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    Trigg 
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     “Y 
 
   
 
    o, the nigga is dead!” Peeboy said while pulling me away from Grizzy. Blood was splattered across the kitchen floor; his eye was hanging out of the socket due to the blows to his face. I lost my temper while stomping his bitch-ass out. Putting a bullet in his dome wasn’t good enough, the muthafucka had to suffer the hard way. Peeboy cringed when I kicked Grizzy in the face for the final blow; his eye burst like a grape and blood dripped down the tip of my boot. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I’m good,” I said, while wiping sweat off my forehead. 
 
      
 
    “You did him mad dirty,” he replied, while holding his stomach. Grizzy’s face was so disfigured, the nigga’s head looked like a melted ice-cream cone. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the gasoline container from underneath the table and poured it onto Grizzy’s body. Afterwards, I went into the living room then dumped gasoline on Grizzy’s furniture. What he said about Redz weighed heavily on my mind, angering me even more. I wanted to bring him back to life so I could kill his bitch-ass again. Shorty was making me look weak out in the streets and I wasn’t going for it. First, she wasn’t going to tell me she was pregnant, but I managed to get past that. Secondly, she lied to me about the beef she had with Moe which caused Peanut to get jammed up. Lastly, was Grizzy taking her to kill my seed a few years back. The broad couldn’t even let me know she was carrying my seed. That love and loyalty bullshit was out of the window and the respect I had for Redz was never going to be the same. I see why Grizzy thought he had one up on me when it came to Redz, he knew more about my bitch than I did. She trusted him more than she trusted me and that was fucking with my head. I knew Grizzy wasn’t lying either, I’ve been around the clown long enough to know when he was telling the truth. It was also making sense why Redz looked out for him, and it was because of their bond, so where did I fit in? Shit, who the fuck was I to Redz other than her connect? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I went into the kitchen after I finished pouring the gasoline through Grizzy’s house. “You ready?” Peeboy asked, with matches in his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, toast that nigga up.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy lit the match, dropping it on Grizzy’s body. I waited until I smelled burning flesh before leaving the house. I wanted the nigga to be crisp by the time the firefighters came. Me and Peeboy ran across the back yard to get to the van parked behind his crib. I looked over my shoulder while standing outside the van; the curtains in the kitchen window were ablaze with smoke seeping from underneath the back door. 
 
      
 
    “That fool is burnin’ up, fam. We gotta go,” Peeboy said, from the driver’s seat. He floored the gas pedal when I got inside the van and ran over a few trash cans. Grizzy’s neighborhood didn’t have streetlights, so the streets were dark. I lifted my mask after we left the neighborhood. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe I killed that nigga,” I said aloud. 
 
      
 
    “You did what you had to do. Folks switch up when a nigga is gettin’ bread. The same homies you ball wit’ can be the same homies that’ll try to take you out. It was either you or him. Do you think that nigga was lyin’ on Redz about that abortion? I can’t see shorty doing somethin’ like that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You never know with Redz. Shorty turns into a different broad when she’s in her feelings. I feel like I know her better than she knows herself, but sometimes, it’s like I’m still gettin’ to know her. It sounds crazy, but that’s how it is.” 
 
      
 
    “What if she wasn’t ready to be a mother?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, she should’ve told me, but she put that nigga’s trust before mine. Redz wasn’t even gonna tell me about this baby either. Now, I wonder if she planned on gettin’ rid of it but changed her mind once I found out. I’m out here bein’ faithful, buyin’ her everything, treatin’ her like she’s my wife, come in at a decent hour and the bitch got me lookin’ like a sucka! Grizzy wasn’t supposed to know shit about what me and her had goin’ on.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy passed me a bottle of Crown Royal. “I think you need this,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m good. I’ll strangle Redz if I drink that.” 
 
      
 
    “More for me then. Shid, I’m havin’ bitch problems too,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me you're stressed about your hoe-ass baby mama.” 
 
      
 
    “Hell no, fuck that broad. It’s Kat, but I’m not gonna speak on it out of respect for your homeboy,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, keep that to yourself. The less I know, the better.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy unscrewed the top of the bottle and took it to the head. I rolled up a blunt to ease my mind about Redz. Shorty had my mind gone! I was already heated that she pretended there wasn’t any beef with Moe. Now, the nigga was dead, and Peanut was in police custody because she was charged with murder. Luckily, Peanut didn’t get picked up with any work on her. That situation could have turned into a bigger one and affected everyone in my circle. I kept my feelings bottled inside so I wouldn’t go off on Redz since she was pregnant, but shorty was stressing me out. What Grizzy told me added fuel to the fire. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy drank half the bottle of liquor in fifteen minutes. “Aight, nigga, rap to me about Kat,” I said. It was obvious the homie had a lot on his mind. 
 
      
 
    “We can talk now?” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you doin’ ninety on the highway, lookin’ all spaced out and shit. You are over there trippin’ about somethin’.” 
 
      
 
    “Kat told me she’s gonna focus on her relationship with Reeko. Can you believe that shit? She cut me off over some shit I did when I was a teenager to rock wit’ that nigga? We both know he doesn't want Kat and is usin’ her because my baby mama doesn't want him. But I’m not a bitch nigga, so I’m not gonna tell her that she’s bein’ done wrong. I’m tired of waitin’ for her,” he vented. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t chase no broad, they’ll run from you if you do that. If she wanna be wit’ Reeko, let her. She’ll find out about him herself.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s true. I just feel like I’m doin’ her wrong again by knowin’ her nigga is smashin’ my baby mama. She deserves a good dude, but I guess I’m still payin’ for what I did. I hate how shorty is always on my mind though,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Get a lil’ freak joint to keep you occupied. It won’t fix it, but it’ll temporarily take your mind off her.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m celibate, fam. These bitches be tryin’ to trap a nigga,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Celibate? The fuck is that?” 
 
      
 
    “Not fuckin’. It’s been almost a year since I had any pussy,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yooooo, you buggin’. You ain’t gettin’ the dome either?” 
 
      
 
    “None of that,” he seriously replied. 
 
      
 
    “That’s deep, bruh. Shid, you are better than me though. I can’t go a week without it. But the only advice I can give you is to move on until shorty circles back. She’ll come back to you once she realizes Reeko is on his own time.” 
 
      
 
    “Then I’ll be a rebound nigga,” he scoffed. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all’s history is too deep for you to be a rebound.” 
 
      
 
    “You are right, I just gotta take my mind off shorty,” he replied, while taking the Annapolis exit. My cell phone rang inside my pocket. I quickly answered it because I was expecting Diego’s call. 
 
      
 
    “Yoo,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you, Hijo?” he asked, in a serious tone. 
 
      
 
    “I’m around the corner from my apartment buildin’.” 
 
      
 
    “My driver will be there in thirty minutes,” he said, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    I was curious about what Diego had discovered about Peanut's situation. I wasn't going to involve him, but it was a problem that was out of my hands, and he had more connections. Moe was killed outside of Lance and Myers jurisdiction; I didn’t have any county officers in my back pocket. County cops were not the same as city cops, and many of them were white and racist. Ten minutes later, Peeboy pulled up on my street. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, fam, I’ll get up wit’ you later,” I said, giving him a dap. 
 
      
 
    “Be easy,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I closed the door to the van and then walked down the sidewalk towards my apartment building. Ten minutes had already passed, and I had twenty minutes left to take a shower and change clothes. 
 
      
 
    ************** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Diego’s driver, Julio, pulled up to a Spanish-style mansion in Potomac, Maryland. In the center of the circular driveway was a water fountain. Being on Diego's property made me feel like I was in Cuba. There were armed security guards on his property around-the-clock. In fact, you had to be searched to pass the gate. 
 
    Diego also had a tower on his property where the surveillance camera room was located; he was living a gangsta’s dream. I got out of the truck and the heavy wooden door to Diego’s mansion opened; he walked out of the crib smoking a cigar and wearing silk pajamas. 
 
      
 
    “Welcome home, Hijo,” he said, giving me a dap hug. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, when I get older, I’m definitely gettin’ a pair of silk pajamas with the matchin’ slippers,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Have you eaten yet? My chef is whipping me up a late-night dinner,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’m good,” I replied, while following him into the house. 
 
      
 
    The inside of Diego’s mansion looked like a jungle mixed with an art museum. On the wall inside the foyer was a portrait of him and his mother, Mrs. Sophia standing on a beach in Cuba. Diego put his hand on my shoulder, “you need to be up there too,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt.” 
 
      
 
    “And your lady and my grandchild,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    My cellphone interrupted our conversation; Redz was calling me. I stared at my cell phone, contemplating if I wanted to talk to her or not. 
 
      
 
    Mannnn fuck her! 
 
      
 
    I put the cellphone back into my pocket while following Diego down the hallway to his office. His office was the size of a high school library. He gestured for me to sit in the leather chair next to the fireplace. Above the fireplace, was a picture of Diego and my mother sitting in a burger and milkshake joint. He had more pictures of her than me and Gramps. Delfonics’ song, Didn’t I, was playing from a record player behind his desk. I remembered my mother playing that song all day on Sundays while she cooked and cleaned. Being around Diego brought back a lot of memories I had of my mother; her spirit was still present in our lives. 
 
      
 
    “What do you know about that song?” I asked. He sat a glass of rum on the table in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “Everything; do you want to know the story behind this song?” he replied, sitting across from me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, fill me in.” 
 
      
 
    “I played this to her over the phone the first time she broke up with me. That’s when I realized I was in love,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “The first time she broke up wit’ you?  How many times did y’all break up?” 
 
      
 
    “I lost count. We didn’t have a perfect relationship, but it was for us,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Did you cheat on her?” 
 
      
 
    He took a drag from his cigar, and I knew what it meant without him saying anything. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not mad at you, but I know she made you pay for it.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, she did and even went on a date with another man,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, she got you good.” 
 
      
 
    “Your mother knew how to push my buttons to get her point across. A woman knows how to weaken a man if she knows his weakness, and she was my weakness. We can dish a lot of shit, but we can’t take it. I cheated once and never did it again. But enough about me, what’s going on with you? You haven’t touched your rum and you have this look in your eyes. Are you sad, Hijo?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I brushed my hand down my waves, unsure how I wanted to break down everything that transpired before I came to his crib. Grizzy deserved to die, but I was still having a hard time processing his betrayal. 
 
      
 
    “You won’t be able to focus on your operation with a heavy heart. Vulnerability is like a carcass, and it draws in vultures. Get whatever it is out so you can remain focused,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Moments later, I ended up cracking and telling Diego about me, Redz, and Grizzy. I was reluctant to tell him about Redz’s abortion, but I told him anyway. One would’ve thought I was in a therapy session venting about my personal life. How could a nigga that had it all together on the outside life be in shambles? My life was supposed to be complete when Redz came back to me; she was the cherry on the top. But she made it feel more incomplete because I no longer trusted her. 
 
      
 
    “Despite her age at the time, she was supposed to know better. She risked her own life to be spiteful against me because of a broad I fucked when we weren’t even together at the time. Shorty is dangerous because what else is she capable of doin’ to hurt me? Now, I’m paranoid thinkin’ she’s gonna get rid of this baby behind my back. To be honest, I think she was goin’ to abort this one too because she wasn’t goin’ to tell me she’s pregnant, I had to figure it out. Shorty doesn’t tell me shit unless I find out about it. She’s full of secrets and lies,” I vented. 
 
      
 
    He sat his cigar in the ashtray. “You can't blame her entirely, Hijo. We don't know what goes through a pregnant woman's mind. For instance, your mother withheld the news of her pregnancy from me out of fear for your safety. She was aware that my father was sick, so she did what she thought was best. Shanessa might have felt alone or realized she couldn't give the child the life he or she deserved. You should ask her instead of listening to your enemy. He'll always be in your head because he wanted to destroy your soul before you took his. Hijo, you can't let a dead man win because you'll end up losing everything,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my temples because I was getting a crucial headache. “I don’t know what to do because I love the fuck out of this woman and I don’t want to hate her, but she’s not good for me right now. I’m confused,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you decide, you still must be there with her because she’s carrying your child. Even if you end up hating her, she is and will always be the mother of your seed. You two are bonded for life,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I understand.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed the yellow envelope off the table and handed it to me. “My attorney was able to get that for you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I opened the envelope, and it was a VHS tape. “Can I put this in the VCR?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Diego took the tape from me to put in the VCR behind his desk. He picked up the remote and pressed play. The screen on the TV was black for a couple of seconds before the picture came in; the video was of a Motel 6 parking lot. Ten minutes into the surveillance video, a familiar Acura pulled up. Redz got out of the car and was confronted by two niggas. They looked like they were arguing. About thirty seconds into the video, Moe’s bitch-ass opens the door and Redz goes inside his room. Shorty told me he was threatening to extort her, but she ain’t say shit about confronting the nigga. She had me going out like a sucka! I would’ve killed that nigga had I known he was at Redz’s neck. My eyes were glued to the surveillance camera and the time. Redz was inside Moe’s room for seven minutes before she ran out and jumped into Peanut’s whip. My blood was boiling again because she pretended like she didn’t know of Moe’s death. Redz and Peanut were caught red handed on tape and the police had to have watched it to lock up Peanut. I assumed Redz couldn’t be identified so they picked up Peanut because of the license plate. Redz wasn’t the type of female that would hesitate to catch a body, so I know shorty did it. 
 
      
 
    “Damn,” I said aloud. 
 
      
 
    “Was that Shanessa?” Diego asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it was her stupid ass and now we’re in deeper shit. This is that sneaky shit I’m talkin’ about, and her ass knew she was pregnant that day. She could’ve gotten hurt and lost our baby. I’m tellin’ you, she doesn’t care about shit but sellin’ cocaine.” 
 
      
 
    I picked up the glass of rum and tossed it back. Shid, I needed more. I went to the bar and grabbed the bottle of rum. Redz was on the verge of giving a nigga an aneurism. 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t good, Hijo,” Diego said, while shaking his head. 
 
      
 
    “My homie is sick from worrying about his shorty sittin’ in a jail cell over somethin’ she ain’t do. Everything is fucked up,” I stressed. 
 
      
 
    “But we will fix it. You have my word,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I went back to the chair and reclined it while staring at the fireplace. Seeing the logs burning gave me a sense of relief as I thought of Grizzy’s dead ass. 
 
      
 
    “You know this is your home too and you never have to leave. Just remember that in case you need peace of mind,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    I haven’t stayed out since me and Redz got back together.  Diego lived alone in a big ass house, stuck on the past he had with my mother; he needed my company, so I decided to chill with my pops—fuck Redz. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Redz 
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   I t was nine o’clock in the morning and Trigg hadn’t come home. I couldn’t sleep because I was afraid something bad had happened to him. He was always in the house at a decent time, and he always answered my phone calls or called me back. I called him again for what seemed like the fiftieth time and still no answer. My stomach was cramping because I hadn’t eaten anything worrying about Trigg. He was fucking with my emotions. I was already going through it because Peanut was sitting in a jail cell and for him to go MIA had me on edge. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna shoot this muthafucka when he comes in the house!” I said aloud. 
 
      
 
    I overreacted too soon because I heard the front door unlock then open. The puppies ran from the living room to greet Trigg. I followed them to the foyer, and he was kneeling on the floor playing with Cocaine and Money. He was laughing at them wrestling each other and not caring he was in deep shit for not coming home. 
 
      
 
    “Where the fuck have you been?” 
 
      
 
    “I was at my father’s crib,” Trigg flatly replied. 
 
      
 
    “You couldn’t call and tell me you were stayin’ out?” 
 
      
 
    I had a gut feeling he was hiding something like fucking another woman. We weren’t necessarily on good terms since Peanut’s arrest because I didn’t tell him about Moe. He picked up the puppies' toy and threw it down the hallway so they could run after it. 
 
      
 
    “I know you hear me talkin’ to you!” 
 
      
 
    “Who the fuck are you yellin’ at?” he asked, while walking past me. 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t been to sleep yet because I was worried about you. You could’ve called me,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “My phone was dead,” he nonchalantly replied. 
 
      
 
    I followed him into the kitchen and sat at the kitchen island. Normally in the morning, he’d ask if I took my prenatal vitamins or if I ate anything but this time he didn’t. He was acting weird, and it was scaring me. Also, he always greeted me with a kiss when he came into the house. Trigg was acting like my presence was bothersome. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to move out?” 
 
      
 
    He went into the fridge and grabbed a bottle of orange juice. “Do whatever you want, shorty. That’s what you do anyway,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have the energy to argue, so tell me what’s going on. Are you messin’ wit’ someone else?” 
 
      
 
    Trigg chuckled and shook his head while drinking out of the orange juice bottle. I was two seconds away from leaping across the kitchen island and drop kicking him in the chest. He was obviously testing me to get a negative reaction out of me. I was baffled when he went inside his sweatpants and pulled out his dick. 
 
      
 
    “Do you wanna smell my dick?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll cut that shit off if you keep fuckin’ playin’ wit’ me! I don’t believe you were at Diego’s house therefore I wanna know where the fuck you were!” 
 
      
 
    “I was at my father’s crib watchin’ your stupid ass on a surveillance tape! Yeah, your stupid ass is on fuckin’ tape at Moe’s motel room! You forgot to tell me about that though, right? Your cousin is sittin’ in jail because your stupid ass thinks you a gangsta. When were you gonna tell me that you killed that nigga, Redz?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I was taken back because I don’t know what Trigg thought he saw, but I am for damn sure that I didn’t kill Moe. “What the hell are you talkin’ about?” 
 
      
 
    He pulled out a tape from inside his pants and placed it on the kitchen island. I reached over the centerpiece and snatched the tape. Trigg had to have been out of his mind for accusing me of killing Moe. I left the kitchen, headed towards the living room to figure out what Trigg was talking about. After I put the tape into the VCR, I sat on the couch and turned the volume up, but there wasn’t a sound. Trigg came into the living room and sat in the loveseat while grilling me. 
 
      
 
    “You got too much shit wit’ you and it's takin’ everything in me to not yoke your ass up. That baby in your stomach is the only reason why I’m not tryin’ to flip the fuck out on your slow bald-headed ass,” he fussed. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I know you better shut the fuck up and stop talkin’ to me sideways!” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just watch the fuckin’ video!” he demanded. 
 
      
 
    I leaned back on the couch with my arms crossed while yawning, waiting for the video to come in because the screen was black. After what seemed like forever, the surveillance tape finally showed the parking lot of the Motel 6 where I met Moe. I nonchalantly watched the video until it was over. 
 
      
 
    “Okay and?” I asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “That was the last time he was seen alive. He was killed in that motel room, shorty. You can act dumb all the fuck you want, but you are the reason why Peanut is locked up. They got her because of the tag number, but they can’t identify you because she won’t fold. You are a problem and a threat to my operation, Redz. All you do is lie and hold shit back from me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I told you about Moe harassin’ me, so I didn’t hold shit back!” 
 
      
 
    “But you ain’t tell me you met up wit’ the nigga! And you knew you were pregnant and still put our unborn child in harm’s way!” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t think it was a big deal, but I didn’t kill him! I knew there were cameras there. I saw the cameras as soon as I got out of the car. I swear he was alive when I left.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg shook his head. “Nah, I don’t believe that. You got more secrets than the FBI. I’m only here for our child anyway,” he said, as he stood up. 
 
      
 
    I followed Trigg into the master bedroom and watched him undress. He was acting so strange, and it was hurting me. Tears fell from my eyes as I watched him get ready for a shower. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you are hurtin’ me like this.” 
 
      
 
    “Imagine how many times you hurt me,” he said, as he went to the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    “Someone might be framin’ us, but he was alive when I walked out of his motel room. I need you to believe me, Kamontae.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed his toothbrush and turned on the sink water. “Have you been pregnant before?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “What does that have to do with what you are accusing me of? Are you high?” 
 
      
 
    His eyes pierced through my soul. “Have you?” he asked, in a pain-filled voice. 
 
      
 
    “No, I haven’t. Did someone tell you that too?” 
 
      
 
    He quietly brushed his teeth; I stood in the doorway and watched him. I wanted him to wrap me in his arms and tell me he trusted me. I’ve completely let my guard down to Trigg and in return, he was shitting on me. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about Peanut though, she’ll be out soon,” he assured me. 
 
      
 
    “Are you hungry?” I asked, to ease the tension. 
 
      
 
    “I already ate,” he said, dryly. 
 
      
 
    I left the bedroom as I thought back to the last time I saw Moe. Trigg stated that was the last time he was seen alive, and it had me wondering. I remembered kicking the dog shit out of Moe after he fell on the floor. My palms were sweating, and my heart was racing. I hurriedly sat on the edge of the bed because I was feeling faint. What if the kick killed him? Afterall, his bullet wounds were still fresh that day. Was it possible he still had a bullet inside him, and it traveled through his body from the kick? I was more confused than ever since I didn’t know how he died. But there were two guys with Moe that day. On the tape it showed me arguing with them then it cuts off after we leave; they had to have known what happened to him. My cell phone rang from the living room. I rushed to answer it hoping it was Nick calling me about Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I answered out of breath. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, where is Trigg at? I can’t get in touch wit’ him,” Monty sobbed into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “He’s in the shower? What happened? Are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, Grizzy is dead,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The room was beginning to spin, and I got so lightheaded that I felt myself falling onto the coffee table… 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up to Trigg picking me up from the floor and laying me down on the couch. The last thing I remembered was Monty on the phone crying about Grizzy being dead. It had to be a dream, I just knew it was because too much turmoil was happening in my life and I couldn’t catch a break. 
 
      
 
    He kneeled next to the couch and rubbed my midsection. “What happened, shorty? Do you need to go to the hospital?” he asked. His voice was filled with concern unlike the cold tone he had with me earlier. There was still hope for us after all. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Please tell me Grizzy is still alive, and I dreamt that he was dead,” I sobbed to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    He pulled away from me and then stood up. “You fell because of that?” he asked in annoyance. 
 
      
 
    “Is Grizzy really dead?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, but you ain’t fittin’ to stress over another nigga while pregnant wit’ my seed,” he coldly replied. Trigg wasn’t himself and it was bothering me. I know he and Grizzy had their ups and downs, but they were still homies who grew up together. I winced from the pain in my lower back due to the fall. 
 
      
 
    “What has gotten into you, Trigg? Our homeboy is dead, and you don’t give a fuck!” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “You would be mad at that, huh?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I’m hurtin’ right now and you should be too unless you are the one that killed him. Is that why you are just comin’ home?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll smack the fuck outta you if you ask me that police ass shit again. The fuck I look like killin’ Grizzy? I’m a lil’ fucked up about yo, but I don’t want you stressin’ behind that shit while carryin’ my baby. Besides, his mother ain’t call me so maybe it’s a misunderstandin’ on Monty’s end,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He left the living room, leaving me feeling stupid. I should not have blamed him for Grizzy's death because he had no reason to kill Grizzy. There was no major feud between them. I limped off the couch and into the bedroom to get dressed and find out what was wrong with Grizzy. Perhaps Monty overreacted and misheard. If it were true, our other homeboys would have called as well. But it didn't change the fact that Grizzy could have been hurt. When I entered the walk-in closet, Trigg was on his phone, getting dressed. It sounded like Skeeno on the other end. Trigg was still calm, so I figured maybe there wasn't any bad news and Grizzy was still alive. 
 
      
 
    “We’re goin’ to the hospital,” Trigg told me after he hung up. 
 
      
 
    I hurriedly got dressed in a t-shirt, a pair of leggings and a hoodie. My head was spinning again like I was going to faint, maybe because I was moving around too fast and missed a few meals. Trigg was already dressed and waiting for me by the bedroom door. The pain in my lower back increased; I broke out in a sweat while masking the pain. 
 
      
 
    “Your back hurts, doesn't it?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t being honest because I wanted Trigg to focus on Grizzy’s wellbeing. I planned to get checked out as soon as I knew he was okay. Each step I took was more painful than the last. Trigg was standing at the front door waiting for me to catch up. He was watching me like a hawk while shaking his head and biting the inside of his jaw—he was pissed off again. 
 
      
 
    “You tell so many fuckin’ lies. If your back doesn't hurt, why are you walkin’ hunched over? I heard the noise while I was in the shower, so I know you fell hard as shit,” he blasted me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so tired of tryin’ to be patient with your fucked ass attitude! Get off my fuckin’ back nigga! I’ll check on Grizzy myself!” I walked past Trigg while digging in my purse for my car key. Unanticipatedly, I caught whiplash from being snatched by my throat and pushed against the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I’ll say fuck everything and strangle the fuck outta you if you keep gettin’ fly out of your mouth wit’ me. STOP FUCKIN’ PLAYIN’ WIT’ ME!” Trigg’s deep voice bellowed. He tightened his grip, cutting off my airway. I’ve seen Trigg mad numerous times, but this time was different. For the first time, he gave me a look that caused me to wonder if he hated me. I didn’t know where his attitude was coming from since I was innocent of killing Moe. He released the grip he had around my neck. I wondered if he left a mark from choking the hell out of me. 
 
      
 
    “I know you didn’t just put your hands on me!” I coughed, while rubbing my neck. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I did. Be thankful that’s all I did to your connivin’ ass,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was already out the front door and getting inside his Range Rover before I could respond. I was itching to slam my fist in his face again, but the way he was acting, he would’ve beat my ass. I locked the door after I left the house; Trigg had the music blasting when I got inside his truck. That was his way of telling me not to say anything to him and he wasn’t in the mood to talk. I rode silently in the passenger’s seat thinking of me and Trigg’s relationship. The crazy thing is, I wasn’t leaving my nigga or letting him leave me regardless of what we go through. He was going to spoil me again anyway once he realized I was telling the truth about not killing Moe. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “How may I help you?” the nurse at the emergency desk asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “My shorty fell on the coffee table, and I want to make sure she’s straight. She’s ten weeks pregnant,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, I thought we were comin’ here to check on Grizzy?” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    Trigg ignored me and took the clipboard from the nurse to fill out. “My back doesn’t hurt anymore,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    He walked past me and sat down in the waiting area. I was ready to ask the nurse at the front desk about Grizzy but remembered the hospital we were at wasn’t in Grizzy’s district; we were far away from Annapolis. I went into the waiting area and sat next to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “I left my cell phone in the car. Can I use yours?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’m waitin’ for a call,” he nonchalantly replied. 
 
      
 
    Maybe he’s not concerned about Grizzy because he knows he isn’t dead. Yeah, that gotta be it. 
 
      
 
    Trigg took the clipboard to the front desk after he completed the form. While he was standing at the front desk, a woman wearing a black pants suit and red pumps stepped off the elevator. She seemed familiar and I couldn’t quite put my finger on who she was; I watched her like a hawk as she greeted Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t expect to run into you here. Is everything okay?” the woman asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m good,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Well, who are you here with?” she asked, while looking around. 
 
      
 
    Her smile faded away after we locked eyes. Since she was looking right at me, I figured out where I met her. It was the touchy-feely bitch, Tashae, who Trigg hired to plan my boat party. She stepped away from Trigg when I grilled her. I know I was an overthinker, but her having the same haircut as me was getting underneath my skin. Her short haircut was the reason why I didn’t recognize her because she had shoulder length hair the last time I saw her. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Shanessa,” she finally said while waving. 
 
      
 
    “Cute haircut,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    She ruffled her hair. “Thank you, I saw how good you look with yours and had to try it. You inspired me,” she giggled. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder what else inspired you,” I replied, as I stood from the chair. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Trigg, curious to see his reaction but he was looking at his pager. He was so clueless as to what was going on. Tashae was a weird type of bitch, and I was just waiting for her to touch Trigg. I went over to them and stood next to my man. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it was nice seeing the both of you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was so engrossed with his pager that he didn’t realize Tashae was walking down the hallway. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t trust her,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, you are the last person to have trust issues,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “That hoe might be tryin’ to look like me ‘cause she wants you.” 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, you are talkin’ crazy. Everybody is gettin’ that hairstyle,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shanessa Williams,” a nurse called out. 
 
      
 
    I went to the back where they check your blood pressure, weight and asked a slew of questions before giving me a hospital bracelet. Seeing Tashae was making me lightheaded; I was getting stressed out behind every little thing. I went into the small room behind a curtain and got on the scale. The scale said one-hundred and eighty pounds. I gained eighteen pounds since me and Trigg got back together. The nurse put the blood pressure cuff around my arm, squeezing the shit out of me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry if it’s uncomfortable,” she said sweetly. 
 
      
 
    “That’s high ain’t it?” Trigg asked, while looking at the pressure gauge. 
 
      
 
    “She didn’t say what it was yet,” I snapped at him. 
 
