first piece of pussy did me in. She was a sexy older bitch with smooth dark skin, cold black hair, and matching cold black eyes. They called her Coco. She was a prostitute; she was also my homeboy’s mother. It only took Mama Clark three minutes to take me where I needed to go. I thought I was in love, but she was just a hoe. She loved any nigga with forty bucks in his pocket. Tuesday was my day. I’d give her two twenties, and she’d suck my dick until I begged her to stop. The bitch was a
beast. She had what I called the three Fs: she was fine, she was fun, and she was freaky as a muthafucka. She was also sick and didn’t even know it. The night she found out, she killed herself and took her secret with her to the grave - and I never would’ve known if I didn’t start to get sick myself. 
 

Two years after Coco’s death, I was admitted to Children’s Hospital with a nasty case of the flu - only it wasn’t really the flu. My mother didn’t believe the doctor when she gave us the news. She had no clue I was fucking; that’s not really something a boy shares with his mother. Moms slapped the dog shit out of me when I told her that I got the disease from a prostitute. Boss’ mother was the only woman I’d ever been with, but she was a filthy, trifling whore. She took my money, and in return she gave me a disease I couldn’t get rid of. Somebody had to pay for that, and since the bitch was already dead, I decided that her son - the nigga that called his self my friend - - would settle her debt...I was going to take away his whole entire life the same way his hoe ass mama took away mine. 
 
Jazz was my first strike. I tried to fuck the bitch, but she was so stuck on Boss she couldn’t see straight. So I had to rape her. That could have been the end, but she didn’t get sick. I left town for a little while to regroup - but even though my mission was on pause, I didn’t forget about it. My need for revenge was what motivated me. 
 
I took my meds every day. I ate right. I even started working out. I knew one day my time would come, and I wanted to be prepared for anything. I fell back and waited patiently for the perfect moment – and that’s when I found out about Meesha. My little cousin Derrick had known her for years, and he was my in. First, I paid a dope fiend named Yuk to dispose of her younger brother; that hurt her, so it also hurt Boss. For a while, I was satisfied with that. Then I drove down 21st Street one night and saw that nigga laughing it up with some bitch I’d never seen before; that nigga was telling jokes while I was struggling to survive – and his wife was about to pay out the ass for those jokes.
 
 I paid my broke-ass cousin Derrick five Gs to get Meesha to Elite that night, then slip a Mickey into her drink. Once it started to take effect, his mission was to get her back to my truck. He came through. When I had her alone in my Excursion, I kissed her. I fondled her. Then, once my dick got hard enough, I raped her; the next day, she didn’t remember a thing. When she found out her status, she instantly suspected Boss; apparently, the bitch was faithful to that hoe-ass nigga. When I heard what happened, I damn near came all over myself. I couldn’t have planned that shit any better. Boss’ wife tried to shoot him, but they struggled - and he ended up shooting her instead. The shit was all over the news. 
 
I let that nigga rot in jail for a while, but then I got bored. My auntie’s boyfriend, Leon, was as crooked as they came; all I had to do was show him the money. He even agreed to provide the jailhouse hit man. The entire thing took less than five minutes, and I got the call when Boss was pronounced dead. I played his life like a chess game; he thought he was controlling the board, but he wasn’t really in control of shit. Boss fell just like any other nigga made of flesh and blood – and so did his bitch.
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