      
 
    “Gramps have high blood pressure, so I know what it looks like,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “He’s right, Shanessa. Your blood pressure is very high. It’s one-sixty over one-ten. I’ll take it again,” she said. Now, I had something else to stress about like losing my baby. I wondered if stress caused my blood pressure to be so high. 
 
      
 
    “Still the same. We have to get you a room right away,” she said, after taking it again. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Trigg with tear-filled eyes hoping he’d console me and tell me everything was going to be okay, but he didn’t. He looked disappointed as if I let him down. If anything happened to our baby, it was damn sure going to be his fault too. He was stressing me the hell out! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Kat 
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    Meanwhile… 
 
      
 
   I  woke up to the sound of Reeko’s voice coming from downstairs. My head was pounding from consuming too much liquor the night before with Breonna and Latrina. We became overly anxious about our friend Peanut and the murder charge she was facing. Without Peanut, the crew wouldn't be the same. I was sick to my stomach just thinking about it. I was completely naked when I crawled out of bed to use the restroom, and there was a condom wrapper on the floor. I almost forgot me and Reeko fucked last night, but his sex game wasn’t memorable because he had tender dick. At this point, I wasn’t sure what I was doing with Reeko since my heart was with Peeboy. I craved that man so much I had to think about him while fucking another man to even feel something. But because he broke my heart to the point of no return, I feared going back to him. His baby mama was forever since they shared a child, so where did I fit in? I grabbed my robe before leaving the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna find out who did that shit! I put that on er’thing!” Reeko yelled. 
 
      
 
    Curiosity got the best of me, so I went downstairs to see what Reeko was fussing about. He was sitting on his couch in only his boxers with tears falling down his face while clutching his cellphone against his ear. 
 
      
 
    “Wh…what happened?” I nervously asked. 
 
      
 
    I hope no one from the crew is hurt! 
 
      
 
    “Grizzy was found dead a few hours ago. Someone burned his house down,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    Reeko had the ugliest cry ever. He almost sounded like a big ass baby since he cried with his mouth open, and eyes shut tight. His crying should’ve been the least of my worries considering he lost a friend. However, I was relieved it wasn’t anyone else in the crew. Grizzy was my least favorite out of everyone in The Newtowne Boyz crew. He seemed untrustworthy, sneaky and manipulative. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry to hear that. We will get through it together,” I finally replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I will call you when I’m on my way,” he said, into the phone before hanging up. 
 
      
 
    “I think Peeboy did this shit to get at me,” Reeko spat. 
 
      
 
    I had to laugh at that clown. “You make up every fuckin’ excuse in the book to beef wit’ him. Nigga, a bee can sting you and you’ll still think Peeboy did the shit.” 
 
      
 
    “Grizzy’s sister said Peeboy picked him up last night! He was last seen wit’ that nigga!” Reeko yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Peeboy is too smart for that, Reek. He wouldn’t be seen wit’ someone he’s gonna kill knowin’ it would be pinned on him. His death sounds accidental. He died in a house fire, be fuckin’ for real.” 
 
      
 
    Reeko rubbed his temples; he was probably getting a headache from having Peeboy on his mind twenty-four-seven. 
 
      
 
    “I really wish my shorty didn’t stick up for another nigga,” Reeko stressed. 
 
      
 
    “Beefin’ over stupid shit should be beneath you,” I shrugged. 
 
      
 
    Reeko got off the couch and wrapped his arms around me. “I need you right now, Katherine. I’m not even tryin’ to beef wit’ you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I hugged him back since he sounded defeated. “I gotta go to Grizzy’s mother’s crib. That’s where the rest of the homies will be, except for Trigg and Redz. I heard Redz hurt her back, so Trigg had to take her to the hospital.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled away from him. “Wait a minute. Redz hurt herself and you are just tellin’ me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she’s straight though and she has Trigg wit’ her. You need to be worryin’ about me,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang; it looked like Reeko saw a ghost. I was staring at him, waiting for him to open the door because it kept ringing. 
 
      
 
    “Open the fuckin’ door!” the woman screamed as she started banging. 
 
      
 
    “Who the hell is that?” I asked, walking to the door. 
 
      
 
    Reeko grabbed hold of me and threw me against the wall. His deceased grandmother's picture was hanging there, but it fell to the ground. He was over three hundred pounds, whereas I only weighed one hundred and thirty. He knew better than to use that type of force on me. 
 
      
 
    “You lost your mind for real this time!” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, baby. I swear I didn’t mean it,” he pleaded, while pulling me up. 
 
      
 
    “Open the door nigga! You got me fucked up thinkin’ you can abandon my fuckin’ daughter. You begged me for that baby and even held a gun to your head because I wanted an abortion and this is how you do me, bitch?” the woman screamed. 
 
      
 
    I had to laugh at the foolery because after a while I had a feeling Reeko wasn’t shit, but a baby wasn’t what I was expecting. Since he was dragging his feet, I ran to the door and unlocked it. Peeboy’s baby mama, Fredrika, was standing in front of me dressed in a two-piece shorts leather outfit with fishnet stockings and heels. She looked like she just climbed off the pole at the strip club. I hated the broad with a passion and never in a million years did I think Reeko would knock her up too. 
 
      
 
    “Ewww, Reek, you knocked this nasty pussy bitch up too?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika crossed her arms and grilled me from head-to-toe. “Say what you want but this pussy popped out two babies by both of your niggas,” she bragged. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, bitch, you can have Reeko. But I know for a fact, you can’t have Peeboy,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I had him this mornin’ after I dropped OUR son off,” she said. 
 
      
 
    This bitch gotta be lyin’! 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So, you are fuckin’ that nigga?” Reeko asked Fredrika. 
 
      
 
    Ohhhh, so this nigga got feelins for the hoe? HA! I better not find out he used me on some get back. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t come here to be questioned, especially since you got this hoe in your house! I came here because you need to pay the babysitter for watching our daughter! I also need money for pampers and formula and I’m not leavin’ until I get it!” Fredrika yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, that’s Peeboy’s daughter!” Reeko yelled back at her. 
 
      
 
    I walked away from the door, not caring whether Fredrika came in, but then it hit me. Reeko was caring for a young girl he claimed was his cousin's child. I should've known something was wrong when he pretended to babysit the baby and refused to let me near her. While he and Fredrika were arguing, I picked up a Moet bottle off the kitchen table. He didn’t see it coming when I swung the bottle at the back of his head. 
 
      
 
    “ARGHHH!” he yelled after I struck him again. 
 
      
 
    “Get his ass!” Fredrika shouted. 
 
      
 
    I popped her with the bottle too, causing her to fall onto the couch. “Yeah, hoe! You thought I forgot about that slick shit you said to me four years ago!” I replied, as I struck her again. The bottle slipped out of my hand after she kicked me, but it didn’t stop me from pouncing on her ass with my fists. Reeko grabbed me off his screaming baby mama. He threw me over the couch, causing me to hit my head on the picture shelf. 
 
      
 
    “You are gonna regret puttin’ your hands on me!” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “I’m supposed to let your crazy ass beat her up?” he yelled back. 
 
      
 
    I hurriedly got up and ran upstairs to get my purse where I kept my nine. I stuffed my shoes, cell phone and clothes in my tote bag. The feelings I kept bottled in for the past few years of my life came out when I attacked Fredrika and Reeko. Fredrika had that ass whipping coming and deserved every bit of it. I had my finger on the trigger, waiting for someone to touch me. Reeko was holding a towel against his head and Fredrika was pacing back and forth across the living room floor with a bloodied face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna beat her ass when she comes back down here!” she fussed. 
 
      
 
    “Come over here then!” I said from behind her. 
 
      
 
    She was greeted by the barrel of my gun when she turned around. “Yo, Kat, what the hell are you doin’? You gotta bounce shorty,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, I’m leavin’ and never comin’ back. Tell this broad to back the hell up before I split her dome again. I’m not playin’ wit’ y’all muthafuckas!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika plopped down on the couch with tears in her eyes but fuck her tears! 
 
      
 
    “You are lettin’ that Lady Mafia bullshit go to your head, shorty. You are taking it too far!” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I haven't gone far enough yet. You better not ever come to my mother’s house again. This between us is dead just like that weak ass jack rabbit dick you are totin’ around.” 
 
      
 
    I hurriedly left the house, realizing I didn’t drive to Reeko’s house last night. He picked me up from Latrina’s apartment. 
 
      
 
    “SHIT!” I said in frustration. 
 
      
 
    I knew I looked crazy running down the street, barefoot with blood on my robe. A white woman checking her mailbox rushed into her house when she saw me. I got on my phone to call someone to pick me up, but nobody was answering their phone. My heart was racing as I pictured myself getting locked up because the blood on my robe. I went into my tote bag  and grabbed the pair of Jordans I had inside. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, ma’am. Are you okay?” a woman on her porch asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m fine!” 
 
      
 
    “Is that blood on your robe? Do you need me to call 9-1-1?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “No thank you!” 
 
      
 
    I hauled ass down the street like a fiend trying to sell stolen goods. Once I reached a stop sign, I called my last resort. Peeboy groggily answered the phone. I wanted to cuss him out too for not telling me about Reeko, but I needed a ride. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, can you pick me up?” 
 
      
 
    “Pick you up?” he asked, wide awake. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I don’t have my car and this area doesn’t have any cabs or city buses.” 
 
      
 
    “Where is your man at?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m single and plus I’m sure he’s in the crib fuckin’ your baby mama. Why didn’t you tell me he was the other baby daddy, huh? How can you claim you still love me, but made me look stupid twice? You knew the whole time,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Where you at shorty, so I can come and scoop you? We can talk then,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m on Mountain Rd. Call me when you get close.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be there in twenty-five minutes,” he replied, before hanging up. 
 
      
 
    I walked to the playground and ducked underneath a sliding board to put on the clothes I had in my tote bag. Reeko’s black Suburban crept down the street, I ducked so he wouldn’t spot me. He drove up and down the street four times before he sped off. I couldn’t wait to get the hell out of the neighborhood! 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What’s up wit’ you?” Peeboy asked, after I got inside his car. 
 
      
 
    “Did you fuck Fredrika earlier?” 
 
      
 
    “Whoaaaa, you trippin’ if you think I gotta tell you anything about what I do wit’ my dick!” he said. 
 
      
 
    I slammed his car door, itching to go across his head too even though I didn’t have a right to. “What happened to bein’ celibate?” 
 
      
 
    “I am at the moment, but that’s not your business,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He turned the radio down then looked at me. “On some real shit, Kat, I thought you would’ve found out sooner than later about your dude. That would’ve been some bitch shit if I had snitched on him. Knowing you, you would have thought I was lyin’ and hatin’ anyway since I wanted you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t want me anymore?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not gonna be your rebound shorty, besides you ain’t over the past yet,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can you blame me? Fredrika is a whole mess, and nobody should ever deal wit’ her. She’s trash, Giang, and no matter what, I can’t believe you raw dogged her. Like what were you thinkin’? It makes me sick to my stomach!” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy angrily gripped the steering wheel while clenching his jaw. “I’m over this bullshit already,” he seethed. 
 
      
 
    “So, now you’re mad at me?” 
 
      
 
    “Hell yeah I’m mad! You led me on just to tell me you want to work it out with that slow ass nigga! What happened to the phone conversations we had? You made me believe you forgave me then pulled that sucka ass shit on me. Bro, you got me heated as fuck right now,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “So, what! You created this problem! And the only reason why I went back to Reeko was to keep myself from going back to you.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy didn't respond; instead, he continued to drive in silence. I reached into my purse for my cellphone to call Redz and check up on her, but her phone was dead. Since Peeboy wasn’t talking to me, I stared out of the passenger’s window. I couldn’t wait to get home and take a nice and hot bubble bath. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “To my apartment so I can go back to sleep,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you have food there. I’m starvin’ from whippin’ ass early this mornin’.” 
 
      
 
    “On a scale one through ten, how bad did you beat up my baby mama? Don’t be bullshittin’ neither, Kat. Give me straight facts, shorty,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “I wore her ass out is what I did. She has all that mouth and can’t even fight. Fredrika and Reeko might need stitches. I was goin’ across their heads with a champagne bottle. I wasn’t playin’ wit’ them hoes,” I bragged. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy howled in laughter, bringing excitement into the atmosphere. I found myself reaching over and running my nails through his hair. Too bad, I slept with Reeko last night because my pussy was craving him. One thing I couldn’t do is sleep with two different men back-to-back; even though I needed Peeboy to pound my spot like he used to do. My body was going to keep going through withdrawals if I didn’t surrender the cat to him. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I swear you’ll never change,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I’m stressed out because of my girl, Peanut, so they caught me at a bad time. I feel good I got that out though.  I’m relieved I don’t have to continue livin’ a lie wit’ Reeko. We made a huge mistake by messin’ up our friendship to be in a relationship.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s fate shorty. I know I fucked up, but you can’t keep denying the feelings we still harbor for each other. There’s a reason for everything,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the side of his handsome face, realizing that I was where I needed to be. We had a long way to go, but I was willing to give it another shot later down the road. 
 
      
 
    “Where should we go from here?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s up to you, but I’m not kissin’ your ass though shorty and I for damn sure ain’t lettin’ it fly if you diss me for that nigga again. These cat and mouse games are over, I’m too old for that shit,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I reached over to kiss the side of his face but paused because my mouth was on Reeko’s man tits. Peeboy must’ve realized I was going to kiss him but changed my mind because he was grilling me. 
 
      
 
    “You were suckin’ dick last night, huh?” he asked, while gripping the steering wheel. He looked like he wanted to take my head off. 
 
      
 
    “There is not enough liquor in the world that could make me put my mouth on a man’s dick who I’m not in love wit’.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy squeezed my hand as he reached over to my lap. He didn't say anything, but I could tell he was deep in thought as he concentrated on the road. I was also lost in my own thoughts. When I realized I was giving my heart to Peeboy again, I silently panicked. I used to believe in fate, but I also believe that people come back into our lives to test our stupidity. But what I was certain of was that I was ending up behind bars if another nigga played on my emotions again! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Breonna 
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    Four hours later… 
 
      
 
   S keeno was lying on top of me, sulking because of Grizzy’s death. I hated Grizzy with a passion, but I wouldn’t wish anything bad on him. My house phone rang, and it wasn’t anyone other than my mother calling. The phone has been ringing for the past few hours. She must’ve known I didn’t go to school because why else would she be calling during class hours? 
 
      
 
    “Yo, is that a nigga blowin’ you up like that?” Skeeno asked, with an attitude. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m sure it’s my mother.” 
 
      
 
    He climbed off top of me. “What are you doin’?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Answerin’ the phone,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I jumped off the couch, running to the phone in the kitchen. Skeeno grilled me after I snatched the phone cord out of the wall. He hadn't popped any pills yet and judging by the sweat on his forehead, he needed one or maybe even two. His mood swings were like a rollercoaster. I’ve heard many stories of people with drug addictions being violent. I trusted Skeeno, but each day seemed to get worse. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, are you ashamed of me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course not, but you don’t know my parents.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, shorty, I think you are. I can’t even talk when you are on the phone wit’ them. You are livin’ a double life, Bre and I’m not feelin’ it. I’m good enough to bend you over and stick my tongue in your pussy, but I’m not good enough to be your man, right?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I know you are dealing with a lot right now, so I’m going to forget you said this to me.” 
 
      
 
    I went into the fridge to get a pack of T-bone steaks out to cook; Skeeno slammed the refrigerator door in my face. “Just tell me if I’m a secret Bre. You flaunt me around your homegirls, but why can’t your bougie ass parents know you got a nigga? What am I, a fetish to you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “You know that’s not all the way true and where is this coming from?” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno walked out of the kitchen, heading towards the bedroom. I followed him and watched him from the doorway. He went underneath the nightstand searching for the pills I flushed down the toilet while he was sleeping. He thought I didn’t know where he was keeping them, but I pretended to be asleep one night when he popped one. My biggest fear was Skeeno getting high on his own supply if the pills stopped working. 
 
      
 
    “Did you touch my shit, Bre?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, maybe you misplaced it. What kind of sides do you want with the steak?” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno flipped my mattress over, looking for his pills. I wondered if his friends knew how much he depended on the pain pills. Tears welled in my eyes as I watched him turn my room upside down, thinking he misplaced his pill bottle. 
 
      
 
    “Help me find it!” he yelled at me. 
 
      
 
    “I flushed them!” I admitted. 
 
      
 
    “I have a lot goin’ on, Bre and you had no business touchin’ my shit! I’m not ready to deal wit’ the pain of losin’ my homie. I’m not strong enough for that yet,” he expressed. 
 
      
 
    Tears welled up in his eyes, but they didn’t fall. Skeeno was unstable and possibly had mental issues. That bitch Lolita triggered something inside of him, causing him to slowly break down. I was thinking of quitting botany to take up psychology just for him. He sat on the loveseat in the corner of my bedroom with his shoulders slouched over. I was helpless watching him fall apart. 
 
      
 
    “What can I do to ease the pain?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about me, Bre. I’ll be straight, you can make whatever sides you want for the steak,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I left the bedroom, going back into the kitchen; I grabbed two onions out of a basket and placed them on a cutting board. While I was cutting the onions, Skeeno came into the kitchen fully dressed with a car key in his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna meet up wit’ my homies at Gramps’s bar to discuss a few things. I’ll be back before it gets too late,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I can come with you. I won’t bother you; I can help out in Gramps’s kitchen.” 
 
      
 
    He kissed my forehead. “I’m good shorty.” 
 
      
 
    I had a gut feeling he was leaving out to buy more pills. He was too calm about me getting rid of them. I wouldn’t be surprised if he had bottles stashed away somewhere else. I wrapped my arms around his neck, hugging him close to me. What else could I say or do to convince him to stay home or take me with him? My pestering was pushing him away again. I forced myself to accept Skeeno’s addiction in fear of losing him. It was a situation he had to want to work out for himself. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, Shyan.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you too, shorty,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a kiss before leaving my apartment. I search the cabinets for a bottle of alcohol that one of my friends may have forgotten after their card game. I was under a ton of pressure from Skeeno; I wasn't accustomed to that kind of pressure from being in a relationship. A half bottle of E & J was behind a box of rice. As soon as I reached for the bottle, someone knocked on the door. No one stops by unannounced, I figured Skeeno left the house key and changed his mind about leaving. I opened the door, getting the shock of my life. My parents were standing in front of me with suitcases. 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, what on earth happened to your hair?” was the first thing out of my mother’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    My father, Harold, pushed past me to get into my apartment. He observed my home with a displeased look on his face. Meanwhile my mother scratched my wall bringing her luggage inside. Neither one of them hugged me, telling me how much they missed me. It has been over three months since I saw them. My mother went straight into my bedroom which was a mess because Skeeno was looking for his pills. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t give you my life savings to live in this shithole,” my father said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s quite small and veryyyy depressing. I feel like I'm in a fortune teller’s apartment with all these statues and voodoo looking mess. It also needs bright colors, but don’t worry, we will be getting rid of this junk,” my mother complained. 
 
      
 
    I was at a loss for words because my parents decided it was a good idea to stop by unannounced and ridicule my apartment that matched my personality. They were a nightmare, straight from the pits of hell. I wanted them out of me and Skeeno’s personal space. Skeeno’s baseball hat was on the dresser along with a few bottles of cologne. His hoodie hung over the loveseat and his masculine scented cologne still lingered inside the bedroom. My father’s eyes were bloodshot red; he was furious. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t send you to this state to get caught up with a hood booger! I worked too damn hard for this bullshit Breonna!” my father yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Hood booger? What are you talking about?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Janice called us last night and told us that you were being prostituted out to gang members.” 
 
      
 
    “That bitch is lying!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    Whap! 
 
      
 
    My mother slapped the hell out of me. “You will not use that filthy language in my presence ever again! Had you not been laid up with a thug and not answering the phone, you would’ve known we were coming!” my mother scolded me. 
 
      
 
    “You are in my home! I can say whatever the fuck I want to!” I yelled back at her. 
 
      
 
    She clutched her chest, falling back into the wall as if she was having a heart attack. My father was going through the drawers of the nightstand and dresser, oblivious to my mother’s dramatics. He gasped after he discovered an opened box of condoms. My simple headed mother dropped to the floor, pulling out a necklace with a cross pendant to pray. 
 
      
 
    “God, please protect our daughter from the wicked sins of sexual temptation!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I think the both of you should leave my home…now!” I yelled at them. 
 
      
 
    My mother put her hand on her forehead; she looked like she was ready to faint. “What are you trying to do, Breonna? Send your mother to an early grave?” my father asked. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all have no right barging into my home unannounced because of the lies Janice told you. I’m grown, Father! I can do whatever the hell I please! My boyfriend is currently living with me, so get over it!” I screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Over my dead goddamn body will you be shacking up with a thug and getting pregnant! I busted my ass to keep you away from these no-good ass criminals. You lost my trust, Breonna. Now, get your shoes so you can go with us to the hotel. We’re leaving for Arizona in a few days, and you are going back too!” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I crossed my arms, “make me leave!” 
 
      
 
    My mother crawled over to me and wrapped her arms around my leg. “I call on the good Lord to rebuke the whore that’s living inside my daughter’s body!” she cried and tugged on my leg. 
 
      
 
    She fell face down on the floor when I snatched my leg from her. I couldn’t take it anymore; I was a few seconds away from back handing my own mother. I told Skeeno I was making him dinner therefore I planned on doing just that. Fuck Harold and Sheila. They would have to kill me to take me back to Arizona. I picked up a knife to finish chopping the onions. A second later, my mother stormed into the kitchen with a gun in her hand; the gun belonged to Skeeno. Matter of fact, he had a few weapons tucked away in our bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “What happened to my precious daughter? Did you kill anyone?” she sobbed. 
 
      
 
    I kept chopping the onions while ignoring her stupidity. “And look at the weight you’ve gained. No rich white man will love this body. I thought we talked about you eating healthy to lose that big butt. And don’t get me started on the Chaka Khan hair. I thought you packed the hot combs I bought for you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I accidentally cut my finger after listening to her berate me. Her mind was sickening to even think I would want to marry a white man. If Skeeno was white, she wouldn’t have cared if I was sleeping with him. Tears fell from my eyes; I thought I was strong enough to stand up against my parents, but they were breaking me down again. My father came into the kitchen holding one of Skeeno’s guns. For him to find Skeeno’s pistol, meant he searched inside the mattress. Harold was a cop, and nothing got past him. 
 
      
 
    “A gun without a serial number, Breonna. Do you know this is jail time? Let me guess, he’s a killer too?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    My mother sat at the kitchen table; her face buried in her hands. I didn't have a response.“Where is the little bastard? I want to meet him,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “He’s visiting a friend. Y’all can leave and come back tomorrow,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think I’m going to leave you here with a killer? Your mother and I will sit here until we meet him,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Harold sat at the kitchen table then placed the gun in the middle of the table like it was a centerpiece. I took my cell phone and went to the bathroom to bandage my cut finger. Knowing my mother would listen in from the other side of the door, I turned on the sink and took a shower. I dialed Skeeno's number, but it didn't ring. 
 
      
 
    “I know he didn’t turn his phone off,” I said aloud. I called again and still nothing. My thoughts got the best of me, thinking the worst. I caught a major headache picturing Skeeno at Jessica’s house. Skeeno and Jessica had a platonic friendship so I shouldn’t have been worried. But him turning off his phone wasn’t sitting well with me. 
 
      
 
    “Open the door, Breonna! What are you doing? Why is the door locked,” my mother banged. 
 
      
 
    “Leave me the hell alone!” I screamed at her. 
 
      
 
    “I know what this is, Breonna, and I apologize for how I and your father reacted. We know you're being held against your will because you're weak, naive, and new to the city. It's fine to tell us what he did to you so that we can inform the cops. Your father knows a few officers at the Annapolis precinct who can help you with this. Just tell us his name so we can have him arrested for raping and forcing you to sell your body,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t raped! I begged him to fuck me! Are you happy now!” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what he wants you to think. You are brainwashed, sweetheart. Why else would you stoop this low after we raised you the right way?” she calmly replied. 
 
      
 
    “You raised me to hate myself! If I was brainwashed, it’s because of you and Father! I’m happier than I have ever been, and I love him! I willingly gave myself to him! He loves my hair, my curves, and the color of my skin unlike you and Father!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh honey, you have so much to learn in this world. We only want you to get ahead in life, that’s all. A woman your size with big hair will never get a good paying job. We want our money for your education to be put to good use. So if you have to straighten your hair, lose weight and lighten your skin tone, so be it! Being too black doesn’t get you nowhere, but in the hood raising some nappy headed drug dealer’s baby!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “FUCK YOU!” I sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “Unlock the door so we can get you some help, Breonna. I know when you are having an episode and I fear you might hurt yourself. Isn’t that why you cut yourself?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    My mother was playing mind tricks on me. She wanted me to believe I was crazy for expressing my feelings. It used to work on me when I was younger, but eventually I got hip to their games and played along. I behaved so well, so they could trust me enough to go to an out of state college. The biggest mistake they made was letting me get a taste of my own freedom. My newfound confidence was a threat to them, and they hated it. I would never go back to them. I would rather live underneath a bridge with a troll before I lived in their hell again. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not crazy, Mother. It’s you and Father who are unstable!” 
 
      
 
    I went into the medicine cabinet to get the half joint I smoked a few days ago. My parents were the reason why I decided to grow my own marijuana. The plant helped me block them out. 
 
      
 
    “Open this door, Breonna!” my mother banged. 
 
      
 
    I lit the blunt, zoning out while she called out to me. “Harold! Come here and get this little spoiled wench out of the bathroom!” she called out to my father. 
 
      
 
    “Leave her in there so she can think about all the wrong she’s done to this family,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I wish I had the guts to put a bullet right between their fucking eyes right now! 
 
      
 
    I dialed Skeeno's number a third time, but he was still not available; I planned to stay in the bathroom until he returned home. Skeeno would be able to deal with them because I couldn't. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Skeeno 
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   T he Newtowne Boyz was having a meeting in our private room at Gramp’s bar. A couple of crew members thought Grizzy’s death wasn’t accidental, me on the other hand thought it was an accident. I had my ears to the streets, shid we all did and Grizzy didn’t have any known enemies. 
 
      
 
    “I think Heavy T set Grizzy up to make it look like an accident. That nigga has been shittin’ on our name lately, so I say we chop his big ass up and toss him to the pigs. Just think about it, who else knows where Grizzy laid his head at? I know one of us didn’t do it,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    Nick tossed back a shot of tequila, he was drunk and halfway hanging out of his chair. “Heavy T ain’t that stupid. I think it was an accident, fam,” Nick slurred. 
 
      
 
    “He was last seen wit’ Peeboy, so why aren’t we runnin’ up on that nigga?” Reeko asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because the only nigga who thinks he was involved is you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you want us to start a beef wit’ a nigga because you can’t control your bitches. We are here for Grizzy and Grizzy only!” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    Reeko angrily banged his fists on the table. “I’m here for my brother too!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    “His mother said they found Grizzy melted to the floor. Mannn, who turned our nigga into a grilled cheese sandwich? My chest is hurtin’ right now. My wife is locked up and Grizzy can’t even have an open casket. He said he wanted to be buried in a Coogi sweater with a gold rope around his neck. We can’t send our brother off the proper way because he’s already cremated. I want blood to be shed, fuck it! We gotta kill whoever we think did it,” Nick sobbed. 
 
      
 
    Monty embraced Nick with a brotherly hug. Since I took a few pills after I left Breonna, I was in my own space. Because Breonna has been tripping lately, I kept a few pill bottles underneath the seat in my whip. Shorty, on the other hand, was a good girl and didn't deserve any of the nonsense I was subjecting her to. However, I was a grown ass man and didn't require a broad to direct my every action. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Skeeno! Can you hear me?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you just zoned out, staring at the wall and shit. Yo are you gettin’ high on somethin’ other than weed?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, what the fuck did you just ask me?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’, you zonin’ out while we’re talkin’ to you. I know you ain’t gettin’ high off Snow White,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Nick poured another shot and tossed it back. “Now, I gotta stress about this nigga smokin’ crack. Why are y’all tryin’ to kill me?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I’m not on that! And Monty, I’ll bust you in yo’ shit if you ask me that again! What in da fuck do I look like usin’ Snow White? You know what? Fuck all y’all!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t say anything,” Reeko spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s put it out on the table right now then, Skeeno. I know you are on somethin’, shid we all do if you wanna be honest. Every time you come around; you look spaced out like you are speakin’ to different muthafuckas inside your head. And to top it off, you were just noddin’ off! I know liquor ain’t got you feelin’ like that, so what is it?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “Chill out, bro,” Reeko told him. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, fuck that! I’m worried about this fool, and I’ve kept quiet long enough,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you funny,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just tell us what’s up so Monty can chill the hell out,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about me, fool. You need to be worryin’ about that big ass bandage wrapped around your head,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Kat went to town on him is what happened. We told him she wasn’t goin’ to let that Fredrika situation slide when she found out. Y’all fools don’t be listenin’,” Nick said, and Reeko waved him off. 
 
      
 
    “Kat will be back after she cools off. She ain’t the type of woman to leave a nigga hangin’ during his time of need,” Reeko bragged. 
 
      
 
    “So, you are gonna use Grizzy’s death as an excuse to get her back? Bro, you just don’t learn,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the table to leave. “Where are you goin’? We ain’t done talkin’,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, just let him go so he can sober up,” Monty called out. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be at the bar with Gramps. Y’all can holla at me before y’all leave,” I told them. 
 
      
 
    “So, that’s it? You ain’t trippin’ over our dead homie?” Reeko asked. 
 
      
 
    “Everybody grieve differently and how I handle it, ain’t y’all’s niggas business! We came here to talk about Grizzy, but somehow y’all niggas turned it into a therapy session. What I do is what I do, shid don’t y’all got somethin’ goin’ on in y’all’s personal lives too? Monty is addicted to orgies and you nigga was just cryin’ about an STD you got from your hoe-ass baby mama! But you don’t see me blastin’ y’all durin’ our meetings,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “We wrong for carin’ about our day one homie?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t the fuckin’ time to ask me that shit!” I seethed. 
 
      
 
    “We’re family, bro. I didn’t ask you that in front of a stranger. Ain’t no secrets between us, fam,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, just know I’m here for you if you ever need me,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get up wit’ y’all later,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    I left the private room and went to the bar. Gramps was standing behind the bar smoking out of his pipe while watching a football game. I sat on the barstool, heated that Monty called me out. On God, I wanted to fuck that nigga up! 
 
      
 
    “You need a hug, Son?” Gramps asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’m good. I do have a lot on my mind though. Grizzy’s death is eatin’ me up.” 
 
      
 
    Gramps poured me a shot of Henny then slid it across the bar. “I’m gettin’ old, Son. Pretty soon, you and Trigg will have to take over this place. Who will hold the family’s legacy if the two of you get yourselves killed in a street war? It’s a sad situation about Grizzy, but don’t start a beef without knowin’ the full story,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    I downed the shot of Henny, Gramps poured me another one. “I think it was an accident, Gramps. Besides, we’re gettin’ older and it’s only about the bread now. We ain’t beefin’ wit’ anyone without straight facts. But it’s Trigg’s call how he wants it handled. I don’t want to talk about it anymore though, it’s killin’ my high.” 
 
      
 
    “Son, are you still taking those pain pills?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I admitted. 
 
      
 
    “Are you still in pain?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I reached over the bar, grabbing the whole bottle of Henny. “I’ve been in pain for a long time, Gramps.” 
 
      
 
    “Pain pills can lead to another addiction you aren’t and will never be ready for. You need to go to rehab,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t trying to hear that shit. Rehab was for folks who were strung out on dope, heroin, and crack. Gramps was tripping if he thought I was fitting to get help for popping pills. I shook my head at him while chuckling to myself. 
 
      
 
    “Can we discuss this another time? I got enough on my plate as is.” 
 
      
 
    Gramps threw his hands up in frustration. “Say no more. Just know I’m not too old to fuck your hardheaded ass up with my bare hands, if you continue on with this bullshit,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Nooooo woman, nooooo cryyyyy! Nooooo homie, he diedddddd,” I heard Nick sing. 
 
      
 
    “This lil’ nigga here,” Gramps said, while shaking his head. 
 
      
 
    I turned around on the barstool, Monty and Reeko were holding Nick up to keep him from falling. Nick was pissy drunk with tears falling down his face. He was singing at the top of his lungs as the few people in the bar watched him. I shook my head at them because Nick was a small dude, but Reeko and Monty were struggling to hold him up. Nick broke down when he saw me; I couldn’t take him seriously even though he had tears falling down his face. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, chill out! Get yourself together!” Monty barked at Nick. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t goddamn it! I’m tryin’, but I can’t. Grizzy is gone forever, Monty! Our brother was turned into a nickel bag of weed. Janice said his body shrunk from the fire and he only weighed ten pounds after the coroner put him in a to-go box. Our brother was cooked like a turkey in a brown paper bag on Thanksgiving. Why did he have to go out like that, huh?” Nick sobbed. 
 
      
 
    I got off the barstool to assist Reeko and Monty in escorting Nick out of the building. Shid, I was a drink away from feeling like Nick, but I held it together. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, pick your feet up!” Reeko told Nick. 
 
      
 
    “Pick him up, Reek and put him on your back,” Monty said, after we exited the bar. 
 
      
 
    “Who is takin’ him home?” I asked about Nick. 
 
      
 
    “I am,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t go to the crib without my Peanut singin’ to me. I miss my wife,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll be out soon, bro. We keep tellin’ you that,” Reeko replied. He picked Nick up from underneath his arms, carrying him across the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    “That’s all you had to do,” Monty told Reeko. 
 
      
 
    I followed them to Monty’s whip; Reeko put Nick who started singing again in the backseat. Monty held his hand out to me for a dap hug. 
 
      
 
    “We’re still good though, right?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I slapped hands with him, giving him a dap hug. “We’re good playboy.” 
 
      
 
    Monty got in his car then drove off; Reeko unlocked the door to his truck to leave too. “I’m ready to slide back over Janice’s crib to see if Grizzy’s people are straight. Are you comin’ through?” he asked me. 
 
      
 
    “I might slide through. I’ll hit you up if I do,” I replied and gave him dap. 
 
      
 
    I waited until Reeko drove out of the parking lot before going back inside Gramps’s bar. Instead of hanging in the bar area, I went back into the private room since nobody was there. I turned on the TV then grabbed the bottle of cognac off the table. Afterwards, I powered on my cell phone to hit up Trigg to check on him and Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Yooo,” he answered. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, are y’all good? I heard Redz hurt herself.” 
 
      
 
    There was silence over the phone and the background was quiet, “Trigg,” I called out. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, bruh. I’m still at the hospital,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Is Redz good though?” 
 
      
 
    “I think shorty might lose the baby. She’s havin’ cramps and passing blood clots. I’m fucked up,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t think like that, bro. You gotta think positive so you won’t manifest the worst-case scenario. It might not be what you think it is.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I have every reason to think like this. If Redz loses this baby, I’on know how I’ll feel about her, Skeeno. Shorty is grimy as fuck and its takin’ everything in me to not put a bullet in her forehead. But I’m ready to walk out of the bathroom to go back to Redz. I’ll hit you up soon,” he said, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    I powered the phone back off, wondering why Trigg was speaking on Redz like that. Trigg's desire to kill shorty meant she had betrayed him. I took a shot of liquor, while thinking Trigg was behind Grizzy’s death. 
 
      
 
    Nah, she wouldn’t do anything like that, but it had to be something serious for Trigg to threaten her life. Did Trigg find out they fucked behind his back and off’d the nigga? Shid, what am I’m thinkin’? Redz wouldn’t fuck Grizzy, but Grizzy was in love with Redz. What if his death was behind Redz though? Mannn, what am I thinkin’? I’m trippin’ big time! 
 
      
 
    I stayed in the private room, drinking and smoking as the TV watched me. Hopefully, Breonna would be asleep when I made it back to the crib. 
 
      
 
    *********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was midnight when I unlocked Breonna’s apartment door.  I was tipsy, high, and in desperate need of my shorty's wet pussy putting a choke hold on my dick. Fuck wearing a condom, the thought of hitting her pussy raw for the first time had been running through my head the entire way to her crib. I stumbled into the apartment and locked the door behind me. The hallway light was turned on, but the rest of the apartment was dark. The bedroom door was ajar, so I crept into the room while removing my hoodie. Shorty was either too tired to wait up for me and cuss me out or she was too heated to talk to me. The streetlights were shining through the bedroom; I could make out her silhouette laying on her side. I took off my tennis shoes and the rest of my clothes before sliding underneath the sheets. Breonna scooted closer to me when she felt my weight next to her. I kissed the back of her neck while pressing my erection against her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm, this feels so much better,” she grumbled. 
 
      
 
    I pulled up her pajama shirt then ripped off her panties. “Hurry up,” she said, throwing her ass against me. She didn’t tell me to put on a condom like she normally does, so it worked in my favor. As good as shorty’s pussy was, diving into it raw was going to have me busting in a second. I slipped two fingers into her slit; shorty was already jerking and moaning. Shid, she seemed to be wanting it more than me and I needed it badly. But her pussy wasn’t gripping my fingers, nor was it wet. Shorty’s pussy was also stretched out like she was getting run through. It was just virgin tight last night. I shrugged it off because maybe she ain’t recuperating from me digging in her guts the day before. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Please give it to me. I need this,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    I brought my fingers to my mouth to spit on them to lube Breonna’s pussy and got the shocker of my life. My fingers were smelling like shit and piss as if she wiped from back to front. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, why is your pussy loose and shitty? What the fuck, Bre! I know you are young but you ain’t that fuckin’ young to not know how to wash yourself! Take your ass to the shower!” I barked. 
 
      
 
    I snatched the covers off, she reached for the light on the nightstand. The woman jumped screaming, “HAROLD!” after she saw me. She looked like an older version of Breonna, but just a few shades lighter. 
 
      
 
    “Who in da fuck are you?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Breonna’s mother and you tried to rape me like how you raped my daughter! HAROLD!” she screamed again. 
 
      
 
    “Rape? Your loose pussy ass was tryin’ to give it up! You knew I wasn’t your husband too and you weren't gonna say shit until I smelled that nasty ass tuna steak!” 
 
      
 
    A man barged into the bedroom and rushed to Breonna’s mother who was screaming and crying about rape. “He ripped my panties off and tried to rape me,” she cried into his chest. 
 
      
 
    “You tried to rape my wife!” the man yelled at me. The nigga jumped across the bed to rush me, but I stole him in his face. He fell into the Breonna’s vanity table, knocking over the mirror. “What the hell is going on?” Breonna asked. She came into the bedroom rubbing her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Where have you been?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I fell asleep in the bathroom waiting for you to come home,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “He tried to rape me!” her mother screamed. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!” Breonna shrieked. 
 
      
 
    She covered her mouth once she realized I was only in my boxers. “It’s not what you think. I got in bed wit’ your mother thinkin’ it was you. The broad wasn’t gonna say shit until I realized she wasn’t you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Lies you are telling on my wife and you hit an officer! Your black ass is going to jail!” her father yelled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I don’t give a fuck about you being a cop! Take your hoe ass wife with her mop bucket pussy and get the fuck out!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Pack your things, Breonna! You are coming home! I will not tolerate this behavior from a low life thug who tried to rape your mother!” her father scolded her. 
 
      
 
    Breonna burst into tears. “I don’t know what to do!” she cried. 
 
      
 
    “She ain’t goin’ nowhere nigga. Try to take her from me, so I can lay your square ass out,” I told Harold. 
 
      
 
    “He’s kidnapping her!” her mother yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Get these folks outta the crib, Breonna. I’on give a fuck who they are to you, but I ain’t gonna tolerate the disrespect. I ain’t never had to rape a bitch a day in my life,’ I said. 
 
      
 
    “You raped our daughter! She said it herself!” her mother screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, your daughter wanted to get fucked and ate on, fuck outta here!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Her mother fell into the wall, holding her chest. “I’m about to have a heart attack,” she gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Can y’all please leave?” Breonna finally asked her parents. 
 
      
 
    “We aren’t leaving until you come with us! I don’t want you nowhere near that monkey!” Harold said. 
 
      
 
    “The fuck did you just say, nigga?” I asked, walking towards him. Breonna grabbed my arm, begging me to stop, but I wasn’t hearing it. I’d never forget one of my white foster parents calling me that shit when I was five years old because of my dark skin. 
 
      
 
    “Baby, please just calm down!” Breonna screamed while holding onto me. 
 
      
 
    “Stay back!” her father shouted while backing into a corner. 
 
      
 
    “Father of Jesus, I call on you to save us from this demonic soul!” Breonna’s mother shouted. 
 
      
 
    I slammed my fist into Harold’s face; he dropped on the floor yelling for Breonna. Breonna’s mother jumped on my back, biting my face while I was giving her bitch-ass husband a beatdown. I threw my body against the wall, so her mother could let me go. 
 
      
 
    “Please stop! You are hurting them!” Breonna yelled. 
 
      
 
    Her mother lost her grip on me after I rammed her into the wall, and she hit her head. Harold got up, tackling me to the floor. “AHHHH!” he yelled after I elbowed him in his face. Breonna was helping her mother off the floor; her mother was dazed and confused. Her father pulled out my gun from his pants and aimed it at me. “I’ll shoot the black off your ass if you come near me!” he said, with a bloody nose. He stood up from the floor with the gun aimed at my head. 
 
      
 
    “Father, stop!” Breonna screamed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to kill this nigger! Out of all the good boys we had back in Arizona, you chose this gutta trash!” he said to her. 
 
      
 
    “He’s not trash!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “You put your filthy dick in my daughter? If we were back home, me and my buddies would hang your black ass from a tree and cut your dick off!” Harold gritted. 
 
      
 
    “Say what you want, nigga but your black ass would be hangin’ right next to me too. And no disrespect to Breonna, but I’m gonna give her ass some chocolate babies after I finish planting my seeds in her ebony garden. And if you pull that trigger, you and your wife will become missin’ and your white homies back at home will celebrate your absence because it’s one less nigga they have to look at. You and that wide receiving pussy wife of yours won’t be missed,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m calling the cops!” Breonna’s mother yelled. 
 
      
 
    She ran out of the room to call the police. “I got bail money!” I called out. 
 
      
 
    Harold still had a gun to my head, but it didn’t faze me. “I worked double shifts to give you the proper life, Breonna, and you choose this thug over me? He’s gonna have you on section-8 living off food stamps. Is that what you want for your life?” he asked her. 
 
      
 
    I picked my pants up from the floor and got dressed to wait for five-0. Breonna was pleading with her bitch-ass daddy like he was going to shoot me. I left the bedroom to get her mother’s funky twat off my fingers. Harold followed me with the gun still aimed at me. If Breonna wasn’t in the apartment, her crazy parents would’ve been pâté. 
 
      
 
    “Bre! Where did you put the bleach?” I called out. 
 
      
 
    “Behind the toilet!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You know your wife knew I wasn’t you, right? No wonder your bitch-ass is uptight, you ain’t part of the Mandingo tribe like the rest of your lil’ police pals, huh?” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Harold clenched his jaw, and his eyes were tearing up. “Your wife must be gettin’ fucked by a stable of horses because she’s wider than Shaq’s tennis shoe box. She’ll be thinkin’ about me for the rest of her life though,” I bragged. 
 
      
 
    “SHUT UP!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was cracking up as I washed my hands with toothpaste, Listerine, bleach, and Irish Spring. “That pussy ain’t anointed smellin’ like evil spirits,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Father, you can put the gun down! Maybe we can sit and talk about this,” Breonna tried to reason. 
 
      
 
    “I want him out of this apartment!” her mother said from the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not leaving him!” Breonna shouted. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right, shorty,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Harold’s hand was trembling, that clown was itching to pull the trigger. “I’m going to move to this city and join the police force. I’m going to become your worst nightmare,” he threatened. 
 
      
 
    “I’m looking forward to that. Coffee and donuts are on me.” 
 
      
 
    “I know your type and y’all always end up in jail or dead. I won’t let my daughter ruin her life over you,” he gritted. 
 
      
 
    After drying my hands, I threw the towel in the trash. Harold tensed up when I walked past him to go to the living room. Homie was so heated, the veins in his forehead were popping out. Her father sat across from me on the loveseat and Breonna sat on the couch next to me. I hated how meeting her parents turned out because she was put in a position to choose. I was worried that she would change her mind and go with her parents. But I realized I was being selfish. 
 
      
 
    Shorty asked me to give up the pills for her and I didn’t, but I expected her to choose a man who had an addiction. I looked at her and her head was down as she cried into her hands. That shit crushed me therefore I had to do better. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll be crying more tears than that once he ruins your life,” her mother said, coming into the living room. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll learn the hard way,” Harold said. 
 
      
 
    “You are going to jail for what you did to me and my family,” her mother said. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, you need to go to jail for that serial killer between your legs,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “EVERYONE SHUT UP!” Harold yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, this ain’t your crib,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “My money paid for Breonna to live this way!” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno helped me a lot, Father,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “He’s like a sex crazed filthy animal. He ripped my undergarments off as soon as he got into the bed. Breonna is too delicate to handle such sexual advances. He’s overpowering her,” her mother complained. 
 
      
 
    “And it turned you on because I’m an alpha male who knows how to dominate my woman. You see where she’s sittin’ at, right?” I responded. 
 
      
 
    Breonna’s mother enviously looked at her while she still had her head down. Her daughter had the man she wished she had. I told myself I would quit popping pills, but shorty’s parents had a nigga wanting two pills and a bottle of Henny. Just a few months ago, I was lusting after older women, but Lolita and Breonna’s mother completely turned me off from older women. Nobody could pay me a mil’ to fuck a woman old enough to be my mother again. While Breonna and her father were arguing, her mother was eye fucking me. Breonna put her arm through mine. “I love him,” she told Harold. 
 
      
 
    “Love? You are only nineteen!” he yelled at her. 
 
      
 
    “So, what! I will rather be with him than with you and mother grooming me to be a white man’s bed wench! I’m free here and can do whatever the fuck I want to do! You will never see me in Arizona again!” she shouted back. 
 
      
 
    Police knocked on the door; I knew it was five-0 because they were banging on the door. “You are going to jail tonight,” Breonna’s mother told me. The crazy broad ran to the door, crying like a white woman in distress. She was putting on a circus show. 
 
      
 
    “This is so embarrassing,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    Her mother came back into the living room with the two officers behind her. The officers were Lance and Myers. My night turned out luckier than I expected because the officers were on Trigg’s payroll. 
 
      
 
    “Lock this bastard up for raping my daughter. He also sexually assaulted me and beat up my husband,” her mother ranted. 
 
      
 
    “Put the gun down Sir,” Lance instructed Harold. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t do that. He’s dangerous,” Harold replied, and I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Drop the gun now and stand against the wall!” Lance demanded. 
 
      
 
    “Wait a damn minute. My husband is innocent!” Breonna’s mother shrieked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s fine sugar plum, let me do all the talking since I’m an officer myself,” Harold said, with his chest puffed out. He put the gun on the coffee table then stood against the wall to get patted down by Lance. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay over there ma’am? Did anyone harm you?” Myers asked Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m fine. Me and my boyfriend live here, and my parents stopped by unannounced and provoked him. My father is a cop from Arizona so he thinks he can hold us hostage. I don’t want to file charges, but I do want them to be escorted out of my home,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “BREONNA!” her mother said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not a liar, Mother. Skeeno didn’t do any of those things you and Father accused him of,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “This thug has an unregistered gun in my daughter’s apartment. Matter of fact, you should search the apartment for drugs since he’s a dope dealer,” her mother told Myers. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry ma’am, but we can’t do that without probable cause,” Myers replied. 
 
      
 
    “There’s the gun right there!” Harold pointed. 
 
      
 
    “It’s registered, you can run it if you want to,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Welp, there’s nothing to do here,” Myers replied. 
 
      
 
    “What type of officers are you? Lock this son-of-a-bitch up now for what he did to my family! That’s an order!” Harold told Myers. 
 
      
 
    “How about I arrest you for holding them hostage?” Myers replied. 
 
      
 
    “You are an out-of-state officer. Your badge doesn’t mean shit here,” Lance said. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe my daughter lives in this disgusting city! The police here can’t even do their job. I’ll be reporting both of you to your chief!” Harold complained. 
 
      
 
    Myers gave Harold his card. “Be my guest buddy,” Myers chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give them a call tonight to let them know you two don’t have proper training. My partner would’ve gagged that piece of shit to throw him in a river,” Harold bragged. 
 
      
 
    “Watch what you say, Harold,” Breonna’s mother said. 
 
      
 
    Coon ass nigga! 
 
      
 
    “Get your luggage together so we can leave,” Harold replied. 
 
      
 
    Myers and Lance posted up against the wall and watched Breonna’s parents grab their luggage from behind the couch. My life was always hectic, but Breonna’s parents were the icing on the cake—it was unbelievable. 
 
      
 
    “We’re done with you, Breonna so don’t you ever call us for anything. You no longer have any parents after what you did to us. Shame on you!” her mother said. 
 
      
 
    “Goodbye Sheila,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll be begging us to come back,” Harold said. 
 
      
 
    “Leave my apartment now and never look back, Harold,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    Sheila fell to the floor, holding her chest. I was waiting for her to croak, but it was a part of her acting. “Do I need to call an ambulance, ma’am?” Lance asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I carried my daughter for nine months and raised her properly in a two-parent home and this is how she thanks us,” Sheila cried. 
 
      
 
    “If I have to ask you two to leave again, I’ll lock both of you up for trespassing. That’ll have you and your husband spending a day in jail. Let’s hope he doesn’t lose his job if we do,” Lance said. 
 
      
 
    Harold picked his wife off the floor then walked her to the front door with their luggage in his hands. I got up to lock the door behind them. Sheila stood in the hallway in front of the apartment door to put her shoes on. Harold stood next to her, mugging me and tracing his finger across his neck, while mouthing the words “you’re dead.” I aimed my fingers at him like I was pulling the trigger. 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t over between us. Your black ass is going down,” Harold threatened. 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready for whatever fuck nigga,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “That filthy mouth! You can’t let him talk like that!” Sheila yelled at the cops. 
 
      
 
    “Freedom of speech ma’am. Now, may I ask you and your husband to back away from this door. I’m serious about taking the both of you in for not following our orders,” Lance replied. A dispatcher came through Myer’s to report a shooting in Newtowne. 
 
      
 
    “You and the lovely lady have a good night,” Myers told me. Lance tipped his hat at me while giving me a head nod. After they left the apartment, I locked the top and bottom lock. I went back into the living room to check on Breonna, shorty threw the VCR remote at me but missed. 
 
      
 
    “You disrespected me too!” she screamed at me. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, are you serious right now? Everything could have been avoided if you had told me about your weird ass parents!” 
 
      
 
    “Or if you would’ve answered your fucking phone! Where were you at, huh? At Jessica’s house getting high?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “On some real shit, Bre, you better pipe down. You are mad at the wrong nigga.” 
 
      
 
    She got up from the couch. “And you couldn’t tell the difference between me and my mother? Oh, I forgot, you like older hoes anyway!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I’m takin’ a shower then goin’ to bed. You can argue wit’ yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I hope this broad ain’t crazy like her parents. 
 
      
 
    I went into the bathroom to cut on the shower water. Breonna came into the bathroom after me. “Then you slammed my mother and beat up my father. I know this might sound confusing, but I still love my parents. It crushed me seeing that even though I understand why you had to do it. Why couldn’t you just be a bigger person?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, your parents are still alive. That’s as big as I can get.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m heartbroken, Skeeno and you don’t understand how it feels choosing someone over your parents. It felt like the right thing to do, but they took care of me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, do you want a cookie for doin’ that? If you are gonna hold this over my head, you might as well tell me to move on.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have any parents, so you don’t understand,” she slipped out. 
 
      
 
    She covered her mouth like I didn’t hear what she said to me. “You know what, shorty? I’m not even fuckin’ wit’ you like that,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna was tripping big time! I didn’t like how things played out with her parents either, but I wasn’t going for anyone disrespecting me. She seemed to be having second thoughts about our relationship. I fell hard for shorty, but at the same time, I wasn’t letting another broad do me wrong because she couldn’t handle the pressure. She chased me down the hallway, grabbing on my hoodie so I wouldn’t leave. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry, Skeeno. I swear I didn’t mean it like that. I said that out of anger because I was worried about you for hours and you weren't answering my calls. Don’t leave,” she pleaded. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, chill out, damn. Can I get undressed in the bedroom?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were leaving because you said you wasn’t fucking with me like that,” she said, and released my hoodie. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, that means I’m not fuckin’ wit’ you at the moment. I’m not tryin’ to hurt your feelings, shorty.  I’m bein’ patient wit’ you gettin’ your feelings out, but don’t think the disrespect is going to be the norm.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you just tell me where you were?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I was at Gramps’s bar, Bre! Goddamn, where do you think I should’ve been?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged, “but you always answer your phone when you’re out or call me to check up on me. I even called the pool bar, and nobody knew where you were,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “That’s how it’s supposed to be. I don’t need folks clockin’ me, that’s how niggas get jammed up. They’ll never tell you I’m there over the phone. Do you think I was wit’ a bitch?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but I can’t dismiss the possibility. You were unavailable for eight hours. What if I did that to you?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t stupid shorty, so nip that in the bud.” 
 
      
 
    I went into the bedroom to undress, and the room was turned upside down. Me and Breonna’s parents tore the bedroom apart fighting. Breonna walked over the broken glass from her vanity while inspecting the damaged room. “I cannot believe this,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t sweat it because we’re movin’. I don’t like your parents knowin’ where I lay my head at.” 
 
      
 
    I took my clothes off, tossing them on the bed. Breonna took off her clothes too to join me in the shower. Once we got in the shower, she wrapped her arms around me for a hug. “I’m sorry, Shyan. I had no right saying that to you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I hugged her back. “It’s cool shorty, and I should apologize too for not bein’ the nigga you need me to be. Those pills were numbin’ me to the point where I was forgettin’ about how hard you were rockin’ wit’ me. I am addicted to those joints, Bre. I can finally admit to it.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you planning on quitting?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, my homies are noticin’ it too. It’s not a cool look.” 
 
      
 
    She cracked a smile, showing those pretty teeth of hers. “I can finally get the old you back,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, so I can get the old you back too. That attitude you gave me a few minutes ago almost got you yoked up.” 
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t completely directed towards you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I moved her hair out of her face. “I know shorty.” 
 
      
 
    We didn’t say anything else to each other afterwards while we showered together. 
 
      
 
    Can I really quit taking these pills and if I don’t, will I lose Bre? I gotta do better because I can’t go out like this… 
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    Three Hours Later… 
 
      
 
   M y uncle’s house was the place to be late at night because people from all over came to his spot to play poker. I stood at the basement door, getting patted down by his security for weapons. Even though I was his blood nephew, that nigga treated me like everyone else who came to his spot. Uncle Roscoe ain’t trusting nobody, not even his own mother. He used to run numbers in the sixties and never got jammed up for it. His strict rules saved his ass because no man was stupid enough to rob my uncle. I heard from several family members that he had a hidden vault stashed with millions, but nobody would ever know, not even his wife. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all gotta do this to me every time?” I asked Dave. 
 
      
 
    “Hell yeah, fool. Uncle Roscoe know how y’all young niggas get down. Besides, security is extra tight because we have a special guest,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Who is inside, the president? I see a lot of black trucks out here,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “It ain’t the president. There's a rich Cuban muthafucka in there and he got this place on lockdown. His people are the only folks who are strapped inside,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    “Take your shoes off too,” the other guard said. 
 
      
 
    “This bullshit ain’t right. Y’all have known me since I was a kid and know I won’t rob anybody in there. I damn near gotta get naked every time I come here,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Take the rules up with your uncle, Kid,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He went underneath my shirt, feeling around my chest. “Bro, what the fuck!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    “We gotta feel for any wires tonight,” Dave responded while checking my shoes. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, you are good,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I put my shoes back on, heated that I even came to my uncle’s crib on a poker night. Dave opened the metal door and four niggas my size was standing in the hallway dressed like they were in the military; the guards were strapped with AK-47’s. Whoever the Cuban dude was had to be filthy rich to have that type of security. I walked past them, opening another door to the poker room. A woman was on the stage dressed like Billie Holiday while singing Blue Moon. The basement had eight poker tables and a bar where my uncle’s wife served finger food and drinks. I noticed the private poker room where niggas played with six figures was being guarded by six men. My uncle was nowhere in sight, so I sat at the bar to wait for him to come out. Whenever I had a lot on my plate, Uncle Roscoe was the dude to talk to. 
 
      
 
    “Where have you been? We haven’t seen you in weeks,” Sherlisa said. 
 
      
 
    “It has been hectic for me for the past few weeks and my homie Grizzy just died,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes widened in shock. “Janice’s son?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, last night. His house caught on fire.” 
 
      
 
    “Awww that poor baby. I got something special to cheer you up,” she said. 
 
      
 
    My uncle’s wife was twenty years younger than him. She was a forty-year-old thick redbone but could pass for thirty. Sherlisa had a nice rack on her, and I knew shorty had to be in need of some young dick since Uncle Roscoe couldn’t fuck her right. She went into the mini fridge to pull out a slice of red velvet cake. Sherlisa was wearing a red leather catsuit that looked painted on her. Shorty got with my uncle because he had money. If Uncle Roscoe was broke, he wouldn’t have that type of broad. Sherlisa wasn’t just pretty, she was a high maintenance woman that could get an athlete or a rapper. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go baby. I made it moist just like how you like it,” she said as she set the plate down. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s going on with that fine ass man, Trigg? I heard he’s a taken man now. What a shame,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “He’s with Redz now and they have a baby on the way.” 
 
      
 
    Sherlisa rolled her eyes. “I thought she was into women. Those lesbians always get the fine brothas,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Redz ain’t into women, she just hardcore at times but shorty is growin’ out of that. Aren’t you happily married anyway? Why are you worried about Trigg?” I replied, with a mouth full of cake. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be silly. You know me and your uncle have an understandable marriage,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She placed a shot of gin on the bar counter. “I’ll be back. I’m gonna tell your uncle you are here,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She left from behind the counter and my eyes were glued to her apple ass. My Uncle Roscoe was a short ugly nigga with one-eye and arm. He got caught in a machine at a factory when he was a teenager. He taught me that it didn’t matter what a nigga looked like, he could have any woman he wanted if he was rich. What he taught me couldn’t have been true because my baby mama was chasing after a nigga who wasn’t on my level. That same nigga also had my new girl wrapped around his finger. Peeboy had to go, and I didn’t give a fuck if he was Trigg’s homie or not. Five minutes later, Uncle Roscoe came out of the room wearing a black and white pinstripe suit with a pair of white wingtip dress shoes. He walked leaning to the right with the stride of a pimp. He patted his permed finger waves with a part on the side. Uncle Roscoe’s hair was so thin from the perms he had over the years; the nigga finger waves was looking like burnt Ramen. 
 
      
 
    “If the hoes are right, I might just catch a flight,” he said when he saw me. Uncle Roscoe had a rhyme for everything and sometimes it didn’t make sense. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up Unc?” I asked, giving him a dap hug. 
 
      
 
    “Not my dick,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    He sat next to me at the bar. “You and that lil’ hoe still having problems, huh? That’s the only time you come to see about a playa. I keep telling you to leave that broad alone, Nephew. Ain’t nothing but playas in this family and you are making us look bad. Dump the bitch and get five more. If you got the money, you got the hunnies,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I love that broad, Unc. And she loves a nigga too, but her baby father is a problem.” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “Don’t hate the playa, hate the game. That lil’ nigga ain’t the problem. The problem is your big teddy bear ass acting like a chump over a hoe. Hoes come and go like a crack fiend with ten dollas, but your reputation is forever. I got one arm, one testicle and a foot with two toes and still get bitches. I know my face can make a roach piss, but that never stopped me from gettin’ the wet-wet. But see, you got money, all your body parts and got good looks. What the fuck are you trippin’ over a hoe for?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “My new girl wants my baby mama’s baby father. The both of them are on that nigga’s dick.” 
 
      
 
    “Shidddd, you lost playa. You betta read the playa’s handbook again,” he laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Unc, I came here to vent and you clownin’ me. I’m havin’ a fucked-up day because my homie Grizzy is dead in case you ain’t know.” 
 
      
 
    “I saw it on the news channel earlier. Someone toasted that lil’ nigga up. I’m surprised the lil’ nigga made it this long wit’ all the bullshit he was getting into. You know me and Heavy T play poker together a few times a year and he used to brag about how Grizzy was going to steal Trigg’s product,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, that can’t be true. You would've told me.” 
 
      
 
    “Grizzy’s death wasn’t gonna be on my hand, Nephew. But I’m tellin’ you now since he’s gone. And if what Heavy T said is true, Grizzy deserved what he got. You can’t go against the nigga that put you on and made it possible to feed your family. Y’all new gangstas are different from back in my day. Loyalty was worth more than money, but now it's the opposite,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “So, you're sayin’ Trigg killed Grizzy?” 
 
      
 
    “Possibly; if Heavy T knew Grizzy’s plan, imagine how many other niggas knew and it got back to Trigg,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t believe it, Unc. Grizzy wouldn’t do that. Maybe Heavy T did it because Grizzy wouldn’t go against Trigg.” 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe shook his head while chuckling. “That could be true too, but what are you gonna do if Trigg was behind that house fire? That lil’ nigga opened doors for you to live the life you live. Where does your loyalty lie?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg’s loyalty is in question too. I told him I wanted Peeboy dead, but he was defendin’ the nigga. He thinks Fredrika is the problem but it’s really Peeboy. That nigga bein’ in the picture is makin’ it hard for me to be there for my daughter. Trigg should respect how I feel since I’m his homie. I got mad love for Trigg though, but I want him to understand where I’m comin’ from. It’s supposed to be bros over everybody. He tells me I shouldn’t take my daughter’s, brother’s father away from him because they are siblings. Who cares about that? Fuck Peeboy and his son.” 
 
      
 
    “That baby mama of yours will be the death of you, Nephew. You are pussy whipped and it’s turnin’ you against yourself. I’ve been around for sixty years and never seen a nigga this stuck on pussy, that every nigga in the city sampled. Your baby mama is a hoe and it ain’t worth gettin’ blood on your hands. I usually back you up, but you are goin’ out like a chump. What you should do is put that hoe on a corner and make her earn back all the money you spent on her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, whatever. I’m not comin’ back over here for a while.” 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe grilled me. “Yeah, don’t bring your ass back over here until you grow your nuts back. I’m gonna call you Lollipop because you are a straight sucka,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Sherlisa came back to the bar. She stood between Uncle Roscoe’s legs and tongued him down. I shook my head, watching her catch his false teeth between her lips then slipping them back into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn, baby, you done sucked the teeth off a nigga’s gums. You must want a new car,” he said, rubbing on Sherlisa’s ass. 
 
      
 
    “I want something else, Daddy,” she pouted. 
 
      
 
    “Anything,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    This one-eyed handicap bastard ass nigga is a sucka too, for a pussy his dick can’t even get hard enough to fuck! Lil’ simp ass clown! 
 
      
 
    “I want you to put in a word for me to our special guest,” Sherlisa said. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe backhanded Sherlisa and she fell to the floor. “Hoe, you crazy! I told you; you can fuck these lil’ hustlas around here, but you ain’t fucking a nigga like that! Now get your ass up!” he gritted. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe snatched Sherlisa off the floor by her hair, the people in the basement never looked over. They were used to Uncle Roscoe disciplining her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Sweet Dick Daddy,” she pleaded. 
 
      
 
    Her mascara was running down her face while she cried out in embarrassment. Uncle Roscoe pointed his cane in her face. 
 
      
 
    “You know the rules and don't forget it! Now pledge your allegiance, bitch,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I pledge allegiance to my pimp, Sweet Dick Daddy of America and to his hand, which will slap the hoeness out of me. I’ll never betray thy pimp again, and if I do my pussy will be sold to the lowest bidder,” Sherlisa said. 
 
      
 
    This hoe will do anything for this lifestyle. Maybe I need a broad with low self-esteem. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe fixed his suit jacket. “Get your hoe ass out of my face and fix your hair. You can’t be around here makin’ me look cheap…now skit!” he said, stomping his foot. 
 
      
 
    Sherlisa rushed away, heading towards the bathroom to fix herself up. 
 
      
 
    “That’s how you keep your hoe in check, Nephew. If you spend money on her, she should obey the man that takes care of her. That bitch almost made me have a heart attack asking me that stupid ass shit. Whew, lordddd, I almost knocked on Jesus’s door, begging him for a room and a hot plate,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought y’all get down like that, Unc. What’s the issue?” 
 
      
 
    “That hoe wanted to fuck a man that has more money than me, Nephew. That’s a dangerous man back there and if he fucks my hoe and like it, Uncle Roscoe will lose his bottom bitch. I won’t have any choice but to give her up,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta see this nigga, Unc because Sherlisa just made you sweat your perm out.” 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe looked over his shoulder, checking to see if anyone was behind him. 
 
      
 
    “They call the man back there, Diablo, which means ‘devil’. He’s not to be fucked with,” he whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Shit, you trippin’. I got your back, Unc. You know me and the homies will look out for you. Ain’t nobody fuckin’ wit’ us.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s bigger than that, Nephew. Fuck, here he comes,” Uncle Roscoe said. 
 
      
 
    The private poker room door opened. A tall Latino man walked out dressed in a tailored navy-blue suit and brown leather alligator dress shoes. The man looked to be in his late thirties to mid-forties, which surprised me because I was expecting to see an older man in his sixties. He didn’t look as menacing as Uncle Roscoe claimed; he reminded me of a rich man who belonged in a soap opera. Two men followed him, each carrying a pair of suitcases that appeared to be packed with money. When I saw three additional men following the Latino man with suitcases, I realized there were more than just four suitcases. I spent most of my money buying Fredrika a house, new Mercedes, purses, shoes and clothes. I was missing out on at least three hundred g’s, so homie was looking like a sweet lick. He stopped at the bar to talk to Uncle Roscoe. Uncle Roscoe was sweating profusely—he was terrified of the dude. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate the invite, Amigo. We will have to do this again,” he said to Uncle Roscoe. 
 
      
 
    “Anytime, Playa. And next time, I’ll have some ladies for you,” Uncle Roscoe nervously said. 
 
      
 
    The dude smirked, reminding me of someone I knew. Since I had a better look at him, he looked identical to Trigg so I wondered if they were connected. 
 
      
 
    Naw they can’t be connected. He’s wayyyy above Trigg’s level. 
 
      
 
    “We shall see,” the man said. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, uh this is my nephew, Reeko. Reeko this is, D,” Uncle Roscoe stuttered. 
 
      
 
    D looked at me, but his eyes landed on the Newtowne 20 tattoo I had on my hand. He was observing me, the same way Trigg hawked niggas down. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, fam?” I asked, extending my hand. 
 
      
 
    D slapped hands with me. “Next time I come, you should join us to be your uncle’s extra hand. A man needs two hands to win big,” D chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Rude ass nigga! I’m gonna get you for that. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe cleared his throat. “He doesn’t play,” he nervously chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Then I will teach him,” D replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m down,” I said. 
 
      
 
    My niggas will be down for this lick! 
 
      
 
    D patted my shoulder before he walked off with his entourage following him. Uncle Roscoe let out a deep breath after D was gone. “Stay away from that devil, Reeko,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I will goddamn,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    Sorry Unc, but homie gotta go and I got niggas who will do the job. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Driving through Newtowne brought tears to my eyes because Rip Grizzy was spray painted on the side of his old building. There was a block party going on in memory of Grizzy. I rode through the crowd and made my way to Kat's mother's crib to beg her back. My cell phone rang while I was parking. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I just left the hospital, and I needed six stitches in my head! I’m pressin’ charges on that bitch!” Fredrika yelled into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “We can talk about this later!” 
 
      
 
    “No, we will talk about it now! You either come up off that money you owe me for our daughter, or else I’ll go to the fuckin’ police on that toothpick ass bitch for what she did to me!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Money? Bitch, I ain’t got it!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you do. And when can I get the keys to the house you claim you purchased for me? Nigga, all you do is fuckin’ lie!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, fuck you and your daughter and I mean that shit! It’s either you get the whole package deal, or you ain’t gettin’ anything else from me and I stand on that.” 
 
      
 
    “So, I gotta be with you for you to be in her life? And you see why I love my first baby daddy? That nigga will never tell me that punk-ass shit! Your nasty sweaty ass should be happy that a bitch like me even entertains your bitch-ass!” 
 
      
 
    “That nigga ain’t even fuckin’ wit’ me when it comes to the money. Fuck that broke-ass goof ball!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, he got money. He just ain’t a flashy nigga. Trust me, he’s perfect! He got a big dick, can fuck and last longer than a second. He’s shittin’ on your whole miserable ass life! But don’t you worry, I’m gonna get him back,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika knew how to push my buttons. Shorty said the most hateful shit to me, but I couldn’t stop loving her. I was serious about not wanting my daughter if I couldn’t have her. The baby was to keep me connected to Fredrika, other than that, the lil’ girl didn’t serve a purpose. 
 
      
 
    “You bluffin’, shorty. Peeboy ain’t gettin’ no money so keep holdin’ on to that thought.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed into the phone. “That’s why I fucked one of your homeboys a few years back and I let that nigga nut down my throat. And he made me come twice within three minutes. I bet they are laughing behind your wide ass back because I would never put my mouth on your dick. You ain’t got no friends or loyal bitch! Checkmate chump!” she said, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    I almost jammed the buttons in my cell phone while calling her back. Fredrika wasn’t the type to lie on her pussy. If shorty said she fucked a nigga, she fucked that nigga. Now, I was stuck trying to figure out which homie she was with. My homies knew she was my baby mama too and nobody came forward to give me a heads up. I should’ve been like Uncle Roscoe and kept her in check. The youngin’ Kash knocked on the driver’s side window. I turned the truck off then stepped out to holla at him. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, fam?” I asked, giving him dap. 
 
      
 
    “Nothin’ coolin’, I want to give my condolences to you for what happened to Grizzy. He was a cool dude,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it, bro.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I don’t know if it’s the right time to ask, but I’m curious. Have you heard anything about who killed Marcus? Me and yo wasn't on good terms when he got smoked and it’s eatin’ me up, you feel me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “You talkin’ about the youngin’ that let you get jumped by Pitt’s crew?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, the one that stuttered,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t Pitt, do it?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, he had an alibi. He was at the hospital tryin’ to visit Redz’s mother when Marcus got killed. But it is what it is, it comes with the streets. Anyway, I’ll rap to you later. I gotta lil’ broad waitin’ for me to slide through,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Strap up, bro,” I reminded him. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” he chuckled, while walking away. 
 
      
 
    I walked up the sidewalk to Kat’s mother’s house. Kat and Latrina were sitting in front of the house drinking beers. She rolled her eyes when she saw me.  I just knew she wasn’t going to let me off the hook, but I had to try my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Dirty Dick Reeko,” Latrina said when I approached them. 
 
      
 
    “The hell are you saying?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sayin’ Dirty Dick Reeko because you were fuckin’ a hoe that have more bodies on her pussy than me. Then you were fuckin’ with a bitch that Kat had beef wit’!” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “You told her our business?” I asked Kat. 
 
      
 
    “There’s no our when it comes to us. That’s your business because I’m over it and done wit’ you. Now please find you somethin’ else to do,” Kat spat. 
 
      
 
    “We need to talk and I’m not leavin’ until you do,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Why aren’t you down the street wit’ Monty? There’s a block party for your homie and you are back here stressin’ out Kat when you already stressed her out enough,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Bruh, shut the fuck up! Ain’t nobody talkin’ to you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Call me tomorrow, girl. I’m ready to sleep this headache off,” Kat said to Latrina. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I’ll be down the street if you need me. Don’t hesitate to call me either,” Latrina replied. She hugged Kat while grilling me. Latrina swung both ways and oftentimes I thought they were messing around. I waited until Latrina was away from Kat’s house to apologize for Fredrika coming to my crib. 
 
      
 
    “Didn’t I tell you not to come over here again?” Kat asked. 
 
      
 
    She was looking extra good to me for some reason, maybe it was because shorty was done with me. Her braids were pulled up into a ponytail and her pink glossed lips shined underneath the moonlight. She wore a black long-sleeve half shirt, showing off her toned stomach with a pair of gray tights. Kat was a gorgeous woman.  I could’ve lived happily with her if I wasn’t caught up behind Fredrika. 
 
      
 
    “Can I come in, so we can talk? You know it’s too many muthafuckas out here, and I don’t want anyone knowin’ what’s goin’ on between us.” 
 
      
 
    “You know what, Reek? I thought long and hard about the situation overall. And honestly, I’m not that mad at you anymore. I’m where I’m supposed to be and I thank you for that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t beat around the bush, shorty. Tell me what you are sayin’.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sayin’, me and Peeboy are goin’ to rekindle our relationship. And maybe you should work on what you and Fredrika have goin’ on,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I reached out to her for a hug; she backed away from me. “Bye Reeko,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Kat entered the house, and I heard her lock the top and bottom locks. She had no idea I had a spare key. I considered sneaking in, but her mother's car was in the parking lot. Peeboy wasn't going to take Kat away from me, either. I wasn't going to let that happen. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Redz 
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    Two Days Later… 
 
      
 
   I  sat in the passenger’s seat of Trigg’s car, staring out of the window as we left the hospital. My thoughts kept wandering back to the night of my birthday party because my life felt complete. Trigg didn’t have to tell me how much he loved me; I could see it in his eyes when he looked at me. Now, I was feeling a distance between us even though he was so close to me. The thirty-minute drive home seemed like two hours because neither one of us was talking to each other. Once Trigg pulled into the driveway of his house, he looked over at me. 
 
      
 
    “Call me if you need anything,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Call you? You aren’t comin’ in?” 
 
      
 
    “I got business to handle, Redz. It ain’t like you can’t walk,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Tears fell from my eyes, causing Trigg to look away from me. “What kind of man would allow his shorty to go through this alone?” 
 
      
 
    “Bro, I got shit to do. You already know it’s grind time. I have paper to stack and weight to move. I’ll be home later,” he said dryly. He dropped the house key in my lap since mine was in the house. My hand was twitching to slap the dog piss out of Trigg. He went from treating me like a wife to a one-night stand hoe he mistakenly impregnated. To add insult to injury, he wasn’t consoling me through a time of grievance. I was willing to leave his ass if he continued with the cold shoulder, but who was I fooling? I couldn’t leave Trigg again if my life depended on it. We shared too many special moments together. It was a known fact that there wasn’t another man out there for me, especially a man who could handle my personality and lifestyle. I grabbed my duffel bag out of the backseat then exited his car, slamming the hell out of his door. As soon as I stepped into the house, that feeling of loneliness hit me like a ton of bricks. I went into the room where Trigg kept the dogs, and their kennel was empty. He left the hospital for a few hours the day before to bring me clean clothes. I shrugged it off because maybe he took them to Gramps so I could rest. After I left the room, I walked down the hallway towards the master bedroom. Being in the streets made me aware of my surroundings and not much could get past a bitch like me. I immediately noticed a few pieces of Trigg’s jewelry were missing off the dresser. He didn’t have the bracelet nor chain on when he dropped me off so where the hell were they? I went into the walk-in closet and noticed he took his favorite hats, hoodies and shoes. 
 
      
 
    “This muthafucka!” 
 
      
 
    I went into the bathroom to use the toilet. In the inside of my panties was a pad covered in blood—remnants of a miscarriage. I assumed it was due to my high blood pressure, but it turned out that it had nothing to do with it. Because I was damaged, I am unlikely to ever have the experience of becoming a mother. 
 
      
 
    Yesterday… 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was lying on my side in the hospital bed, waiting for the doctor to bring back my pelvis x-ray results. I had a transvaginal scan just four hours ago because I was passing blood clots and experiencing severe cramping. I didn't know I was having a miscarriage. I thought the cramping and spotting that I had been experiencing recently were just symptoms of the first trimester . 
 
      
 
    But, knowing then wouldn’t have done any justice since miscarriages weren’t treatable. Tears were welling up in Trigg’s eyes, two managed to fall down his face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Trigg,” was all I could muster up. 
 
      
 
    I was in so much pain from the fall, it pained me to sit up. “I had a feeling you were gonna lose the baby after I found you on the floor. It might sound crazy, but I had a sudden disconnect wit’ you. Bro don’t even talk to me right now,” he angrily said. 
 
      
 
    The doctor knocked on the door before he came in with his clipboard. I was nervous while awaiting the news. I prayed to God the miscarriage wasn’t because of that. 
 
      
 
    “You said this is your first pregnancy, correct?” the doctor asked, while pulling down his glasses. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I replied, as I painfully sat up in bed. 
 
      
 
    “You have a lot of uterine scarring and usually with this type of scarring comes from either a c-section, abortion, fibroids, PID, or endometriosis to name a few. Uterine scarring can either prevent pregnancies or cause recurrent pregnancy loss because it makes it harder for the placenta to develop normally. But I will be honest and say I’m surprised you were able to get pregnant with the amount of scarring you have,” Dr. Bronner said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg got up from the couch and left the hospital room. The doctor looked confused, so did I. Trigg acted like I did something to myself to purposely hurt our baby. 
 
      
 
    “I have something to tell you since it's just us here,” I told Dr. Bronner. 
 
      
 
    He crossed his legs and arms, waiting for me to come clean. I confessed to him that I had previously had an illegal abortion. I told him the truth because I needed his help to get better... 
 
      
 
      
 
    I remained on the toilet, crying my eyes out because a choice I made was coming back to bite me in the ass. A lot of girls were getting abortions at seventeen years old, but I was probably the only one still paying for it. How was I going to tell Trigg I lost our baby because my uterus is fucked up from getting rid of his first baby? I hated lying to him and knew I didn’t deserve him. 
 
      
 
    I need to get the hell out of this house! 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Two hours later, I was in Edgewater, Maryland aka The Boonies. I pulled up to the house I remembered Grizzy bringing me to get the abortion. The run-down house could’ve been in a horror movie like Texas Chainsaw Massacre. There was a broken white rocking chair on the porch. I slid on a pair of gloves before I exited my car, with a hoodie pulled over my head. The lawn was littered with beer cans, bottles, broken crates and couch cushions. I remembered walking to the back of the house with Grizzy because the doctor’s office was in the basement. A Pitbull chained to a tree barked at me; the dog looked well fed so someone was still living in the house or coming by daily. I knocked on the back door and waited for someone to answer. The sound of glass breaking came from the other side of the door. “Wait a minute!” a man said after I knocked again. I heard several locks being unlocked,  the door squeaked when it opened. Dr. Rayner was wearing a filthy housecoat and the glasses he had on his face were broken. His pale skin looked like it hadn't had a good scrubbing in years and his shaggy brown hair was extremely oily. His hands were covered in blood and a foul smell was coming from inside of the house. He looked cleaner back then from what I could remember, but the man standing in front of me looked like he had been living under a car. If I had to guess his age, he looked to be in his early sixties. 
 
      
 
    “I’m closed, come back tomorrow,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I went into my pocket, pulling out a roll of money. “This is a thousand dollars if you take care of me now.” 
 
      
 
    He opened the door, letting me inside. The smell of old blood permeated the air, causing me to hold back the urge to vomit. A fat ass rat wobbled across the floor, disappearing underneath the molded couch. Dr. Rayner scratched the back of his neck. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, uh, sorry about the trash. I was ready to clean up,” he lied. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t respond because I was inspecting the basement. The residue from cocaine was lined up on a folding card table with a razor and dollar bill next to it. I wondered how long he was getting high and if he was high when he fucked up my womb. There was a picture of Hitler on his wall and next to it was a picture of the leader of the KKK. Those pictures were probably there four years ago, but I was oblivious to my surroundings. My reason for coming was to find out if he did what he did to me on purpose or if it was an accident—I needed closure. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about those pictures. They belong to my asshole brother. But are we doing this or what?” he asked with agitation. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, show me the room.” 
 
      
 
    I followed him down a hallway with blood splatter on the floor. “How many weeks are you?” he asked, over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Another rat ran past us, but Dr. Rayner was used to it because he didn’t flinch. I wondered how a doctor lived that way, matter of fact, I wasn’t sure if he was a real doctor or not. He led me to the room where he performed his surgeries. The examination table was covered in old blood. There was a pile of maggots devouring a rat on the floor next to his surgical instrument cart. The room was atrocious, and I couldn’t believe women were getting abortions in that filth, but it could’ve been tolerable to someone who needed an abortion. Dr. Rayner grabbed his bloody lab coat off the wall and a pair of rubber gloves. The piece of shit didn’t even sterilize his equipment. He didn’t give a fuck if someone got AIDs or an STD from his filthy instruments. Brown water was leaking from the ceiling, splashing on the equipment. 
 
      
 
    “How many women come here?” I asked, walking around. 
 
      
 
    He pushed his glasses up. “Are you getting the abortion or not? You are wasting my fucking time!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Just answer the question. How many black girls come here?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not answering shit!” he spat. 
 
      
 
    “I need to know if you are legit.” 
 
      
 
    “What is this? An investigation? Just so you know, the police don’t give a rat’s ass about what I do. So, if you want to report me, go ahead,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He was sweating profusely, and his hands were trembling—he needed a fix. I pulled the hoodie off my head, so he could get a look at me. He pushed his glasses up then squinted his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhh, I remember you. You came with Grizzy about a few years ago. When you see him, tell him I need him,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Grizzy is dead.” 
 
      
 
    He dropped to his knees. “Oh nooooo, he was the only person that served me. I can’t go to the hood and get what I need. I have a reputation to protect,” he cried. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t have any children because of what you did to me.” 
 
      
 
    He stood up from the floor. “You didn’t come here for an abortion? You lied to me about the fucking money!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give you whatever you want if you tell me the truth. Are you purposely screwin’ up our bodies, so we won’t conceive? You ain’t shit but a dirty  trashy colonizer!” 
 
      
 
    “You need to leave my goddamn house!” he shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I won’t be leavin’ until you tell me what the fuck  you did to me!” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Rayner burst into a cynical laugh while taking off the rubber gloves. “Is this how you come at me for saving you from becoming another statistic? I saved your life and now you’re blaming me for your uterine scarring?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so you are aware of what you are doing.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t make you come here,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “This place looked like a real doctor’s office back then, so I thought you were a real doctor. I would’ve walked out had I know you were a fuckin’ fraud!” 
 
      
 
    “Your problem is with Grizzy. He knew I lost my license a long time ago and still brought you here. Why do you think I live in this fucking dump? Besides, he told me you were raped and it was an emergency! I did him a favor in exchange for his product. I told you everything, so can I please have that money? I’m getting sick,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a woman of my word. I’ll give you whatever you want if you tell me what happened that day.” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Rayner removed his glasses and sat on a stool. The sick muthafucka didn't feel guilty about what he did to me and others. 
 
      
 
    “I warned Grizzy that I didn’t have the proper equipment to give you the abortion because you were a week away from being twenty weeks. He gave me more drugs and said that I had to do it because you were raped. I’m so sorry, but I did what those other doctors failed to do,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “So, you are sayin’ that Grizzy put my life in danger so that I could get rid of my child? That nigga set me up!” 
 
      
 
    “I have nothing to do with the two of you! He wanted it done so I did it!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    “If I was a white woman, I’m sure you would’ve turned him down. I see that pro white shit hangin’ on your walls!” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Rayner grabbed a scalpel off a counter. “I’ll kill you right now and sell your fucking organs! You people are screwing up the population, getting pregnant every goddamn hour like rabbits! I’m only doing the lord’s work and for that, I’ll never get exposed,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my chrome Glock with an attached silencer. Dr. Rayner’s eyes almost popped out of the sockets. “And I’m here to finish the lord’s work,” I replied. He ran towards the door; I put two bullets in his back. He fell into the wall in the hallway before crashing to the floor. I picked up the scalpel he dropped then kicked him in his side. 
 
      
 
    “Hel…helpppp me,” he begged, while coughing up blood. I sat on his back, gripping a handful of his hair. “I wasn’t ready to be a mother back then, but I was ready this time, bitch. Rats love dead bodies and I can’t wait until they start eatin’ you through your ass and out of your stomach.” 
 
      
 
    “I know…know someone who can fix you,” he choked out. 
 
      
 
    “I will never go to anyone you refer!” 
 
      
 
    I jabbed the scalpel into his neck then dragged it across his throat, making a smiley face. Blood squirted on the wall and across the floor after I slit his throat again. I snapped and was out for blood. I trusted Grizzy with my life and out of all my homeboys, Grizzy was the one I could vent to. He put my life in danger because of his jealousy of Trigg. Grizzy ruined me and I wished I had the chance to kill him, but he was already dead. Once I came back to reality, Dr. Rayner’s head wasn’t connected to his body. I was holding his head by the hair. The head slipped from my gloved hand, falling onto the floor. I rushed out of the house then to my car and sped off. Tears flooded my eyes as I drove home; Trigg knew Grizzy was a snake, but how did I miss it? I even passed out after I heard that nigga was dead. 
 
      
 
    I’m not goin’ above and beyond for another nigga ever again unless he’s Trigg. That is the only man I will ever be loyal to until the day I die. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour and a half later, Breonna, Latrina and Kat came to Trigg’s house after news got back to them that I lost the baby. Trigg called Kat and told her to be with me, so I wouldn’t be alone. The nerve of him to send my friends to the house instead of being with me. 
 
      
 
    “You gotta eat, Redz,” Kat said. They were sitting at the kitchen table eating Chinese food, but I didn’t have an appetite. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not hungry,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I told you she wasn’t gonna eat that,” Latrina told Kat. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg said she hasn’t eaten anything in three days,” Kat replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why isn’t Trigg here?” Breonna asked. 
 
      
 
    “He’s a street nigga, Bre. They don’t let nothin’ stop their money,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    I took a swig out of a Jack Daniels bottle to ease the pain. I loved my girls, but I wanted to be drunk and alone. Trigg wasn’t answering my phone calls or pages. I was hoping my silence would send the girls on their way. I didn’t have the gull to tell them to leave because they drove an hour away from Annapolis. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe we should get out of the house. Perhaps go to a club?” Breonna asked. 
 
      
 
    “She can’t go there, her coochie is still bloody,” Latrina replied, as cutthroat as she could be. 
 
      
 
    “Now, bitch that’s just ignant,” Kat replied. 
 
      
 
    Latrina rolled her eyes. “Y’all, know I didn’t mean it like that,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what we should do then,” Breonna chimed in. 
 
      
 
    “Me either,’ Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “How about y’all go in the living room while I stay in here and get drunk,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Hoe, you can’t get drunk on an empty stomach. Here, eat this egg roll,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    She sat an egg roll drenched in duck sauce on my plate. My stomach immediately started growling, I could never turn down an egg roll. I stuffed it into my mouth, awakening all my taste buds. Latrina gave me another one and it was gone in three seconds. 
 
      
 
    “Did the doctor say why you…lost the baby?” Kat asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not uncommon to miscarry in the first trimester,” I replied, with a mouthful. If Latrina wasn’t at the table, I would’ve told Kat the truth. But Latrina had a big mouth, and I didn’t want word getting back to Trigg. The last thing I needed was Trigg knocking up another broad because I couldn’t give him any children. 
 
      
 
    “There’s this spot we can go to in Lanham. I heard it’s the place to be if you want to hear good music and eat soul food. I’m talkin’ smothered turkey wings, greens, black eye peas, yams and chitterlins. The Backyard Band will be there tonight  since it’s a laid back spot unlike a club,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Backyard Band?” Breonna repeated. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, they are a go-go band. You’ll be in love once you hear it,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “And we all look cute, so we don’t need to change our clothes,” Latrina responded. 
 
      
 
    I took another swig of whiskey, contemplating whether I should leave or stay. I decided to go out after some thought. If I stayed at home alone, my mind would wander and led me to a deeper depression or worse, suicide. I was furious at myself for putting too much trust in a nigga, who knows what I would've done if I'd been left alone. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go under one condition. If someone picks me out an outfit and styles my hair,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll find you somethin’ to wear. Latrina can do your hair and Breonna can clean up the kitchen,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    Breonna got up from the table, “I’m on it,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    I left the kitchen, still holding on to my bottle. Kat followed me down the hallway, admiring the house. “This house is so damn beautiful. I feel like I’m on vacation while listenin’ to the sounds of the waves,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I was surprised Trigg lived in this kind of environment when he first brought me here. You’ll never expect a man like him to be on a beach,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    My friends weren’t aware of Trigg keeping his distance from me; I was too ashamed to tell them. And knowing Kat and Latrina, they would’ve wanted to fight Trigg. It was best they didn’t know me and him weren’t on good terms. Kat entered the closet to select my clothes. I entered the bathroom to retrieve my hair bag from beneath the sink. Latrina entered the room seconds later, eating a plate of fried rice. Soy sauce splattered off her plate and onto the white bathroom rugs I had just purchased a week before. 
 
      
 
    “Now, you know damn well we don’t get down like that. Why are you drippin’ that shit on the floor?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She looked down at the floor, “dang girl my bad. I have the munchies,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t even worry about it. Can you cut my hair?” 
 
      
 
    She sat the plate on the sink. “Cut your hair? Hoe, you need to let it grow back,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I combed my fingers through my hair, and it was longer than I usually liked. “I want it shorter on the top. Like how Jada Pinkett had hers in A Low Down Dirty Shame.” 
 
      
 
    “That will look cute on Redz because she has the face for it!” Kat shouted from the closet. 
 
      
 
    Latrina rolled her eyes then sucked her teeth. “Sit down on the toilet seat. And I hope like hell you don’t wake up tomorrow regretting it. You don’t need any more of this either,” she said, then took the bottle from me. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the toilet seat, waiting for a makeover. Latrina dug into my hair bag, looking for a pair of scissors. The way I was feeling, she could’ve cut it all off! 
 
      
 
    *********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stepped out of Latrina’s Lexus in front of a place called Aunt Betty’s Tavern. The smell of fried chicken filled the parking lot, causing my mouth to water. Although being out with my girls was needed, it didn’t feel the same since Peanut wasn’t with us. 
 
      
 
    “I can already taste the chicken,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, didn’t you just eat?” Kat asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m tryna eat you,” Latrina playfully flirted. 
 
      
 
    “Your freaky ass better chill out before I take you up on that offer,” Kat chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Should we be doin’ this though? Havin’ fun while Peanut isn’t here?” I asked them. 
 
      
 
    “Peanut isn’t dead, Redz. And from what I know she’s innocent so they can’t keep her. Besides, she has an attorney already on it. She would want us to have fun,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    She caught that charge because of me! I’m always at fault, I’m the problem and my man hates me! 
 
      
 
    Breonna looped her arm through mine. “We are confident that she’ll be out soon. I heard Skeeno talking to Nick about it last night. We’ll celebrate with Peanut when she comes out, but in the meantime, this is for your wellbeing. You suffered a lot this week,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Redz just needs another drink,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “She isn't the only one. I want to get pissy drunk tonight,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno is stressin’ you out again?” Latrina asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, we’re in the process of moving and looking for a new home is taking a toll on me,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “You just moved into that apartment,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “We need more room and it’ll be closer to my school,” Breonna responded. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The tavern had a large bar and a dining area with a stage inside. The crowd was mature; I assumed they were in the thirties and over. We found a bar table to sit at. 
 
      
 
    “The food smells so delicious,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “I can smell the cornbread,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    An older woman came over to our table and gave us menus. “Excuse me, where is the bathroom?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Straight to the back, past the stage,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You need us to go wit’ you?” Kat asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, just order my food and drink for me. You know what I like,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I slid off the barstool, heading towards the bathroom. Someone grabbed my arm from behind. “What brings you to my neck of the woods?”’ the man asked. I turned around and it was Melly. The last time I saw him was at my yacht party. He reminded me of the light-skinned dude Tupac killed in the movie, Juice. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga don’t be grabbin’ on my arm like that. I was ready to start swingin’,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    He released my arm. “I don’t want any problems. I’m surprised to run into you at my aunt’s spot,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “My sister spoke highly of this place, so I came to check it out. I wasn’t expectin’ to run into a familiar face though.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s always a pleasure runnin’ into you. But I won’t keep you, I just wanted to speak. You and your homegirls can order whatever you want, it’s on the house,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be sure to leave her a fat tip.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope I ain’t crossin’ the line, but I’m feelin’ the new haircut and the outfit. You are the only woman I know that can pull off different looks,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Kat and Latrina worked a miracle on me because I looked like shit earlier. Latrina did my make-up to perfection, and I was sporting red lipstick which was my favorite. Kat dressed me in a black leather long-sleeve corset top and stone washed black jeans. On my feet were a pair of black heeled loafers and to top the outfit off, I was also wearing a pair of black circle motorcycle glasses to hide the puffiness of my eyes. I was hoping Trigg saw me, so he could get out of his feelings because I was looking damn good. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see you around,” I told Melly before walking away. Thinking of Trigg was causing sadness all over again. As soon as I went into the bathroom, I called Skeeno. He answered the phone on the fourth ring, but the background was loud. 
 
      
 
    “Yoo,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Where is Trigg, Skeeno? And don’t lie for him either. You tell that nigga that he better be home tonight or else I’m gonna fuck his house up.” 
 
      
 
    “Whooaaa, calm down shorty. Why are you comin’ at my brother like that?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Stop playin’, I know you know what happened.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Redz, said she’s gonna fuck the crib up if you don’t come home,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “Tell her go ahead, that’s her crib,” I heard Trigg say in the background. He sounded like he was drunk and what made matters worse, I heard music and a bunch of bitches in the background. 
 
      
 
    “Where are y’all at?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re at the strip-club,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all niggas are really startin’ to make me sick! How can he take his ass to the strip club after what we went through, huh? And you couldn’t talk him out of it?” 
 
      
 
    “Y’all gotta talk that out, shorty. I’m just here, you feel me?” Skeeno asked. 
 
      
 
    “Good, tell Trigg there’s a bunch of fine ass niggas where I’m at! And after I heal, I’m gonna fuck one of them on his bed in his house!” 
 
      
 
    “You know I’m not tellin’ him no shit like that. I gotta go though,” Skeeno said, then ended the call. 
 
      
 
    I went into the stall to use the bathroom then broke down. I had always loved Trigg, but I loved his ass more than I ever did this time around. Back then, I was selfish and my love for money outweighed my love for him. Now, I was willing to sacrifice it all for him. I heard someone come in, so I got myself together. After I handled my business, I went to the sink and washed my hands. I returned to the table with my friends like nothing had happened. 
 
      
 
    I’m gonna fight for my relationship. I can’t live like this… 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Trigg 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
   M y head was pounding, and my mouth was dry from the hangover. My stomach was fucked up too from drinking too much at the strip-club. I wasn’t the type of nigga to get drunk in public, but Redz was stressing a nigga out. I was sitting in Diego’s chair inside the office of his mansion, dozing off with shades covering my eyes. He said he had new info on Peanut’s situation. Even though me and Redz weren’t on good terms, I still had to make sure she and her people were cleared from Moe’s murder. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry to keep you waiting, Hijo,” Diego said, when he sat across from me. 
 
      
 
    I sat up in the chair then cleared my throat. “It’s cool, I needed that lil’ nap.” 
 
      
 
    Diego chuckled, “so you had a wild night, eh?” he asked, while lighting his cigar. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, did I?” 
 
      
 
    “I have good news; your friend’s girlfriend will be out in the next hour. They had no reason to keep her because Moe died from an overdose,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz was tellin’ the truth when she said she ain’t kill that nigga, but shorty still be lyin’. 
 
      
 
    “An overdose? We’ve been through all of this over an overdose? Niggas die every day because of that shit. No wonder they didn’t say what he died from; it wasn’t even in the newspaper. This was a waste of time. They kept Peanut for almost a week for nothing.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “There have been a lot of overdoses lately and the police are getting desperate looking for the dealers responsible. Shanessa and her cousin just happened to be at the wrong place at the wrong time. Those dirty cops are always wrong,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, I’m glad it’s over though so Redz can stop stressin’.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you really feeling, Hijo? I can’t imagine the pain of losing a child, but I’m here for you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be straight,” I quickly brushed him off. 
 
      
 
    He nodded his head. “You can always come to me whenever you need to get your feelings out, always remember that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    “You should stay for brunch. I want you to meet someone,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “We have a shipment comin’ in soon,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “That won’t be until later, you can spare time for your old man, eh?” he asked, standing up. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I can chill for a few hours. Is it a lady friend?” 
 
      
 
    “My brother from another mother. Isn’t that how you say it?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Tashae’s father, right?” 
 
      
 
    “We’ve been brothers since wayy back. If anything ever happens to me, he’ll be the one to take care of you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Ain’t nothin’ gonna happen to you, O.G.” 
 
      
 
    “You always need a backup plan for this life,” he said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We left his office, heading towards the kitchen. The food Diego’s chefs were preparing had my stomach growling. “Can your people cook crab cakes?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you want, they can make it for you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    A chef came out of the kitchen with pitchers of orange juice. Diego said something to him in Spanish. The only word I could make out was “cake.” 
 
      
 
    Diego excused himself from the table when the doorbell rang. I heard heels clicking down the hallway. Tashae came into the dining room with a smile plastered on her face. 
 
      
 
    “And we meet again, how are you?” she asked. It wasn't surprising to see her at Diego's crib because she considered him to be her godfather. She was looking good in her skinny jeans and high heels. Her perfume smelled good as well, though the scent was unfamiliar to me. Her face was natural, with only lip gloss coating her lips. I shouldn't have looked at her, but even a blind person couldn't deny her beauty. 
 
      
 
    “I’m straight.” 
 
      
 
    “How is Shanessa? I think I made her upset at the hospital,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You just caught her at a bad time.” 
 
      
 
    “I wonder if my haircut pissed  her off. This bitch at the hair salon permed my hair with the wrong chemicals. And when she washed it, my hair fell in the sink. I’m going to get her license snatched away,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you fittin’ to mess up shorty’s hustle. It was probably an accident. I ain’t gonna lie, I’m diggin’ it on you. I can really see your face now.” 
 
      
 
    I changed the subject when I realized she was blushing. My time away from Redz wasn’t because I wanted to fuck another woman, a nigga was just fed up with not feeling appreciated. I didn’t ask the broad for anything, but to be honest with me as I am with her. It was behind me though; my concentration was on making enough money to become legit. 
 
      
 
    “I heard you bought the bowling alley where our fathers used to hang out. What are you going to do with it?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You nosey as fuck, huh?” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged, “I’m intrigued by you, Kamontae. You have this arrogance I like, and you don’t act like a typical twenty-two-year-old. Hopefully, we can be friends,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You know my wife won’t approve of that.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll play it fair,” she smirked. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t play at all shorty. You know I’m not single.” 
 
      
 
    “I appreciate how committed you are to your woman. However, I respect you and won't endanger our friendship. After all, we'll be seeing each other a lot,” she said. 
 
      
 
    The double doors in the kitchen opened. A dark-skinned, bald head, tall and stocky dude wearing a suit walked into the dining room with Diego. As he puffed on a cigar, I noticed his pinky ring had an enormous diamond in the center. He didn’t look like an attorney, instead he looked like he owned a hip-hop record label. I stood from the chair to give my respect. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn, D, this lil’ nigga looks just like you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Watch your mouth Amigo,” Diego said sternly. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, aight. But this is a pretty muthafucka. I bet he can sing too,” Tashae’s father said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, muthafucka, I don’t sing,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Diego chuckled, “that’s how you got to talk to this fool, but he’s messing with you,” he said to me. 
 
      
 
    Tashae’s father extended his hand. “I’m Keith Wells, I finally get to meet my future son-in-law,” he said, proudly. 
 
      
 
    “Really, Dad?” Tashae asked. 
 
      
 
    “Me and your Uncle D made a deal that our children will get married to keep the money inside the family. You can’t let outsiders into the circle, baby girl,” Keith said. 
 
      
 
    “We made that deal when we were youngsters. Kamontae already has an ol’ lady,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “Women come and go at his age,” Keith said. 
 
      
 
    I sat back down at the table, Keith sat next to his daughter. Keith was a cool dude, he somewhat reminded me of one of my homeboys. He was like Nick who liked to joke around a lot. 
 
      
 
    “Did your father tell you how me, my wife, him and your mother used to go on double dates? Krisha and my wife, Mildred, were best friends back then. Those were the good ol’ days,” Keith said. 
 
      
 
    “Our mothers were best friends? Ma, never talks about her,” Tashae said to her father. 
 
      
 
    “Your mother gets too emotional when thinking about her,” Keith replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Two chefs came out of the kitchen with carts of food. They placed the trays in the center of the table, so we could eat buffet-style. The tray of golden-brown crab cakes was talking to me. After the chefs left the dining room, Tashae grabbed my plate. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me what you want, and I’ll fix it for you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Grab two plates because I want a lil’ of everything,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    She got up from the table to fix my plates. Shorty was old-fashioned, probably knew how to cater to a nigga too. I used to want Redz to be that way, but she made it clear she wasn’t the type of woman. She was heavily on my mind still, and I had to check on her. I excused myself from the dining room table to hit up Skeeno. He answered the phone breathing heavily. 
 
      
 
    “The fuck were you doin’?” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I just got finished diggin’ in some pussy,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Let me rap to Bre for a second.” 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you still ain’t callin’ Redz back?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, shorty is a bird. But let me holla at Bre.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, but you gotta tell me what’s up later. You can’t be doin’ Redz like that, especially after what she went through,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, she put that on herself. Just know it’s her fault why she lost my seed.” 
 
      
 
    He let out a deep breath. “Bruh, hold on,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Seconds later, Breonna got on the phone. “Yo, Bre, were you wit’, Redz, last night?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she answered half-asleep. 
 
      
 
    “How is she feeling? Was she cryin’ or anything?” 
 
      
 
    “No, she had fun last night. We went to see a go-go band and afterwards, we took her to a cousin’s house,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “A cousin’s house? Which cousin?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, I didn’t see his face when we dropped her off,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Bre, you gotta wake all the way up shorty;  I think you have the story wrong. Redz ain’t got a male cousin around here and if she does, give me that nigga’s address.” 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t familiar with the neighborhood,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I leaned against the wall while squeezing the phone, imagining it was Redz’s neck. 
 
      
 
    “What did that baldheaded muthafucka wear last night?” 
 
      
 
    “Tight jeans, platform heels and a cute top. The outfit accentuated her curves too and she has a new hairstyle that makes her look like Toni Braxton. We fixed her up to put a smile on her face. She received so many compliments last night from the opposite sex and one of them even paid for her tab,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Go to the nearest mall, shorty, and buy a black dress and a church hat.” 
 
      
 
    “Ummm, can you tell me why?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “For her homegoing service.” 
 
      
 
    “Ughhh, Trigg, I’m confused,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, you won’t be when you see her in a casket. What did the neighborhood y’all drop her off look like?” 
 
      
 
    “It had houses, driveways, mailboxes, lawns and a playground,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Honest to God, Bre, you fittin’ to get on my bad side. That’s damn near every neighborhood! Out of everyone in y’all crew, I trusted your weird ass the most and this is what you do to a nigga? Y’all set my bitch up wit’ a clown ass nigga last night, didn’t y’all? You are supposed to be the voice of reason and now you’re just like Kat, Latrina and Peanut.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno got back on the phone clowning me. “Chill out on my shorty, nigga. You know Redz told Bre to say that if you called her,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Stop the bluff, bruh. How did shorty know I was gonna call Bre?” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, fam. Kat and Latrina would’ve asked you mad questions as to why you can’t call Redz yourself to check up on her. You know Bre ain’t like that so who else were you gonna call?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know if I’m not tellin’ the truth?” I heard Bre ask Skeeno in the background. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all foul for plottin’ on my bro in that way, and I know this because me and Monty picked y’all up last night. You didn’t remember Latrina lost her car key after gettin’ drunk?” Skeeno asked. 
 
      
 
    “I need to stop smoking,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “You see that bro? The childish ass games Redz be on. Shorty is connivin’ for tryin’ to screw wit’ my mind when she knows I’on play about shit like that. Go ahead and tend to your shorty, though. Hit me up later.” 
 
      
 
    I ended my conversation with Skeeno on the phone and returned to the dining room. Keith, Tashae, and Diego were discussing the stock market. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta head home,” I told Diego. He looked concerned but he didn’t ask any questions. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to wrap up your food?” Tashae asked. 
 
      
 
    “Let him leave, it might be an emergency,” Diego told her. 
 
      
 
    “It was a pleasure finally meeting you, Son,” Keith said. 
 
      
 
    I gave him a head nod before I left the dining room. Instead of calling Redz, I planned on just popping up on her. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour and fifteen minutes later, I was ringing the doorbell since I didn’t have my key. I knew Redz was in the house because I could hear the loud music coming from the living room. Shorty was listening to Salt-N-Pepa’s song, None Of Your Business. I waited a few seconds before I rang the doorbell again. Redz snatched the door open with a blunt in her mouth and a glass of liquor in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck are you doin’ at my house?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I pushed past her, stepping into the foyer. “You should be lucky I came home.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you have fun at that nasty ass strip-club?” she asked, while closing the door. 
 
      
 
    “It’s never a dull moment at the strip-club.” 
 
      
 
    “Umph, let me find out you gotta pay for pussy,” she said, as she walked past me. She was wearing a red spaghetti strap negligee with the back cut out. Redz plump ass cheeks were jiggling underneath the silk material. I wanted to grip it while I followed her into the kitchen. There was a frying pan on the stove and chopped green peppers on a cutting board. She leaned against the counter and grilled me. I was expecting her to cuss me out or even swing on me for being at a strip-club, but shorty was too calm. 
 
      
 
    “You owe me an apology,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I took my hoodie off then laid it over the chair. “I don’t owe you anything.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, the hell you do. Peanut just called me and told me everything. You accused me of killin’ Moe and now you know the real story. I want an apology so we can move on,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, you’ll be waitin’ forever because I’m not apologizin’ for that. You had no business goin’ to that motel. Peanut wouldn’t have been in that situation if you weren’t bein’ sneaky. We got bigger shit to worry about like why you have uterine scarring.” 
 
      
 
    She dabbed the blunt into the ashtray on the kitchen island. “We can discuss that later,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “This is the perfect time to discuss now. You want this relationship to work, right? You need to put on your big girl panties and be real wit’ me. What was that doctor talkin’ about?” 
 
      
 
    She picked up a knife and began cutting up potatoes. Her eyes welled up with tears. 
 
      
 
    “I’m waitin’ shorty.” 
 
      
 
    Frustrated, she slammed the knife down on the cutting board. “I had an abortion, Trigg. I wasn’t ready to be a mother because I didn’t want to be tied down to you and baby. And I saw you with Jackie and it made me hate you! Grizzy took me to this fucked up doctor and apparently, I was too far along for the procedure, but he proceeded with it anyway. But that was four fuckin’ years ago, goin’ on five! I was young, selfish and not ready for the life you wanted me to have wit’ you. You grew up before me, Trigg, and was ahead of your time, so you don’t understand my thought process back then. I’m sorry that I hurt you but look at me! Does it look like I’m fuckin’ happy about that? I have to live wit’ this for the rest of my life! I was lookin’ forward to holdin’ my baby this time around. I wanted to be the mother my mother couldn’t be for me,” she sobbed. 
 
      
 
    I was a sucka when it came to Redz’s tears. No man who truly loved his shorty would want to see her cry. I was relieved that she finally told me the truth because if she didn’t love a nigga, she would’ve lied again. She turned around to turn the stove down because grease was popping out of the pan. I went to her, wrapping my arms around her from behind to comfort her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I don’t know how you feel about this, but I’m glad Grizzy is dead or else I would’ve killed him myself. He knew that the doctor could have killed me. It was a racist doctor at that. There are probably many others like me if they survived. I trusted that nigga like a brother and he was a snake, Trigg. He set us up,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “How did you find out about Grizzy?” 
 
      
 
    “I went to see Dr. Rayner yesterday and confronted him about what he did to me. He told me Grizzy bribed him into going through with the procedure before I killed him. I blacked out while slittin’ his throat and when I came back to reality, he was decapitated,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I pulled her into me again, wrapping my arms around her. “They deserved whatever came to them. Fuck them dead folks,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for helpin’ Peanut get out of that jam,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Peanut ghetto ass is family,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Are we gonna be okay, Kamontae?” she asked, while looking up at me. 
 
      
 
    “In all honesty, shorty, it's too early to say. I can't pretend that losin’ two of my seeds hasn't hurt me, but as you said, you were young.” 
 
      
 
    “We can take it one day at a time, but under the same roof. I don’t want you stayin’ somewhere else,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t move out; I just needed a few days to myself.” 
 
      
 
    “And you took the puppies,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “To Gramps’s house so you could rest without havin’ to walk them. But we can finish this conversation after I eat. I’m gonna get sick if I don’t put somethin’ in my stomach. Breonna's weird ass made me pass on my plate. Why did you tell that girl to lie for you?” 
 
      
 
    Redz wiped the tears from her eyes while laughing. “I see it got you over here,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang, “shit, Peanut and Nick are here. I gotta change my clothes,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Why isn’t Peanut goin’ home? Goddamn, don’t tell me y’all are plannin’ a comin’ home party at my crib.” 
 
      
 
    “I told her I was goin’ to make her smothered pork chops. Answer the door while I put somethin’ on,” she said, as she walked out of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you wrap her plate to go!” I called out, on my way to the door. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door for them, but they weren’t alone. The whole crew showed up to my crib. “Redz only got four lil’ pork chops in the pan. It’s not enough food for y’all niggas,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Would you move out of my way and let us in?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    Shorty was wearing a gray sweatsuit with half of her hair cornrowed and the rest was in a bush like she just came home from prison. 
 
      
 
    “We came too far to be standin’ at the door, fam,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, let us in, fool!” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, bring y’all assess in. And Peanut, don’t piss on my toilet seat because you now resemble someone who pisses while standin’ up,” I joked. 
 
      
 
    She pulled me in for a hug. “I’m happy to see your bitch-ass too,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz ran out into the foyer, jumping on Peanut. “A real nigga held it down,” Peanut bragged. 
 
      
 
    “We're gonna go shoppin’ and get our nails and hair done. Welcome home, baby!” Redz shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Peanut actin’ like she was on Riker’s. Shorty only spent six days in a detention center,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “This is dramatic for no reason,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    Kat and Latrina had grocery bags and Skeeno was carrying a liquor store bag. Breonna was carrying a cake in her hands.  RIP Grizzy, was written across the store-bought cake. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take this from you, shorty,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Whew thanks, this cake is heavy. Hey, listen, I’m sorry about earlier,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t trip over that, just know your innocence is gone and you are a gutta chick like everyone else.” 
 
      
 
    She rolled her eyes at me then walked away. “Four-eyed muthafucka,” I mumbled. 
 
      
 
    Everyone went into the kitchen; I was on my way out the door to trash Grizzy’s cake. That dead ass nigga didn’t need a cake anyway. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Trigg!” Reeko called out. 
 
      
 
    I let the cake slip out of my hand, it fell outside in front of the door. “Bro, I know you ain’t drop the cake. Why were you takin’ it outside anyway?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I was closin’ the door because y’all left my door wide opened. The fuck am I in trouble?” 
 
      
 
    “You let it slip right out your hands though,” he said, with a raised eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, you trippin’. Grizzy said ‘real niggas don’t eat sprinkles’ anyway. We can pour one for him later on the beach.” 
 
      
 
    “My bad, fam, I didn’t mean to come at you like that. I feel like everyone has forgotten about him when he hasn’t even been buried,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “Tears don’t pay the bills, playboy. We carry him in here,” I replied, patting my chest. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you're right. But since we’re talkin’ about bills, I have somethin’ to discuss wit’ the crew since we’re all here. It’s a quick money grab that I think you’ll be interested in,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Bet,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the cake, scooping it up into the container to take it to the trash can. After throwing out the cake, I went into the kitchen and Redz was laughing with her friends. She still had sadness in her eyes, and I could tell she was trying to cover it up because we had company. Kat banged a wooden spoon against a pan. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, y’all can get out of the kitchen!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all heard my baby,” Reeko said, with a mouth full of chips. 
 
      
 
    “The only baby you have is by that bitch Fredrika. And please don’t say anything else to me, don’t even look at me!” Kat yelled at Reeko. 
 
      
 
    Peanut gasped, “Reeko got a baby by who?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah that’s right. I forgot to tell y’all about that nigga. He was fuckin’ Peeboy’s baby mama for years and they have an infant daughter together. And somehow, he has the audacity to tell people we are still together,” Kat ranted. 
 
      
 
    Everybody looked at Reeko, but the homies already knew what he was doing. The ladies were grilling the hell out of him. Not even two minutes had passed since they came in and were already beefing. 
 
      
 
    “You are a crutball for throwin’ our business out there like that!” Reeko yelled at her. 
 
      
 
    “And so is Ernestine wide back ass,” Kat said, and Nick chuckled. Ernestine was Reeko’s mother. 
 
      
 
    Reeko was ready to charge into Kat, but Monty, Skeeno and Nick held him back. Peanut grabbed a butcher knife off the counter and Latrina picked up a frying pan with hot grease. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll make a pork chop out of your ass if you act like you are fittin’ to put your hands on her! Y’all better tell him to fall allllllll the way back!” Peanut yelled. 
 
      
 
    Reeko was throwing a tantrum like a big ass baby, crying about Kat disrespecting him for Peeboy. The big homie was going out sad. 
 
      
 
    “That broad fuckin’ the enemy after everything I did for her!” Reeko shouted. 
 
      
 
    “And you were fuckin’ the enemy too, nigga! And last time I checked, Kat was wit’ him before you! You are my boy and all, but wrong is wrong! I’ll put a hot slug in a man’s head if he ever puts his hands on any one of my friends,” Redz threatened him. 
 
      
 
    “How about we chill on the patio while the ladies have the kitchen,” Monty suggested. 
 
      
 
    I helped them push Reeko out of the patio door. “This ain’t over between us, Kat!” Reeko yelled out. 
 
      
 
    The four of us shoved him down on the patio couch. He wiped the sweat off his forehead after embarrassing us and himself. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you gotta be a lame ass nigga for that bullshit! Bro, are you a woman beater now? You wanna fight a woman because she doesn’t want you anymore? Move on, bro! You don’t even like shorty like that anyway. You just can’t stand to see her wit’ Peeboy!” Monty yelled at Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all don’t understand what I have to go through wit’ these bitches!” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “We understand, you just goin’ out like a chump ass nigga. You pulled the same bullshit at Redz’s party because someone called Kat’s phone. We ain’t gonna sit back and watch you go at Kat like she’s a nigga. That’s not gangsta, fam,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you stupid for that. You disrespected every woman in there just now,” Nick co-signed. 
 
      
 
    Reeko leaned back into the couch with his fists balled up. I know I acted a certain way over my shorty, but Reeko was obsessing over a woman that he didn’t love and wanted to use as a get back at another dude. His beef with Peeboy was the lamest shit I’d seen, and I saw a lot being in the streets. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all don’t care about Kat, so stop frontin’,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Look around, Reek, everyone here came up together. We are damn near family, so yeah, we care about shorty’s well-being,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all niggas are buggin’. I wasn’t gonna put my hands on her,” Reeko replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, that’s not what it looked like to me,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I let them deal with Reeko while I went back into the house to find something to eat. The women were sitting at the kitchen island preparing the food. I should’ve grabbed those plates to go from Diego’s house. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko will have to leave if he does that again, Trigg. He’s gettin’ worst,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    I kissed her forehead. “We talked to him,” I assured her. 
 
      
 
    “He’s usually a sweetheart,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Niggas get really sour when they can’t handle rejection, especially a man wit’ low self-esteem,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “He makes me sick to my stomach now. His whiny behavior is disgustin’,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    I went into the fridge, grabbing lunch meat to make a sandwich. After I finished making the sandwich, I went back outside to my homies shooting craps. Reeko was pouting on the couch with his arms crossed while everyone else was gambling. I shrugged it off, pretending like he wasn’t even there. 
 
      
 
    Nick laid a few fifties on the floor. “Are you playin’, Trigg?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all ain’t takin’ my bread today,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Monty rolled the dice across the floor, snapping his fingers. “Give me that!” he said, scooping Nick’s fifties up. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, Reek. You said you had a new proposition for us, are you gonna tell us what it is?” Skeeno asked him. 
 
      
 
    The patio door opened, Redz came outside with two bottles of Remy Martin and plastic red cups. It was only two o’clock in the afternoon and everybody was going to be drunk at my crib. 
 
      
 
    “You wanna play, Redz?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nope, I gotta cook for y’all greedy asses,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She sat the bottles on the table and was ready to walk back into the house until Reeko called out to her. “Don’t go in yet, Redz. I have a proposition for you too,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Redz grilled him, “I’m not feelin’ you right now,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a big pay out,” Reeko replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz sat next to me on the couch. “Aight, I’m listenin’,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I hope this is good, Reek, since you are involvin’ my shorty,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    “It’s perfect, I promise bro,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “We’re listenin’,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “A few nights ago, I stopped by my Uncle Roscoe’s crib. Uncle Roscoe has private game rooms where the players gamble with big bucks. I'm talkin’ suitcases full of money. This one dude, a rich Latino nigga is on Roscoe’s special list. I think we should rob the nigga with Uncle Roscoe’s help. The dude has a lot of security, so we gotta plan it smart,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “What’s his name?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “They call him D, short for Diablo,” Reeko responded. 
 
      
 
    This overgrown slow ass nigga plottin’ to rob my pops! I should blow this fool’s brains out right now! 
 
      
 
    “Shiddd, I don’t know about that one,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, me neither,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    Redz gave me an elbow after realizing who Reeko was referring to. The only person who knew my father's name was her. I was in a sticky situation because I couldn’t blow my father’s cover, not even for my day one niggas. Skeeno looked at me, I had a feeling he knew it was my father too. 
 
      
 
    “This is goin’ to be a piece of cake; I'm tellin’ y’all, it's goin’ to be easy money. We can use Redz to divert his attention. Roscoe has told me that he likes black women, so this should be easy. And you've got  good aim, Trigg, so you can snipe the security guard watchin’ the basement door when the robbery goes down,” Reeko said. 
 
    “I’m thinkin’ you had a real business plan, but you want us to rob a poker game. Nigga, that’s a broke man’s move and the last time I checked, our pockets are more than full,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Reeko waved me off. “What’s up, Redz, are you in?” Reeko asked her. 
 
      
 
    “No, my man isn’t down for it, and neither am I. Plus, it’s a messy plan, Reek,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “So, you are cool wit’ makin’ me look bad? If words get out you are robbin’ niggas, ain’t nobody gonna want to fuck wit’ us. Nobody wants to chance coppin’ product from a robber, no matter how good it is. And we have the best product around here so we ain’t broke. And when we were broke, we still didn’t get it the ski-mask way. I feel offended that you would even bring this to us,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Count me out too. You never know who is connected to who, so it can be a bad move that’ll fuck us over in the end,” Skeeno added. 
 
      
 
    “How can y’all leave me hangin’? We’re supposed to support each other through whatever. I’m tellin’ y’all there’s a possibility we can walk out wit’ a few million. The money is right in front of us and all we have to do is grab it,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “If we do that sucka ass shit, we’ll be just like Jackboy and his crew. We came too far to get caught slippin’! Bro, I don't know what's goin’ on wit’ you, but I’m gonna need you to stop livin’ in a fantasy land. That broad, Fredrika knocked you off your ‘A’ game,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Reeko stood from the couch, mean mugging all of us. “I guess I’m on my own. I’ll get my own team together. Thanks for the hospitality, but I’ll let myself out,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    He entered the house and exited through the front door. “I’ll talk to him. I think Reek lost his fuckin’ mind,” Monty said as he entered the house. 
 
      
 
    Nick started cracking up. “Bro, Reeko must’ve gone broke behind his baby mama. He better sell that house he bought her because ain’t no fuckin’ way he thought we were gonna follow through. Uncle Roscoe burnt Christmas ornament lookin’ ass can’t even hold a gun, how was he fittin’ to help?” Nick asked, doubling over. 
 
      
 
    “You foul for talkin’ about that man,” Skeeno chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Trigg, remember that time we were over Reeko’s mother house playin’ baseball in the yard, and you knocked Uncle Roscoe’s wig off? That nigga was so heated, he tried to swing on you wit’ the invisible arm. I laughed for a month,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Broooooo, that was the same day Uncle Roscoe permed his hair and it fell  out in the sink, so he was wearin’ Ernestine’s Patte Labelle church wig,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all are goin’ straight to hell talkin’ about Uncle Roscoe,” Redz laughed. 
 
      
 
    Nick’s face was red as he howled in laughter.  “Bro, stop playin’ and roll the dice,” Skeeno told him. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, we need to talk now,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back,” I told Skeeno and Nick. 
 
      
 
    “Bring the Henny bottle and red cups when you come back,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    I went into the house with Redz. Peanut, Latrina and Breonna were crawling on the kitchen floor. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all must be lookin’ for Peanut’s gold tooth and common sense,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Shut up fool! We lost a few crabs,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute, hoe. I thought the crabs you left in the trunk were already steamed. You brought live crabs to the house?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “They were only five dollas a dozen. Of course, I bought them alive. Now go to the beach and find a heavy rock so I can put it on top of the lid,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hell no, you better put them on ice and let them freeze,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    I looked on the counter and it was a big box of crabs trying to break out of the lid. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna go in the livin’ room to look around. They couldn’t have gone far,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, please don’t say anything,” Redz whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnnnnnn, Redz, look at what your folks did to the kitchen. They are treatin’ our crib like it’s Newtowne. And there’s still only one pot of food on the stove. We might as well order pizza.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll clean up when we’re done,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You should be on bed rest, Redz. Peanut could’ve gotten smothered pork chops from Gramps’s bar.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get depressed again if I lay around. Movin’ around and bein’ around our friends is helpin’ me cope. I’ll be fine,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    We walked into our bedroom, Redz locked the door behind her. I had to admit that it was nice to be at home rather than my apartment. “What are you gonna do about Reeko plottin’ on, Diego? Are you gonna warn him?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “If I warn Diego, he’s gonna kill Reeko and the rest of his family. I can’t have Reeko’s blood on my hands. He’s still my brother but the nigga is just lost right now.” 
 
      
 
    “We gotta do somethin’ though, Trigg. Not only is he your father, but he’s the connect. If Reeko attempts to rob him and you do not tell him, he might turn against you. We can always sacrifice Reeko,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Redz was a straight up savage and I’ve grown to love that side of her. In the beginning, her street ways turned me off, but I realized it was what I needed. I grabbed Redz’s hand, pulling her onto my lap. She laid her head on my shoulder and I wrapped my arm around her waist. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t mean that shorty. Don’t let your feelings of the moment cause you a lifetime of pain. If anything happened to Reek, you’ll regret you said that. I’ll take care of the problem so don’t worry about that.” 
 
      
 
    Redz smacked her teeth. “I guess you’re right. I do hate how he came at Kat in the kitchen. I had flashbacks of how my father used to beat on Latrina in the past. He’s lucky that I didn’t have my Glock because if I had, his brains would have been on the floor,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    I caressed Redz’s midsection through her loose t-shirt, it was a habit I had when she was pregnant. She pecked my lips, distracting me from what used to be there. I wasn’t an emotional type of nigga, but a few times I teared up watching Redz in agony at the hospital. My pride was another reason why I wanted to distance myself because I couldn’t allow her to see it, but truthfully, I felt like shit. Redz slid off my lap to her knees. Seeing her on her knees reminded me I hadn’t busted a nut in four days which was the longest I ever went. I lifted her shirt and sports bra over head to see her titties pop out. Her round caramel breasts and hardened nipples had my dick swollen. She grabbed my dick out of my boxers then spat on it to get it wet before she started out with slow hand strokes. Redz was ready to give me an eight pack the way her head game was set up. I cupped her chin when she deepthroated my shaft. 
 
      
 
    Slurpppppp! Gurpppp! Slupppppppppp! 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn, shorty, fuckkkkk!” 
 
      
 
    I was stroking her throat while massaging her breasts, imagining I was buried deep into her tight pussy. She was giving me sloppy head too as her mouth worked like a suction cup. My breathing picked up; I was wheezing like I had asthma. 
 
      
 
    “Ummmmmmm. Nut in my mouth, baby,” she requested. 
 
      
 
    I sped up, fucking the back of her throat as she let me. “UHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” I let out as I spurted out my seeds. 
 
      
 
    “AHHHHHHH!” Redz jumped up screaming. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were cool wit’ me bustin’ down there,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    She was running back and forth across the room. “It’s on my leg! Get it off!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    At the bottom of Redz’s sweatpants was a crab, pinching her. She kicked her leg, and it was still hanging on. I pulled down her sweatpants and wrapped it tightly around the crab. Another one was walking sideways into the bathroom; it was huge too. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god…oh my god,” Redz panicked while holding her chest. 
 
      
 
    “I bet there’s more runnin’ through my house.” 
 
      
 
    Redz grabbed her shirt and sports bra off the floor then jumped on the bed. “Get it Trigg!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    I went into the closet to get a shirt and there was a crab in the closet, trying to hide behind the laundry basket. The crabs were big, they had to be jumbo males. I grabbed a t-shirt, throwing it over the crab so I could wrap it up. 
 
      
 
    “TRIGG! It’s comin’ back out of the bathroom!” Redz screamed. 
 
      
 
    I left out of the closet and the crab was standing in the middle of the bedroom floor. “Bro, your ghetto ass cousin is banned from our crib. Ain’t no way food should be hidin’ in the closets.” 
 
      
 
    I walked towards the crab and the lil’ nigga went to the left. I went left then it went right. “Pick it up!” she yelled at me. 
 
      
 
    “So, it can take my finger off? Those claws aren’t small.” 
 
      
 
    Redz grabbed my Timb next to the bed; she slammed it on the crab. It was still moving; she repeatedly slammed my boot on it until it cracked. Someone knocked on the door. “Are the rest of my crabs in there? I hope they are still alive too. You can’t put dead crabs in the pot!” Peanut called out. 
 
      
 
    “We caught three!” Redz shouted back. 
 
      
 
    “How about the other four? I’m missin’ seven!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Ain’t this a muthafucka? 
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   T rigg's house party had come to an end. It was nearly ten o'clock at night and we just finished cleaning up. The guys had already left because they needed to attend to something, most likely their street-related business. Latrina was munching on an onion pickle while seated in the love seat. and Peanut was sprawled out on the couch holding a beer. Breonna was in her own little world. She was sitting on the floor in Indian style; she was smoking her special weed while Redz flicked through the TV. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait to get back to Snow White. It’s back to business tomorrow ladies. We gotta go harder after taking a week off. But take all the time you need off, Redz. Your big cousin will hold it down for you,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m comin’ back tomorrow too. I’ll go crazy sittin’ in this house alone,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Did Nick fuck anybody while I was in jail?” Peanut blurted out. 
 
      
 
    “Hoe, lay off the beers please,” Latrina chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Peanut sat up on the couch. “I’m serious, I found a hoe’s number underneath the passenger seat after he picked me up from the police station. You know I had to inspect his car because a nigga will be a nigga no matter what,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Nick ain’t stupid, Nut. That man was worried sick about you. I can’t picture him doin’ that,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Every man cheat, so why does it matter? You are the one livin’ the luxurious life meanwhile these hoes might be gettin’ scraps, so does it matter if he’s gettin’ side pussy,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Hell yes, it matters because what Nick can do for me, I can also do for myself. Trust and believe, I’m not wit’ him because of the money,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “You give the worst advice ever,” Redz told Latrina and she shrugged her shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “Who did he say the number belonged to?” I asked Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t know. He said Kash was wit’ him one day and it could be his,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “I think your ass is just paranoid because you spent a week away from your man,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll kill my man in his sleep if he cheats on me,” Redz blurted. 
 
      
 
    “We knowww!” we said in unison. 
 
      
 
    “He better not do you dirty after you sucked his dick while gettin’ bit by a crab. If that’s not dedication, I don’t know what is,” Peanut chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I should’ve kept that to myself,” Redz giggled. 
 
      
 
    “Shiddd, I’m a kinky bitch. I would’ve let it pinch my nipples and my clit,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “That is soooo gross and full of germs,” Breonna laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Redz, I have somethin’ to give you,” Latrina said. She went into her purse, pulling out an envelope. 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a letter from our mother,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Awww shit, you just had to ruin the moment,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “You tell that pedophile ass mother of yours to forget I’m her daughter. She’s a low down nasty and filthy hoe,” Redz snapped. 
 
      
 
    Latrina smacked her teeth. “She has a story to tell, Redz. And it’s not like she’s not bein’ punished for what she has done. She’s in jail for lord knows how long. And let’s not forget she’s pregnant,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with parting ways with your parents. They don’t always have our best interest at heart. And you don’t realize it until you lose yourself in their sick and twisted ways,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, you’ll say that because you don’t like Lolita for fuckin’ Skeeno!” Latrina yelled at Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never denied that, but what I said are still facts,” Breonna calmly replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not readin’ her letters just like I didn’t read Big Pete’s when he was locked up! I want nothin’ to do with Lolita and you shouldn’t neither!” Redz shouted at Latrina. 
 
      
 
    My cell phone rang right on time. I hated when Redz and Latrina argued because I felt like I had to pick a side. I answered the phone as I made my way out of the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Hellooo,” I answered in a sultry voice. 
 
      
 
    “I’m tryin’ to see you,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m at my grandmother’s crib,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be there in forty minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, shorty. Drive safe,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I went into the living room to grab my purse and car keys. Redz and Latrina were still arguing. 
 
      
 
    “I’m goin’ home girlies, so I’ll see y’all tomorrow,” I interrupted. 
 
      
 
    “Why? It’s still early and we’re ready to watch Just Another Girl on the I.R.T.; you know that’s our movie,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “I want to take a bath and read my new book,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll walk you to your car,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    She gave Latrina the middle finger after she stood from the couch. “You are really a mean ass person,” Latrina told her. 
 
      
 
    “I love it here wench,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    I gave everyone a hug and a kiss goodbye before following Redz out of the house. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t slick. I know that was Peeboy callin’ you. When are  you  gonna  tell  the  rest  of  the  crew about you and Peeboy?” she asked, when we  got to my  car. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not ready to tell anyone yet. Everyone is judgmental when it comes to Peeboy, especially Latrina. Her views on relationships are tainted.” 
 
      
 
    “She can't help it because she isn't used to havin' a man. Have fun and call me when you get home.” 
 
      
 
    "Are you sure you are, okay? How is Trigg holdin' up?” 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I’ll be okay. Trigg is still grievin’ the loss of the baby, but he’ll come around. It's not something that can easily be forgotten." 
 
      
 
    "If you need someone to talk to, I’m here for you,” I said, while hugging her. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I hugged and kissed Redz goodbye before I got in my car. I waited until she walked into the house before I backed out of the driveway. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Peeboy was sitting in front of his grandmother’s house with his older cousins playing dominos on the porch when I pulled up. He gave his cousins dap before he jogged down the stairs towards my car. He got in the passenger’s seat looking good as hell with a fresh haircut. The man was just gorgeous, and I couldn’t wait to have him buried deep between my legs. He leaned over the armrest planting a kiss on my lips. 
 
      
 
    “You wit’ me for the night?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    He smirked, “do you have an overnight bag?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Always.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you eat?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’ve been eatin’ all day. You know how I get down.” 
 
      
 
    “You can drive off, I’m leavin’ my whip here for my cousin,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I was about to back out when a car blasting Mokenstef “He's Mine” blocked me in. It was that bitch, Fredrika, who got out of the car with a bat. The main reason I hesitated to reunite with Peeboy was because of that hoe. 
 
      
 
    “Get the fuck out of the car!” she slurred, sounding drunk. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll shoot that bitch if she hits my car with that bat,” I warned Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika banged on my window. “Get out so I can bust your head like you did mine, bitch!” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy got out of the car when Fredrika raised her bat. “Take your ass home!” he yelled at her. 
 
      
 
    “Where is my son while you are wit’ this frail bitch?” she asked him. 
 
      
 
    “He’s in the house sleep for the night! Take your ass to work and get away from my folks crib wit’ that nonsense!” he barked. 
 
      
 
    “No, I told you I don’t want that whore around my son. Reeko told me all the foul things she said about him. She hates our son!” she lied. 
 
      
 
    “Stop lyin’ and I don’t believe nothin’ Reeko says,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Reeko and Fredrika were a match made in heaven. They were manipulative and obsessed with people who didn’t want them. 
 
      
 
    “Go in the house and get my son!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, that’s my son! You said you didn't want him just a few weeks ago because he was messin’ up your hoe-ass work schedule! Matter of fact, get the fuck away wit’ that dumb shit! 
 
      
 
    Fredrika was wearing Mickey Mouse pajama pants with a white see-through lace camisole showing her nipples. Every time I see her, it angers me how low Peeboy stooped. I went into my glove compartment and grabbed my brass knuckles before I stepped out of the car. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think you are gonna do, trick?” Fredrika asked. 
 
      
 
    “Just waitin’ for you to swing that bat so I put your ass in a coma.” 
 
      
 
    “Take care of that Peeboy ‘cause grandma is sleeping!” one of his cousins shouted. 
 
      
 
    “You need to be tellin’ this bitch that! My child is here so I belong here!” Fredrika screamed at the cousin. 
 
      
 
    “You need to leave…like right now,” Peeboy told her. 
 
      
 
    “Give me a kiss and I’ll leave,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “Did I ever kiss you, shorty?” he asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Look, you need to move your car or I’ll move it for you,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    She burst out laughing. “Hoe, you really think you are a hardcore broad because you hang wit’ Redz. I’m not scared of you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Chileeeee, if you don’t move this damn car,” I calmly stated. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll talk tomorrow after you sober up,” Peeboy told her. 
 
      
 
    “No, we need to talk now! I'm tired of you and your hoes comin' between us!" she slurred. 
 
      
 
    Two of Peeboy’s cousins came down the steps of the porch. They grabbed her and she began to scream at the top of her lungs like someone was killing her. 
 
      
 
    “Let me gooooooooooo!” she sobbed. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy got into the driver’s seat of her car and backed out. I hurriedly got back into my car and backed out too. Fredrika dropped her bat on the ground while yelling out threats. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna kill y’all!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy got out of her car then jumped into mine. I sped off, screaming of laughter while looking in my rearview mirror at Fredrika being held down on the ground. 
 
      
 
    “That muthafucka is crazy. I don’t understand why shorty be doin’ the most since I haven’t fucked her in years. I’m confused,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “She’s the female version of Reeko. Both have low self-esteem and can’t seem to let the past go.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s still trippin’ over you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “He tried to fight me today and if Trigg and ‘em weren’t in the crib, he would’ve hit me. The sad part about it is he doesn’t love me nor want me; he just doesn’t want you to have me.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah? That nigga tried to put his hands on you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, he is insane.” 
 
      
 
    “I wanna kill that nigga,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy meant what he said too. A lot of people thought he was soft because of his pretty boy looks, but he was far from it. He was a straight up hood nigga and was liable to catch a body. I wasn’t feeling Reeko at all but I didn’t want to see him dead. 
 
      
 
    “Turn right here so you can get on the highway.” Peeboy instructed. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we goin’?” 
 
      
 
    “To my new crib in Arlington, VA,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “What is up wit’ y’all livin’ so far away from Annapolis?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a peace of mind and you ain’t gotta worry about random muthafuckas poppin’ up at your crib. Hopefully, you can take me seriously one day and move in wit’ me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Straight like that, huh?” 
 
      
 
    “It was always like that, but I know your mother will have a fit. Does she still hate me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhhhh, she really doesn’t hate you, but just like everyone else, she wants what’s best for me.” 
 
      
 
    “On the bright side, you are grown and can do whatever you want without the approval of others,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “And that’s why I’m wit’ you now.” 
 
      
 
    He placed his hand on my thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. My clit jumped and the flood gates opened, soaking the center of my thong. My body was insanely craving him, and I couldn’t hide it any longer. He grabbed a handful of my breast, I almost swerved off the road. “Your nipples are hard as hell,” he pointed out. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, they are. You are groping on me,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can you dance for me tonight?” he asked, causing me to blush. 
 
      
 
    “My bones crack now when I dance.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, stop playin’, you were at the American Legion gettin’ your TLC on. Have you auditioned for any music videos yet?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t thought about it since high school.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t give up on your talent,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You know how you envision one thing when you’re younger but when you get older, you lose that vision. I’m not sure what I want to do now.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope it comes back to you, shorty,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Aaliyah’s song, At Your Best, came on the radio. I had to turn it up as loud as it could go. Peeboy placed his hand back on my thigh again and I swear it reminded me of how things used to be. One thing for sure, I was glad I followed my heart rather than anyone else’s. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was nearly midnight when I arrived at Peeboy's townhouse. The drive took an hour and a half. The neighborhood was totally new, and there were still a few townhomes under construction. 
 
      
 
    “Does your crazy baby mama know where you live?” 
 
      
 
    “Hell no, that broad ain’t ever findin’ out where I lay my head. It’s bad enough shorty knows where my grandmother lives,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I popped my trunk to get my overnight bag; I kept an overnight bag in my trunk in case of emergencies. Peeboy held the door open for me, waiting for me to step into the house. The home smelled of fresh paint and there were a few boxes in the foyer. I took my shoes off by the door so they wouldn’t mess up the teak floors. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I followed him upstairs to the living room and to my surprise, it was fully furnished with red and black leather furniture. “This is sooo neat. Did you decorate yourself?” 
 
      
 
    “I had no choice but to and it’s not easy. Decorating is for the birds,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You did a fantastic job. The curtains and the rugs even match.” 
 
      
 
    “I saw a picture in a magazine and pretty much copied it. My kitchen isn’t finished yet, though,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I guess I can help you wit’ that.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs. On the wall in the hallway was a picture of Peeboy and his son. It was my first time seeing his son and to my surprise, I didn’t feel any sadness. His son looked identical to him. 
 
      
 
    “Awwww, he’s so handsome. What’s his name?” 
 
      
 
    “Same as mine,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    That part did sting a little because I wanted to have his son and name him after his father. Peeboy wrapped his arm around me. “Come on,” he said. I walked with him to the end of the hallway, he pushed open a set of double wooden doors to the master bedroom. There was a glass wall inside his bedroom and on the other side of the wall was the bathroom. I’ve never seen anything like that before. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll be watchin’ me in the shower?” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy sat on his bed and took his shoes off. “You can shower in my son’s bathroom if you want,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just kiddin’. How about you shower wit’ me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna do more than shower wit’ you if I get in there,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “That’s the point.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy unzipped his windbreaker then took off his shirt. I fell out laughing at how quickly he undressed. His dick was long, thick, hard and ready to be coated in my essence. His body wasn’t the same anymore from what I remembered, but not in a bad way. He had a lean athletic build with Vietnamese letters tattooed across his stomach. I was ready to cum just off the sight of his chest. I wanted to get my back blown to the smithereens! I undressed too, getting ass naked in the middle of his bedroom floor. 
 
      
 
    He gripped a handful of my buttock, “damn, Kat, you ain’t playin’ fair,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I walked into his bathroom, with extra bounce in my step, making my ass cheeks bounce. He turned the shower on, and I noticed he had Vietnamese letters going down his spine too. As soon as the water was hot, we stepped into the shower at the same time. I couldn’t wait any longer, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. He backed me into the corner of the shower while deepening the kiss. A moan spilled off my lips when he picked me up. 
 
      
 
    “Please hurry and put it in,” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    My pussy exploded like a can of biscuits after he entered me. “Ohhhhhhhhhh!” I moaned out. He latched onto my breast as he deep stroked my center. “Yesssss, babyyyyyyyy, right there!” I squealed as he hit my G-spot. 
 
      
 
    “Fuckkkkkk. Kattttt,” he groaned. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my legs tighter around him, urging him to go deeper. He gripped a handful of my braids, almost snapping my neck as his thrusts got violent. Peeboy was pounding my G-spot like a piledriver. His moans were getting raspier and his dick was throbbing. 
 
      
 
    “ARRGHHHHHHH!” he shouted, while giving my pussy deep jabs. 
 
      
 
    My eyes were fluttering and my toes curled as I experienced the biggest orgasm I’ve ever had in my life. Peeboy fell into my chest after he spilled his seeds into my center. 
 
      
 
    “You know I haven’t had any pussy in a long time, right?” he asked, after his dick got hard again. We both have been deprived of explosive orgasms and I was ready to make up for it. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck this shower, put me on the sink,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    He turned off the shower water before stepping out with me. His dick was still inside me and my legs were still wrapped around him despite how bad they were trembling. He sat me on the bathroom counter then pushed my legs to my chin. I was panting like a lion in a desert with no water as he rubbed my swollen clit. 
 
      
 
    “I miss this pussy so much, Kat,” he said 
 
      
 
    “It misses you toooooo.” 
 
      
 
    He fucked me on the counter with no remorse. His dick was in my stomach, and I was holding on to the sink faucet for dear life. At one point, I thought my uterus was going to collapse. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t run now! Take this pipe!” he groaned, slamming me down on his dick. 
 
      
 
    “It’s tooooo muchhhhhhhhh!” I screamed, as my legs locked up on me. 
 
      
 
    “You cummin’ on my shit though so it ain’t too much. You just forgot what to do wit’ it. Fuck me back!” he scolded. 
 
      
 
    “Babbyyyyy, I can’t!” I cried. 
 
      
 
    I had tears in my eyes from the deep penetration. I was one of those type broads that liked a good dicking down but didn’t know what to do with it. Peeboy used to tell me to lay back while he did all the work. Now, he was telling me to take his big ass dick while my legs were shaking from back-to-back orgasms. The sound of his shaft plunging into my wetness turned me on even more. He pulled out of me, leaving me sprawled out on the sink with our essence leaking from my slit. I thought he was finished until he slid me off the counter and turned me around to face the mirror. 
 
      
 
    “Damnnnn, this pussy is tight baby,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Sssssssssss!” I hissed, as he penetrated my opening. 
 
      
 
    I arched my back and tooted my ass up. He slapped my ass cheek, begging me to throw it back. My body was getting used to him again and the pain subsided. I moved my hips in a circular motion to match his rhythm. He gripped my braids. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, shorty,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy was hitting every angle, causing my heart to skip a beat. We were far from done though; we were just getting started. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up to the smell of food. My stomach growled thinking of something greasy to eat. Peeboy sexed me for four hours and I felt every bit of it. My cell phone rang on the nightstand. I slowly sat up in bed to answer the phone. My body was aching from my feet to my neck. 
 
      
 
    “Yesss,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Katherine, this is Stefanie. You didn’t come into the office today and I was wondering why you didn’t properly call out. You were a no call, no show,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I smacked my teeth. “I forgot, but I’ll be in tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you know what happened to Grizzy?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Read the newspaper.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not in the paper yet,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “His house caught on fire.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? He called me the night before his death. He was upset with me because you changed the locks to the building under your management. He sounded frantic like he was in trouble,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Grizzy wasn’t the same after he lost cousin so there’s no tellin’ what he had goin’ on.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow,” she replied, before she hung up. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy entered the room carrying a glass of orange juice and a bowl of food. How dare he fuck me for hours and then he brought me breakfast in bed. I was so close to telling him that I was prepared to move in with him and even be his son’s stepmother. He pecked my lips before he sat on the bed. I didn't know the name of the Vietnamese dish he prepared, but it contained pork, noodles and veggies. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What are our plans for today?" 
 
      
 
    “I have to get my son's room together and fix the basement. What do you have planned?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta help Redz with a few things.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I heard y'all have a gang called Lady Mafia,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “First of all, don’t laugh at us. Secondly, it was my stupid idea to come up wit’ a group name because most of us were messin’ wit’ someone from The Newtowne 20 Boyz crew. We’re not a gang though, we’re just the female version of their crew.” 
 
      
 
    “I can dig it; I like it though. But what I don’t like is you hangin’ around another dude you let smash,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You know you get extra sexy when you get jealous over me.” 
 
      
 
    He smirked, “neva that,” he lied. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy slid underneath the comforter to lay next to me. The food was so good, I was mad he didn’t bring me two bowls since he knew I had a big appetite. 
 
      
 
    “Did you eat?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, while I was down stairs,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy picked up the remote and turned the TV on. He turned on the news channel and a junky looking white man was crying to a news reporter in front of a run-down house in Edgewater, Maryland. The house was surrounded by crime tape and police cars. The banner at the bottom of the screen read: 
 
      
 
    Loving doctor was found decapitated in family’s home. 
 
      
 
    An old white man with rotten teeth and dirty plaid overalls was talking to a reporter. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know who would do this to my brother. He was a good man that helped a lot of people. He saved a lot of lives when he was a doctor, you know,” the man said to the reporter. 
 
      
 
    “I think that’s Doctor No Good house,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Doctor No Good?” I repeated. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he was messin’ up his patients, black women more so. I heard that nigga was savin’ the fetuses to sell off after he gave his patients abortions,” Peeboy replied. 
 
      
 
    “Sell the fetuses for what? That’s sick as hell,” I replied. I lost my appetite just thinking about it. 
 
      
 
    “Some foreign countries use fetuses for medication and it’s believed to cure low sperm count. Anyway, Doctor No Good was givin’ women hysterectomies too while they were sedated. I know about three girls who claimed they are either unable to conceive or have miscarriages as a result of what he did to them,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I remember Redz mentioning a clinic in Edgewater years ago. Is this the doctor she went to for an abortion? And if so, is that why she lost her baby? 
 
      
 
    “Fetuses can cure low sperm count? Who made this shit up?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah; my father traveled the world when he was in the military. He used to tell me stories about the wild things people believe in,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder what made people go to him if the rumors were out there.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe he was the only doctor who had a solution to their problems for an affordable price. Have you ever been pregnant before and didn’t tell me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Now, fool, you know I wouldn’t do that. Why would you ask me that?” 
 
      
 
    “Because we were fuckin’ raw and I’m surprised you didn’t get knocked up,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Shit, you are right. But I’m happy we didn’t get to that point considerin’ how we broke up.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him the rest of my food as I stared at the TV. My thoughts were spiraling as I thought about Redz, wondering if she was a victim of that sick doctor. 
 
      
 
    “What’s on your mind?” Peeboy asked. 
 
      
 
    “Watchin’ this and listenin’ to the stories about that doctor pissed me off.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t stress about somethin’ you can’t fix, shorty,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I snuggled next to him to take a quick nap before I left his house. The scent of him was comforting and so was his bed. I wanted to spend a few more days at his house but I had business to tend to. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Five hours later, I was parking my car in front of an apartment complex in Newtowne. The neighborhood was almost like a ghost town minus a few fiends and corner hustlas on the strip. While I was getting out of the car, Suga was pushing her cart down the sidewalk. Her brown cowboy boots were a few sizes too big. The peacoat she had on dragged the ground and she was wearing a short purple glitter dress underneath her coat. One thing about Suga, she’ll throw on a big ass hat with any outfit. The bright yellow fruit basket hat she wore was almost bigger than her cart. She flipped the sign on her cart from Closed to Open. 
 
      
 
    “Awww shit now, Suga, show these hoes what you are workin’ wit’,” I said to her. 
 
      
 
    She did a twirl then dropped down to the ground, showing her hairy mound. Suga wasn’t wearing any panties. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, honey, Suga’s pussy is so sweet, these niggas are about to have a cavity after they taste me. You know what they called me back in the day?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “They called me Snapback Turtle. My pussy has been clamping down on these niggas since Al Sharpton been rollin’ wrappin’ his hair. Honey, do you know how long that has been? Baby listen to me, I live in a tent in the woods and these men still will pay to hit. Shid, I ain’t even gotta wash my ass because they are addicted to it. I get high off crack and these niggas get high off Suga,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “The power of the pussy is that great, huh?” 
 
      
 
    She snatched her hat off her head and laid it in her cart. Suga was ready to preach to me. You could tell she was a high paid prostitute at one point in her life. She was just as serious about selling pussy as Redz was about selling crack. 
 
      
 
    “Is the power of the pussy that great? Chileeeeee, don’t ask me that. I can teach you a thing or two and by the time I get done wit’ you, you’ll never let a man fuck you for free again,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She went into a duffel bag inside her cart and pulled out an old composition notebook. The notebook looked like she had thrown it in a pot with her campfire fried chicken. She brushed it off before she handed it to me. 
 
      
 
    “This is called Sweet Pussy Hoe Guide. I had dreams of publishin’ it, but I won’t live long enough to see that day, you know. Ol’ lil’ Suga is gonna turn sour soon. You should read it and pass it on to your friends. I like y’all girls very much,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Suga lost weight and probably weighed ninety pounds. Her skin appeared rough and her eyes were yellow. Sadly, I have seen a lot of fiends deteriorate over the years. Suga didn't stand a good chance of surviving because she was an alcoholic, prostitute and homeless. She started coughing; the cough sounded like her chest was going to rip open. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think it’s time to get clean, Suga?” I asked, after the coughing stopped. 
 
      
 
    She cracked a weak smile. “Gettin’ clean will kill me quicker. I’m tryin’ to hang on for my baby. I gotta keep an eye on him for as long as I can,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “The baby you had wit’ Big Pete?” 
 
      
 
    She put her hat back on her head. “I don’t know that man,” she said, then walked away. 
 
      
 
    I watched her push her cart down the sidewalk. “Fresh packs of t-shirts! Three for five dollas!” she called out to the corner hustlas. 
 
      
 
    I cut through a building to get to Redz’s building and it was crowded. No wonder there weren’t many people outside because everyone was huddled inside the building. I smelled fried fish and heard Player’s Anthem by Junior M.A.F.I.A playing from a stereo on a card game table. It was only five in the evening and someone was having a house party. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, Kat? When can you braid my hair again?” a woman named Waunita asked. 
 
      
 
    She was sitting on a step between her boyfriend’s legs while he had his hand down her shirt, fondling her breast. 
 
      
 
    “How about you pay me for doin’ your hair last year.” 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth. “Aren’t you wit’ Trigg and Redz’s crew? Ain’t that the money team? I know you ain’t buggin’ over twenty dollas,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, I don’t care if it was twenty cents. I braided your hair for five hours and you shorted me twenty dollas.” 
 
      
 
    “Ronnie, can you give this girl twenty dollas? My hair needs to be done,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t got it,” he nonchalantly said. 
 
      
 
    “You can buy some stamps from me then we can be even, right?” Waunita asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Nope, I don’t take from children's mouths. Find you a real nigga then come holla at me.” 
 
      
 
    This is the hoe Suga should be preachin’ to! 
 
      
 
    Reeko came out of an apartment carrying a plate of food. I quickly snuck away from the crowd and exited the building through the back entrance. Because Redz's building was isolated from the rest of the apartment buildings, it took me two minutes to get there. The youngin’ Kash and three other men were posted up against the wall inside the building.   They were all armed with rifles. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Are y’all on guard duty?” I asked Kash. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” 
 
      
 
    He shrugged, “shid, I don’t know. Ask Redz or Trigg,” he said. 
 
      
 
    What the hell is goin’ on now? 
 
      
 
    I went to the second floor and knocked on the apartment door Redz set up shop in. The door opened a few seconds later; it was Latrina who answered the door. I stepped into the apartment, and she locked all five locks on the door. 
 
      
 
    “Where have you been?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Mind your business!” Peanut shouted at Latrina from the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all broads don’t like tellin’ me anything,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “Cause you are nosey,” I said. 
 
      
 
    I took off my sweatshirt and tied it around my waist to help put the crack rocks in the vials. Peanut was in the kitchen cooking the product. On the counter were three bricks of cocaine she had to break down. Peanut spent hours in the kitchen whipping up magic. I don’t understand how she did it because it looked hard to do. I playfully tapped her on the butt. 
 
      
 
    “Girl don’t do that. You know I was locked up,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I burst out laughing. “Nut, you really think you're a gangsta now, huh? You didn’t even catch the body they tried to pin on you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “And? I’m still solid,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arms around her. “You and I were madeeeee to last,” I sang while swaying side to side. 
 
      
 
    Latrina came into the kitchen with her arms crossed. “Umph, someone must’ve gotten some really good dick last night,” she sarcastically said. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m just happy we’re all back together again,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Lies you tell. Girl, you got your back banged out, huh?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why does everything have to revolve around sex? Why can't I just be happy to be around you hoes? And guess what else makes me happy?” I asked, waving Suga’s book in their faces. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is that?” Latrina asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a guide on usin’ what you got to get what you want. Suga wrote it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Latrina snatched the book from me. “She let you get the infamous Sweet Pussy handbook. Suga wouldn’t even sell this to me, and we know she sells everything. How much did she charge you?” Latrina asked me. 
 
      
 
    “She just handed it to me.” 
 
      
 
    “I told you, Nut, Suga is ready to check out and I’m not talkin’ about a hotel room,” Latrina said to Peanut. 
 
      
 
    Peanut waved her off. “Don’t wish that nonsense on Suga. Maybe she’s in a better headspace because her cart business took off,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “She got the cough and she lost weight. I hate to say it, but AIDs are spreadin’ throughout the DMV like a wildfire, and we know she gets around,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “We can send her to the doctors then,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll leave that up to you. You and Suga have a unique relationship. But where are Redz and Breonna?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “In the back room,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed a beer out of the fridge before walking down the hallway. The door was locked, so I knocked. Breonna opened the door, wearing a lab coat and goggles. 
 
      
 
    “You look so smart and sophisticated,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “And you are looking refreshed,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the room and Redz was sitting on a stool watering a plant. The room had special lights on the ceiling for the marijuana plants to grow. Breonna had the best weed I ever smoked. I couldn’t wait for her to put it on the streets and make good revenue. 
 
      
 
    “I see you walkin’ a lil’ funny,” Redz pointed out. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that nigga wore me out like a pair of Reebok Classics,” I stated. 
 
      
 
    Breonna reached into her lab coat for a pad and started writing on it. Since it was a component of science, as she put it, I refrained from asking any questions. Science was my least favorite subject in school. My cellphone rang inside my pocket, I stepped out of the room to answer. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, did you make it home?” Peeboy asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m in my hood.” 
 
      
 
    “I told you to call me as soon as you got there,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I got caught up talkin’ to Suga.” 
 
      
 
    “Suga? Crackhead Suga?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, her.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn, I thought she kicked the bucket a long time ago. I ain’t know shorty was still alive,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, she’s still kickin’ it.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I won’t keep you long because I know you are around your friends. But call me when you get in the crib,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I will.” 
 
      
 
    I was blushing after we hung up the phone. Breonna left the plant room while I was coming back in. It was just me and Redz inside the room, so I closed the door for privacy. I sat across from her and watched her put soil inside a planter. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta ask you somethin’, Redz.” 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead,” she replied, without looking up. 
 
      
 
    “Did you get that abortion from a doctor name Rayner? I saw the news earlier and someone murdered him. Apparently, he was messin’ up women's bodies.” 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me that time. “Yes, that’s who I went to,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Is that why you lost the baby?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” she replied, flatly. 
 
      
 
    I got up from the stool to comfort her, but she shook her head “no.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need you to feel sorry for me, Kat. I’ve made my bed and I have to lay in it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “But you don’t have to blame yourself.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I do because I no longer feel like a woman. And Trigg knows why I lost the baby, so I worry that he’ll leave me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg loves you too much to leave.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s why he might leave because he loves me too much and I give him nothin’ in return. I’ve lied to him too many times when all I had to do was tell him the truth. I really don’t deserve him,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “We all deserve to be loved, regardless of our flaws. You learned from your mistakes, so from here on out, you gotta be the best woman you can be for him.” 
 
      
 
    “My man is fine, paid and ain’t no slouch in the bedroom. These broads want him, and I bet they are lined up waitin’ to get pregnant by him. This is makin’ me insecure,” she admitted. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what else to say since I’ve never experienced what Redz has been through. A lot of people who didn’t know Redz thought she was a mean and hardcore type of female, but, she came from a dysfunctional household. Redz had to be the way she was to survive living with an abusive father and I hated how it was still affecting her. Trigg knew firsthand about her upbringing, so I hoped he didn’t hold any of it against her. My cell phone rang again, I answered and it was my mother. 
 
      
 
    “Kat! Get back here now!” she said, sounding frantic. 
 
      
 
    I jumped off the barstool. “What happened, Ma?” 
 
      
 
    “I came home to my house ransacked. Someone broke the living room TV, ripped up my couch, took my money, stole your clothes, shoes and jewelry. Baby, you have nothin’ in your closet or dresser drawers. Who would do this to us?” she cried. 
 
      
 
    “I’m on my way now!” 
 
      
 
    “What happened?” Red asked. 
 
      
 
    I had tears running down my face. “Someone robbed my house and stole all of my things, Redz. I had money in a shoebox under my bed too,” I replied, while breaking down. 
 
      
 
    “Oh hell no. Fuck that! Let’s go, we’ll find out who did this,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I was shaken up, I felt sick to my stomach. My legs could barely move to leave the room. Redz put her arm through mine to walk me out of the room. “Who in the fuck would rob me?” I cried. 
 
      
 
    “We got you, Kat. I can buy you a new wardrobe and whatever else that was stolen. I’m just happy nobody was home because it could’ve been deadly,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong wit’ you?” Latrina asked, after we walked out of the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “Someone robbed her mother’s crib,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Who in the fuck would do somethin’ like that?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “We’re about to find out,” Redz responded. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll walk with y’all,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta stay here because I can’t turn the stove off, but trust and believe, I’ll be up there as soon as I’m finished,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Let me get my shotgun. Whoever did that shit, lives in this neighborhood I bet. You can’t have nothin’ around these jealous muthafuckas,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    The four of us left the apartment, ready for war. It was clear as day that whoever broke into my mother’s crib had an issue with me. 
 
      
 
    “What happened, Redz? Do y’all need me to come wit’ y’all?” Kash asked when he noticed Latrina’s shotgun. 
 
      
 
    “Stay here since Peanut is still in the apartment,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Tell the crew someone robbed Kat’s mama’s house,” Latrina told Kash. 
 
      
 
    “This neighborhood is about to be shut the fuck down. I’m shootin’ whoever I think did it,” Redz seethed. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, nobody is callin’ the cops?” Breonna asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nope, this is too personal. We gotta handle this ourselves,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    A minute later, I arrived at my mother's house. My baby pictures that had been knocked off the wall had left glass in the hallway. My mother was smoking a cigarette while seated at the kitchen table. Reeko was picking up the couches that had been flipped over, and I didn't like the idea of him being in my house. 
 
    Knowing how much my mother liked Reeko, she probably called him first. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doin’ here, Reek? Didn’t I tell you to stay away from my fuckin’ house!” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “How can you get mad at me for helpin’ your mother out?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Did that Chinese boy play a part in this?” my mother asked. 
 
      
 
    “He’s half Vietnamese, Ma. And did this goofy ass nigga tell you that?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Who else would do it, Kat? I have lived here since I was eighteen years old, and nobody has ever done this to my house! As soon as you start talkin’ to him, look at my house!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We will be in your room,” Redz told me. 
 
      
 
    They went to my bedroom, leaving me downstairs to talk to my mother. 
 
      
 
    “Kat, I’ve worked my ass off for years and I have been saving money to treat myself to a two-week trip in London and someone stole all of it. Now, I’m not sayin’ you are responsible, but please tell me somethin’. Who would do this,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, I swear I don’t know but I’ll find out and pay you back for everything.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give you however much you need,” Reeko butted in. 
 
      
 
    “Would you shut the fuck up and leave! Did you tell her how you tried to fight me yesterday at Trigg’s house?” 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t goin’ to hit you. I would never put my hands on you,” he lied. 
 
      
 
    “You can leave now, Reeko. Thank you for your help,” my mother told him. 
 
      
 
    “Let me know if you need anything,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Reeko left the house and I was disgusted that the nigga had the nerve to come to my mother’s house. 
 
      
 
    “Why did you call him?” 
 
      
 
    “I called you first, but your line was busy, so I called him. But what’s goin’ on, Kat? I believe my intuition that your boyfriend is responsible for this,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, I was wit’ him last night until this evenin’. He has no reason to do this.” 
 
      
 
    “He broke your heart before, you don’t think he’ll do it again? Look, I’m going upstairs to lay down. I worked an eighteen-hour shift and had to come home to this bullshit,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I forgave him, Ma.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed and shook her head as she dabbed her cigarette into an ashtray. “You and your friends can clean up the rest of this mess,” she said. She went upstairs to her bedroom, leaving me feeling dumbfounded. 
 
      
 
    What else did Reeko’s obsessed ass tell my mother? Why would she think it’s Peeboy when he doesn’t even come to this hood. That clown is tryin’ to sabotage the relationship between me and my mother! 
 
      
 
    I went upstairs to my bedroom and almost had a heart attack. Someone wrote on my walls in lipstick saying: 
 
      
 
    Stay away from Peeboy bitch or else I’ll send someone else! 
 
      
 
    Then another note read: 
 
      
 
    This is payback from last night! 
 
      
 
    “What the hell!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    My room was ransacked, and someone even busted the window out. My friends were trying to straighten it up, but there was no use. 
 
      
 
    “So, you mess back wit’ that nigga that did you dirty, huh?” Latrina asked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I flopped down on my bed, staring at my vanity in disbelief. My make-up was smeared across the mirror and my drawers and closet were empty. How could someone take all my things in broad daylight? 
 
      
 
    “This has Fredrika’s name written all over it,” I said aloud. 
 
      
 
    “She must not be working with a full deck. This is very insane,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    I called Peeboy to tell him about his crazy ass baby mama, but he didn’t answer. To say I wasn’t embarrassed was an understatement. I didn’t sign up to go against insane broads, especially psychotic baby mamas. I didn’t think Fredrika would stoop so low, but boy did she fool me. 
 
      
 
    “We are gonna get that bitch so don’t worry,” Redz assured me. 
 
      
 
    “Does anyone know where she lives?” Latrina asked. 
 
      
 
    “We can easily find out,” Redz responded. 
 
      
 
    My mother came into the bedroom smoking another cigarette. “I hope y'all don't go out there and get yourselves locked up. Just take it as a warning sign and stay your ass away from Bruce Lee or whatever you call him,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think it’s Peeboy’s fault, Ms. Lynn. Besides, she can also feel betrayed because she has a kid by Reeko too and Reeko was with Kat. Maybe she wrote Peeboy’s name on the wall because she knows how Kat feels about him. But what if it’s really because of Reeko?” Redz asked my mother. 
 
      
 
    My mother almost swallowed her cigarette. She leaned against the wall fanning herself. “Reeko has a newborn baby with the same girl? His slow ass ain’t tell me that,” my mother said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I didn’t get a chance to tell you because you’ve been workin’ a lot and we’ve been missin’ each other,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe he never said anything about having a baby. Stay away from him too, matter of fact, get yourself a nice church boy. I’m tired of you and these hood niggas,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m good on that, Ma. A church boy ain’t my thing.” 
 
      
 
    Someone knocked on the front door. “I’ll get it since we’re leavin’ back out,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “And make sure you come right back to clean up this mess. I’m still mad you went back to that boy. I won’t be able to sleep at night knowing someone is out here wearing your clothes and spending our money. Shit, I might put a little crack in my cigarette. Y’all children are driving me insane,” she fussed. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll look out for you Ms. Lynn. I promise by tomorrow, everything will be brand new, and you’ll have your money back,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    My mother cracked a half smile. “Thank you, baby,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Someone knocked on the door again while we were going down the stairs. I opened the front door, Trigg, Monty, Nick and Skeeno were standing outside. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, what happened?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “Peeboy’s baby mama robbed Kat’s crib,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg looked taken back. “You believe that?” he asked Redz. 
 
      
 
    “The proof is on the wall. That hoe stole all of Kat’s clothes, shoes, jewelry and her money. Oh, and she took Ms. Lynn’s vacation money too,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “How much do you need, Kat? You know we got you,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t even think about that right now, Trigg. That bitch stole everything down to my underwear and bras. Like I have nothing,” I replied, while getting emotional. 
 
      
 
    “I know a crackhead around here has seen somethin’. Ain’t no way someone walked out the crib wit’ all that shit and nobody saw it. Where is Suga at? I bet she saw somethin’ since she’s always back this way,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “I know for a fact Fredrika did this though. Who else would write ‘Peeboy’ on my bedroom wall and in lipstick?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “So, what are y’all gonna do?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “Find her and whip her ass, I know one of y’all gotta know where she lives,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “She lives in a hood surrounded by five-0 so you can’t go there. We don’t need that heat, shorty. There are other ways to get that handled,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “How can you tell us what to do?” Latrina spat. 
 
      
 
    “Get your girl, Monty. I’m gettin’ tired of shorty talkin’ to me sideways,” Trigg warned. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, I’m good on her right now,” Monty shrugged. 
 
      
 
    Damn, Monty and Latrina are beefin’? No wonder the broad seems miserable. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll slap the taste out of your mouth!” Latrina yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, get your sister. I don’t wanna hit her because I don’t want shorty havin’ any flashbacks,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all were just good a few days ago,” Nick instigated. 
 
      
 
    “Look, we can’t stand here all day and argue,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Monty went into his pocket and pulled out a wad of cash. He peeled off one-hundred-dollar bills along with a couple of fifties and twenties. “Here you go shorty,” he said, as he handed me the money. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Monty. I’ll pay you back.” 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, Kat, go ahead wit’ that. As much as we used to eat at your crib, you are good,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Where is mine at?” Latrina had the nerve to ask him. 
 
      
 
    “Wit’ that other nigga and bitch you are fuckin’,” he answered. That revelation didn't surprise anyone because Latrina has always been a proud whore. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t innocent either, Monty, so stop fakin’,” she spat. 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t cheatin’ on you though. Matter of fact, I’m not gonna get into it wit’ you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Monty told his homeboys he was going to the dice game down the street, to get away from Latrina. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno, Trigg, and Nick handed me a lot of cash too. I had so much cash on me, I had to stuff it inside both of my pockets. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll bring you more tomorrow,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate all of you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt shorty, but we still ain’t cool enough for you to come back to my crib,” he joked. 
 
      
 
    I waved him off, “thanks anyway fool,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    My cell phone rang, so I stepped away from everyone; it was Peeboy calling me. 
 
      
 
    “Did you know your baby mama broke into my mama’s crib?” I asked as soon as I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Man, stop playin’,” he calmly stated. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, this ain’t a fuckin’ joke! That hoe wrote on my wall in lipstick, telling me to stay away from you. She stole my shoes, clothes, jewelry, and money. Oh, and she took my mother’s money too!” I vented. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Kat, my baby mama is fake crazy. I mean she’ll pop off wit’ her mouth, play on your phone or try to jump you wit’ her friends, but that broad ain’t breakin’ into nobody’s crib. Shorty is not even smart enough to get someone to do it for her. I think someone is playin’ mind games wit’ you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, you’ll take up for that hoe! As soon as she saw me wit’ you last night, she plotted that. Who else would’ve done somethin’ so shady? I mean the bitch stole from my mama! I don’t play about my fuckin’ mama and now you are fittin’ to get on my bad side cause nigga, we both know she’s looney.” 
 
      
 
    “Ask that nigga Reeko who broke into your crib. I bet he even got a key to that muthafucka. My baby mama ain’t that type of broad, shorty,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you!” I screamed into the phone. 
 
      
 
    I hung up on him and he called right back but I was done. Tears of anger were falling from my eyes from frustration. Reeko wasn’t shit, but he loved my mama too much to steal from her. I couldn’t picture him doing that to her. Peeboy was in denial that his baby was a psycho and I regretted letting him back into my body unprotected. Redz called out to me from Trigg’s Range Rover; I noticed everyone else was walking away from my house. 
 
      
 
    “Take a ride wit’ us, Kat!” she yelled out. 
 
      
 
    I went to Trigg’s truck. “Where are we goin’?” I asked, Redz. 
 
      
 
    “For a ride, shorty. Get in,” Trigg replied, from the driver’s seat. 
 
      
 
    I got in the backseat. “We’re goin’ to Gramps’s bar,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, sweetheart, you know I’m not in the mood to drink. I’m already angry and liquor will make it worse.” 
 
      
 
    “Just one drink won’t hurt,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all are fittin’ to make me mad too,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll live shorty,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    I noticed he put his hand on Redz’s thigh as he drove out of the neighborhood. Redz thought Trigg was leaving her, but he was still madly in love with her. Seeing him and her together, almost made me regret lashing out at Peeboy the way I did. Maybe I should’ve listened to him, but then again, I couldn’t fathom Fredrika being innocent. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    We got to Gramps’s bar in ten minutes. A black Lincoln Towncar pulled up next to Trigg’s truck. I realized Trigg set me up when Peeboy got out of the driver’s seat. 
 
      
 
    “See, Trigg, this is why I can’t stand your ass sometimes. You know I don’t like this nigga anymore,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I apologize shorty, but he has been sick behind your skinny head ass for too long. Y’all need to handle that,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz punched his arm. “You told me to invite her out wit’ us for a drink,” she scolded him. 
 
      
 
    “And you believed that? You know I wouldn’t invite your friends out wit’ us anywhere,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy tapped on the window. “Open the door, Kat,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m not!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg reached in the back seat and opened the door for Peeboy. I loved and hated Trigg with a passion. Redz was snickering in the passenger’s seat, getting a kick out of her man—the fool had me heated. Peeboy snatched me out of the backseat by my shirt. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, stop playin’ wit’ me,” he gritted. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be grabbin’ her like that!” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “I was rougher than this last night. Trust me shorty, Kat ain’t worried about gettin’ snatched up,” Peeboy replied. 
 
      
 
    I snatched away from him. “I don’t understand why y’all niggas can’t leave me alone,” I stressed. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it, fam. I owe you one,” Peeboy told Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, thank you for that barbecue the other day,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    They slapped hands before Trigg backed out of the parking lot clowning me. “Call me!” Redz shouted out the window and I gave her the middle finger. 
 
      
 
    “You have a lot of mouth over the phone. But you ain’t sayin’ nothin’ now,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “That’s because I said what I had to say and there’s nothing else to fuckin’ say.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my face and kissed my lips. “Shut your sexy ass up and get in the car,” he said. Peeboy opened the passenger’s door for me and waited for me to get in the car. 
 
      
 
    “Say what you have to say right here.” 
 
      
 
    “I love you,” he said, causing my heart to drop. The words rolled off his tongue so smoothly that I couldn’t stop blushing. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t try to butter me up; I have nothin’ Giang. My bomb ass wardrobe that I worked hard for is gone. And now I can’t even trust you again because you think Fredrika is innocent. I know she did it.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, get in the car so we can find out,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Now we’re talkin’.” 
 
      
 
    I got in the passenger’s seat hoping and praying I could get my stuff back. The most important thing to me was that my mother would not miss her trip, so I intended to give her the money the crew gave me. 
 
      
 
    “We still gotta talk about that mouth, Kat. I’m not feelin’ how you be snappin’ at me. You did the same thing when I found your cellphone at Gutta’s party. I tolerated it because you had a right to be mad at a nigga, but we’re past that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry for cussin’ you out, but I still feel disrespected that you took her side” 
 
      
 
    “Honesty isn’t about takin’ sides,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be the judge of that after I find out the truth,” I said. He nodded his head in agreement while sparking up a Black & Mild. I didn’t know where he was taking me, nor did I ask; I just wanted to get to the bottom of the truth. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Eight minutes later, we were at his grandmother’s house. “Yo, don’t say anything, I have to make a call,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I knew he was calling his baby mama since he didn’t want her to hear me in the background. That broad must’ve been praying for his phone call because I heard her voice come through after the phone rang once. 
 
      
 
    “Come to my grandmother’s house…just knock on her basement door...aight,” he told her, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll be here in ten minutes,” he told me. 
 
      
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
      
 
    “Listen to me get the truth out of her. I want you there because shorty would lie and say I called her over here to fuck her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “And you better not touch her. You’ll be takin’ it too far.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just get out of the car,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I got out and followed Peeboy to the back of his grandmother’s house. He unlocked the door to his basement apartment; I used to catch cabs to his grandmother’s house late at night when we were in high school. Seeing the waterbed brought a smile to my face. We used to do a lot of adult things on his bed. The biggest shocker was he still had pictures of us on the walls. 
 
      
 
    “I’m surprised you didn’t take our pictures down.” 
 
      
 
    “It was the only way I could see you every day,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I want to jump in his arms right now, but he’s not out of the woods yet. 
 
      
 
    In the corner of the room were my old pair of snow boots. “This is like 1990 all over again,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “We can always run it back,” he said, with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    I heard loud music blasting from outside. It wasn’t anyone else but Fredrika, playing LL Cool J’s song, Doin’ It. The broad was playing LL Cool J back then too when she approached me at my high school. I can’t even listen to the rapper anymore because of her. 
 
      
 
    “Go in the bathroom, but keep the light off,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t have me in there for a long time either,” I warned. 
 
      
 
    I went into the bathroom next to the laundry room; I sat on the toilet seat with the door cracked open. My heart was racing as she knocked on the door. I couldn’t stomach her being in the same room as me and my future husband knowing she still harbored feelings for him. Through the crack in the bathroom door, I could see what she was wearing. Her booty shorts were riding up her ass and her half sweater stopped just below her breasts. She was also wearing thigh high snakeskin boots. Her hair was flat ironed bone straight and her make-up was flawless. Honestly, the hoe was a bombshell. 
 
      
 
    “So, you finally came to your senses, huh? I told you Kat wasn’t enough for you. That tall lanky bitch’s body ain’t nowhere near as good as mine,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Hoe please, I have an ass and a tight wet pussy! Your baby daddies love it, wench! 
 
      
 
    She took off her sweater and dropped it on the floor. Fredrika wasn’t wearing a bra—she came to get fucked. 
 
      
 
    “I brought you over here so we could talk about us. First and foremost, I apologize on my cousin's behalf for tacklin’ you last night, but you can’t be bringin’ that loud noise to my grandmother’s crib. Plus, you know my father has PTSD, so you really be buggin’. You can’t be doin’ that shorty,” he told her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, but you humiliated me in front of that girl. Why can’t we be together? I don’t love any other man besides you. And you ain’t even gotta worry about Reeko bein’ in the picture because I was only usin’ him so he could buy me a house,” she said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Oh word? You’ll cut that nigga off for me?” Peeboy asked her. 
 
      
 
    I see why Reeko hates Peeboy, but he goes about it in the wrong way. Fredrika is the one he should be mad at. She used him for a come up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Of course,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She flopped down on his bed; I wondered if she had ever slept in his bed with him before. Seeing them was upsetting me more than what I expected even though he invited her over to get the truth out of her. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta keep it a hunnid wit’ you. I’m only usin’ Kat ‘cause she has a stash at her crib and I need your help to get it. We can split the money fifty-fifty,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika sat up on the bed. “Wait a minute, nigga. You know I’m not into that. If I can’t use this good pussy to get what I want, I move on to the next. Besides, that crazy bitch Redz ain’t comin’ after me. I heard what she did to Jackie in the bathroom at the club. She cut her face up and this face is my money maker,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s easy money. Look, I can take her out to eat while you creep in. The stash is in her closet.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not goin’ in that hood. Those broads in Newtowne are like thugs and I’m not messin’ up my pretty face. You’ll have to come up wit’ another plan,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Get one of your friends to help,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know Jackie went missin’ after her and Redz got into it over Trigg? Redz is a crazy bitch and she’s from that hood. I’m not goin’ in that hood at all, and it might even be her stash you want to take,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy was right, this broad was all talk and no bite. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I was just foolin’ wit’ you to test your loyalty. Kat would’ve done it for me if it was the other way around. How do you expect me to stop fuckin’ wit’ her if you can’t help a nigga get to the bread? Put your sweater on and leave. I gotta pick Giang up from daycare,” Peeboy replied. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika jumped off the bed. “You played me!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I was testin’ your gangsta. Shid, don’t you test mine every day when you show up to my grandmother’s crib actin’ like we’re still fuckin’?” 
 
      
 
    She dropped to the floor and wrapped her arms around his legs while sobbing. “I’ll do anything you want me to do,” she pleaded. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe my eyes, but I also couldn’t blame her because the way he fucked me last night and morning, I would’ve been the same way. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, get up! I gotta get our son from daycare,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Just five minutes,” she replied, while reaching for his zipper. 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t washed my dick yet after I was out fuckin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I tasted pussy before,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t see me come out of the bathroom. “What the hell is goin’ on!” I screamed. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika peeked around Peeboy’s legs. “It’s not what you think,” Peeboy replied, going along with it. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika stood up from the floor, looking like she saw a ghost. “Why is she here, Peeboy?” she asked him. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I came over here because he wasn’t answerin’ the phone! Why were you holdin’ onto my man like that?” I asked, walking towards her. 
 
      
 
    “Baby, chill. She was just lookin’ for her sweater,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Hoe, I’m warnin’ you! I have a gun in my purse this time and I’ll shoot you!” she threatened. 
 
      
 
    I put my hand into the pocket of my sweatshirt, pretending I had a gun. “Don’t make me pull it out like how I did at Reeko’s house. I’m not in the mood, so don’t even try me. I’ll blow your brains out of the back of your head,” I gritted. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, hell no, shorty you gotta go. Hurry up before she does it. Kat ass is crazy,” Peeboy said to Fredrika. 
 
      
 
    He picked her sweater off the floor then shoved it to her. “Yo, hurry up!” Peeboy said, trying to rush her out of the door. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna count to five and if she isn’t out of here by then, crime scene tape will be wrapped around the house.” 
 
      
 
    Fredrika hurriedly put her sweater on; the sweater was turned inside out and on backwards. Peeboy was pushing her towards the door. “This ain’t over! Me and my baby daddy will be family again!” she yelled out. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy opened the door, shoving her out. “I’m on three!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Run to your car! Hurry up!” he told her. 
 
      
 
    She hauled ass away from the door in her heeled boots. I couldn’t hold my composure anymore, I burst out laughing. Peeboy closed his door and locked it. 
 
      
 
    “I told you shorty ain’t built like that. Now, I gotta question that nigga Reeko,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it. I’ll find out who did it.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, fuck that. Whoever did it made it seem like it was because of me. Shorty, I’m bein’ set up and I bet your mother think I'm up to no good,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “But Reeko won’t do anything like that.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy grilled me. “Yo, Kat, you are makin’ me mad, shorty. This problem needs to be addressed before it gets worse. How bad does it have to get for you to see he’s behind it?” 
 
      
 
    Is Reeko capable of doin’ this? What have I done to him to deserve this? 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arms around Peeboy’s neck then kissed his lips. "I don't want you to do anything that can cause the Newtowne Boys to stand in our way because you approached Reeko. You are aware of their regard for one another. Then it’ll cause a beef between me and my friends. Please comprehend my perspective. I want to maintain peace.” 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t gonna tell you, but I feel like I should. I was always the seventh hustla of the Snow White movement. Trigg, Skeeno, Reeko, Monty, Nick, Grizzy, and me. How do you think I got on? Trigg won’t let anything go down wit’ me, it’ll fuck up the flow of his operation and at the end of the day, he’s a businessman. I handle the east-coast clientele which means, Trigg is gettin’ money outside the DMV wit’ my help. I have cousins in North Carolina pushin’ Snow White all the way to Florida. I feel like I can talk to you about this now, since you are part of Redz’s operation,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “So, you know I work in the rental office to keep Redz’s buildin’ off the radar from the property owner?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I don’t come to Trigg’s meetings wit’ the rest of his crew because my involvement is just between me and him, but he keeps me on game,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Just be careful when you have a talk wit’ Reeko. He’s a big dude and I don’t want him hurtin’ you.” 
 
      
 
    “The bigger they are, the harder they fall,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    I pushed him down on the waterbed and straddled him. “Do you have five minutes to spare?” I asked, while taking off my sweatshirt. His dick rose, pressing against my center. 
 
      
 
    “I have fifteen,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too,” I finally told him. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my face, pulling me down to kiss me. His tongue kisses were always passionate, causing me to cream in my panties. I wanted to screw him into oblivion. 
 
      
 
    I think we need thirty minutes! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Reeko 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
   T he news that Kat's mother's crib had been robbed had quickly spread throughout Newtowne. Although it was my last option, I didn't mean to hurt her. Her mother had to be aware that her daughter wasn't in safe hands because she was fucking with a lame ass nigga. Kat respected her mother's feelings and opinions because they had a good relationship. She had no choice but to leave Peeboy alone if Ms. Lynn felt unsafe in her house. I laughed to myself as I considered Kat's reaction to letting that nigga with the Asian appearance return to her life. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Reek! Roll the dice!” Nick shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my bad. I’m high as shit.” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, that weak weed you be smokin’,” Monty joked. 
 
      
 
    We were on the basketball court shooting dice. I was gambling with Kat and her mother’s vacation money. I blew on the dice before I rolled it across the pavement. Nick scooped up the money after I rolled three. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you ain’t havin’ good luck tonight,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m worried about Kat and her mom. I hate how shorty have to go through that over a sucka ass nigga,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Nick shook his head. “The whole story sounds iffy to me. How would the person who robbed her crib know where Ms. Lynn kept her vacation money?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    This muthafucka always gotta overthink! 
 
      
 
    “Same thing I said,” Monty co-signed. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we’ll figure it out though. Whoever did it, personally targeted Kat,” Skeeno said, while looking at me. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’, fam. Did your baby mama do it?” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, Fredrika ain’t doin’ that. Y’all think Peeboy ain’t got other bitches? These hoes be goin’ crazy over these mixed breed niggas, no offense Nick,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I still can’t wrap my head around this,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Me neither,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno looked at his watch. “I’ll get up wit’ y’all later. I got to get Breonna home,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You really like shorty, huh?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “I more than like her, I love my shorty especially since she went against her parents for me. Eventually, I’m gonna make her my wife,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know that already? Nigga, you are buggin’,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “It gotta be the pills talkin’,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you got jokes. Y’all niggas don’t even know why I had to take them! You think I just picked up a bottle of pills to get high? And nigga, I know your big goofy ass ain’t talkin’. You lost both of your bitches to the same nigga, and you are a deadbeat ass clown. You’ve been actin’ like a straight lame lately!” Skeeno vexed. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Reek, apologize to him,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I don’t want him apologizin’ to me. That big dumb-ass nigga meant what he said. Yo, you lucky we’re boyz or else I’ll body you right now!” Skeeno scolded. 
 
      
 
    “Every time we link up, we argue now. We ain’t never used to get down like this!” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “Let him vent, Nick. Maybe he should so he won’t turn into a fiend. And nigga you lost Lolita to Pitt, and he knocked her up! You haven’t been right since!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, you haven’t been right since your tenth-grade girlfriend went missin’ after she sucked a biracial nigga’s dick in the locker room! Yeah, nigga, you thought we forgot about that. And seein’ how you act now; you probably killed her. It makes sense as to why you hate Peeboy! He must’ve given you deja vu. Let’s not forget shorty’s name, Renee Campbell!” Skeeno spat. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to knock Skeeno’s teeth out of his mouth, but hearing her name paralyzed me; that name had me feeling like I was in a twilight zone. My head was spinning, and my chest was tightening up. I sat on the bench and took off my hat as sweat beads rolled down my nose. Me and Skeeno will never be cool again for bringing her up again. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Skeeno, we told Reeko we will never mention shorty’s name again,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all niggas are crazy if you don’t see the pattern. Back then we were younger and didn’t realize it, but we can stop pretendin’ this nigga ain’t looney! He can’t go one minute without mentionin’ Peeboy’s name. NOT ONE!” Skeeno stated. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno, my nigga, you gotta chill out,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Why in the fuck do I always have to chill out?” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you have a temper problem, and we know how you get,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno walked away from the basketball court as Nick called out to him, but he kept walking. 
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t have said nothin’ about him wantin’ to marry, Bre,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you shouldn’t have said nothin’. Y’all niggas be actin’ like there’s somethin’ wrong with marriage. I get it, we’re still in our early twenties, but tomorrow ain’t guaranteed wit’ the type of life we live. I wanna marry Peanut, matter of fact, I’m gonna propose to her on Thanksgiving and none of y’all better not say shit to me about it,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “That’s different, you’ve been wit’ shorty for years. Skeeno only knew Breonna for what, three months? How does he already know she’s wifey material?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care if it was two weeks, he’s in love and it’s real. We gotta do better, though. Losin’ Grizzy made me realize we gotta cherish each other while we’re here. I’m tired of y’all niggas beefin’. I can’t even crack jokes like I used to because everybody be trippin’,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe he brought her name up again. After everything I went through to get her off my mind, he does this to me,” I said, in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “You gotta let that go, Reek. Don’t let it get to you,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “How can I not let it go? That was my shorty,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Nick! Come here!” Peanut yelled from the top of the hill. 
 
      
 
    Nick gave me and Monty dap. “Keep your head up, Reek. I’ll talk to y’all tomorrow,” he said, before he went to Peanut. 
 
      
 
    Monty sat next to me on the bench then grabbed a blunt from behind his ear. 
 
      
 
    “Be honest wit’ me, Reek. Do you know what happened to Kat’s crib?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, nigga I don’t, but fuck Kat right now. Skeeno just crushed my feelins,” I vented. 
 
      
 
    He lit the blunt then passed it to me. “You gotta forgive him, Reek, and admit you were wrong for bringin’ the pills up,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’on even want to talk about that anymore.” 
 
      
 
    I hit the blunt, deeply inhaling the smoke to get my feelings in check before I ended up crying like a lil’ bitch. 
 
      
 
    “It’s my turn to collect Trigg’s cut from Heavy T, so I’ll rap to you later.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m ready to leave too. I got this lil’ shorty I’m ready to link up wit’,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You creepin’ already?” 
 
      
 
    “Latrina got a sex problem, and I can’t keep up wit’ it anymore. I can’t be in love wit’ a hoe,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “All these broads are hoes, just remember that.” 
 
      
 
    I gave Monty a dap hug before I walked up the hill to my truck. My cell phone rang inside my jacket pocket. 
 
      
 
    “What!” I barked into the phone. 
 
      
 
    I heard my daughter screaming in the background. “Tyreeka has a fever,” Fredrika said. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want me to do? I told you I’m not fuckin’ wit’ you like that.” 
 
      
 
    “But she’s your fuckin’ daughter that you begged me to have!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “You told me you fucked one of my homeboys!” 
 
      
 
    “That was before I got wit’ you. Look Reek, let’s just cut the bullshit. Our daughter is sick and she needs you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want me to do? Bitch, do you know how much money I lost behind you? And I was even takin’ care of your crackhead ass mother! You drained the fuck outta my pockets! Shorty, you are lucky to even be alive for how you played me!” 
 
      
 
    “Can we just start over?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Start over? Ain’t you in love wit’ Peeboy?” 
 
      
 
    “Not anymore, Reek. Fuck that nigga, he doesn’t even want me to see our son. What me and Monty did was a long time ago, so it’s not like I betrayed you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You fucked…Monty?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but it only happened three times. Can you meet me at the hospital?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Monty was my closest homie out of everyone in the crew. He could've warned a nigga because he knew I was messing with Fredrika before anyone else. I was hoping shorty was going to tell me it was Grizzy because he fucked almost every broad in the city, but my right-hand man was a no-go. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be there in an hour,” I replied, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    It’s about time she came to her senses, but I’m not goin’ to let shorty off the hook. Like Uncle Roscoe said, “you gotta keep your hoes in check.” 
 
      
 
    ************ 
 
      
 
      
 
    I knocked on the door to Heavy T’s office before I walked in. Grizzy’s sister, Retta, was sitting in Heavy T’s lap as she sniffed a line of powder on the table through a straw. After the effects of the powder kicked in, she rested against his chest with a goofy smile on her face. They didn’t notice me standing inside his office as he rubbed on her pussy. 
 
      
 
    “You fuckin’ your mother’s boyfriend, Retta?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She sat up, looking at me through squinted red eyes. “Is that Reeko?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Heavy T patted her hip. “Go downstairs and I’ll call you back up after I finish. I gotta talk to Reeko,” he told her. 
 
      
 
    Retta slid off his lap and almost fell to the floor because she was so high and possibly drunk. She stumbled towards the door while pulling down her short leather skirt. I caught her when she almost slipped into a glass table. 
 
      
 
    “Get your hands off me. Y’all niggas let my brother get killed and still haven’t found out who did it! FUCK EVERYONE IN THE NEWTOWNE BOYZ CREW!” she said in a drunken rage. 
 
      
 
    I walked Retta to the door as she screamed at me. Shorty was so high; her words were getting stuck, causing her to stutter. I pushed her into the hallway then closed the door and locked it. She banged on the door. “I know my brother died because of y’all!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “You raised Retta like a daughter, fam. You got her sellin’ pussy and gettin’ high inside your club. That’s not cool and Grizzy wouldn’t have approved of that,” I said to Heavy T. 
 
      
 
    He stood from his desk, fixing his silk Versace shirt and his dress pants. “She’s grown, Reek. I can’t force her to do anything she doesn’t want to do. Have a drink with me before I give you Trigg’s cut,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You know me and you ain’t cool like that.” 
 
      
 
    Heavy T chuckled, “us big niggas gotta stick together, you feel me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the couch, and he went to his bar in the corner of the room to pour a drink. Fredrika was expecting me at the hospital, and I still had to take the money to Trigg; I didn’t have time to waste. 
 
      
 
    “How well do you know your homeboy, Trigg?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t come here to talk about him. I came for the money you owe him.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get it but hear me out first,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He sat in the chair across from me. “I’m not the enemy, Reeko. You know me and you know I helped y’all lil’ niggas out back in the day. Shid, I’m the reason why Grizzy started hustlin’. I put the bug in his ear and showed him the quick way to get money. And guess what he did? He took that knowledge then passed it down to his homies. So, show an old gangsta some respect,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Get to the point. I gotta see about my daughter.” 
 
      
 
    He sat his drink on the table. “Tell me somethin’, Reek. Why have the streets been quiet? One would think there’d be a lot of blood shed behind Grizzy’s death, or was he not special to any of you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You sound like you know what really happened to him.” 
 
      
 
    “Trigg is a smart lil’ nigga, I’ll give him that, so we’ll never know the truth about Grizzy. Every one of y’all are like a pawn to him. He’s using y’all to become richer, meanwhile Grizzy was going broke before his demise. Pretty soon if not already, Trigg will be having politicians, police officers and attorneys on his payroll. He won’t be needing y’all street niggas for shit anymore. Why risk getting caught if you can have those kinds of people moving the weight for you? If he really wanted his homies to be equal, he would’ve put y’all on to his connect,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I was done hearing Heavy T talk, so I got up off the couch. “Why would I listen to a man who is fuckin' a woman he helped raise? Get the money so I can go.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you should be careful, Reeko,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t tell if he was being genuine or sarcastic. “You should’ve thought about Grizzy’s wellbeing before you told everyone he was plottin’ against Trigg. Nigga, you don’t give a fuck about nobody. You can’t get over Trigg takin’ y’all old heads outta the game, so you’ll say anything to make him look like he’s disloyal to us.” 
 
      
 
    Heavy T smirked. “Just remember what I said,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He went behind his bar in his office and picked up a bag. “Trigg even treats y’all like errand boys. He can’t even come here to collect for himself,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I punched Heavy T in his face, dropping him on the floor. Blood was running down his nose and onto his shirt. Skeeno mentioning my old shorty and Monty fucking my baby mama already had me on edge. Who else could I take my frustrations out on? I snatched up the small duffle bag of Trigg’s money. 
 
      
 
    Heavy T spat blood on the floor, “I’m gonna get the last laugh muthafucka!” he said. 
 
      
 
    I threw up the peace sign before I left his office. Retta was standing at the bottom of the stairwell, flirting with a bouncer and letting him feel up her skirt. I slipped out of a back door to get to my truck. I pulled out my cell phone to call Trigg and let him know I picked up the money. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Trigg. Where are you at?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m at my skating rink,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    The background sounded like a construction site. Trigg was the only one out of the crew who was turning his money into legit money. What Heavy T said had a lot of truth. We were the workers, putting over lives on the line to help Trigg live the American dream. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll drop the money off to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, just give me half of it,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You sure?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m sure,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it fam. I’ll see you soon.” 
 
      
 
    I put the phone in my pocket, then tossed the duffel bag in the passenger’s seat after I opened the door. As I was getting in the truck, I felt a blow to the back of my head that knocked me on the ground. A man wearing a ski mask was standing over me. He had an object in his hand that resembled a crowbar. 
 
      
 
    “Just take the…the money,” I told the man. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, fuck that money!” he replied, then struck me again. He sent a rib crushing blow to my stomach that took my breath away. 
 
      
 
    “ARRGHHHHHHH!” I shouted after he brought the weapon down on my chest. 
 
      
 
    I was lying on the cold ground in a puddle of water while getting struck repeatedly. I screamed when he smashed my kneecaps. 
 
      
 
    “Man please don’t…kill me,” I cried. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck those tears nigga! You think you can keep disrespectin’ me? Nah, homie I don’t get down like that!” he said. 
 
      
 
    Whap! Whap! 
 
      
 
    He struck me in the face twice. I thought my head was going to blow open when I felt my lip split open. He got into my truck and drove away, leaving me to die. My life was slipping away from me. A girl dressed in a bloody cheerleader uniform appeared over me; half of her face was missing. I was struggling to breathe and gasping for air. She couldn’t possibly be real since I buried her far into the woods. My guilty conscience was haunting me. 
 
      
 
    “Re…nee,” I whispered before I took my last breath… 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Skeeno 
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   T he waiting area inside the emergency room was silent as we waited to get an update on Reeko. He was robbed and beaten up outside of Heavy T’s club. I shouldn’t have blown up on Reeko the way I did by threatening his life. You got to appreciate your people while they are still here because tragedy could happen at any moment. Breonna was sitting next to me, falling asleep in the chair. I put her head on my shoulder to keep her from leaning on Monty. Fredrika was in the waiting area too because her and Reeko’s daughter was sick. She was sitting next to Kash, trying to put her leg against his while he was on his two-way pager. Shorty didn’t have any shame flirting with Reeko’s homie. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have a shorty?” she asked Kash. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ewww, do y’all niggas always have to get smart?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “He’s a teenager, Fredrika,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Well, he doesn’t look like one to me. You must be jealous,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You wish,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “The doctor needs to hurry up so I can go home. We’ve been here for an hour,” Peanut complained. 
 
      
 
    She came with Nick to the hospital, and has been complaining since she arrived. The shorties weren’t feeling Reeko at all, and didn’t care about his well-being because of Kat. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be glad when you leave,”Fredrika said, while rocking her baby. 
 
      
 
    “And I’ll be glad when you stop bein’ a priceless whore,” Peanut spat. 
 
      
 
    “Say what you want but I’m here to stay. And since Reeko and I are back together, I think y’all should respect me. I will be comin’ around often,” Fredrika said. 
 
      
 
    “And get beat the fuck up,” Peanut threatened. 
 
      
 
    Nick whispered something in Peanut’s ear, causing her to roll her eyes. He must have been telling her to behave. Fredrika’s baby started crying, so she took her to the front desk. She had been waiting for hours for her daughter to be seen. Breonna woke up and looked at her watch. It was three o’ clock in the morning; her first class was at eight. 
 
      
 
    “I can put you in a cab, Bre. I told you not to come,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    She squeezed my hand. “I’ll leave as soon as I know he’s okay,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I didn't want Breonna to become engrossed in my way of life, even though she hung out with Redz and her crew. She was being exposed to a lot of street shit while she was supposed to be concentrating on college. Trigg and Redz entered the emergency room. Redz gave off the impression that she also didn't want to be at the hospital. Trigg was sitting across from me. 
 
      
 
    “The doctor hasn't come out yet?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, you know this hospital is trash. Did you talk to Heavy T? I know he knows what happened to Reek,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “He got robbed for the money Heavy T owes me. I think Heavy T was behind that shit, but I’ll find out the truth,” Trigg said above a whisper. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika came back to the waiting area. She bent over in Kash’s face as she picked up her daughter’s diaper bag. 
 
      
 
    “We’re goin’ to the back now. I’ll see if I can get a nurse out here to give y’all an update,” Fredrika announced. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “That’s Reeko’s baby mama for real?” Kash asked us after she left. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she’s a straight bird too,” Nick answered. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gettin’ tired of comin’ to the hospital,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Me too, sweetheart,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, Reeko’s mother, Ernestine, Uncle Roscoe and his wife, Sherlisa rushed into the emergency room. Ernestine was a heavy-set woman and was about six feet tall. She looked like she had just crawled out of bed because she was wearing pajamas, a shower robe and slippers with a bonnet on her head. Ernestine angrily stomped over to Trigg and slapped him in the face. 
 
      
 
    “It’s because of you that my son is in the streets! I gotta lose my son like how Janice just lost hers? I knew you were trouble! You take after your damn mama!” Ernestine yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    Redz jumped out of her chair, and the rest of us stood up. “Berenstain Bear! I know fuckin’ well you ain’t just hit my man!” Redz yelled. 
 
      
 
    Trigg pulled her back. “It’s cool, shorty. She’s upset, that’s all,” Trigg told Redz. 
 
      
 
    “With all due respect, I think this isn’t the time to be pointing fingers, Ms. Ernestine,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    Ernestine grilled me. “I’m not Janice, do you hear me? Y’all are not going to get my son killed! He’s my only child and I’ll be damn if I let y’all bastards drag him to hell,” she gritted. 
 
      
 
    “I understand where you're comin’ from, but we are in a hospital. Whatever issues you have wit’ me can be handled later. We care about Reeko just as much as you do,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna need you and your gang to leave before I have y’all escorted out,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You heard my sister,” Uncle Roscoe said to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll knock that Just For Me perm out of your head nigga,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe stood in a fighting stance with his cane. “Come on then Young Blood,” Uncle Roscoe said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was ready to step to Uncle Roscoe, but Monty and Nick got in the way. The nurses behind the desk and the people in the waiting area were watching us. Reeko’s mother was dead wrong for putting us on the spot like that. She was dry snitching. 
 
      
 
    “We can leave,” Monty told Ernestine. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, do that before I cause a bigger scene,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, let’s leave before I catch a charge,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not scared of you lil’ girl. I’ll beat your ass like how your daddy was beating your mama’s ass,” Ernestine said. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, don’t say nothin’. She’s tryin’ to get a negative reaction out of us,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go to town on your big back ass!” Peanut yelled at Ernestine. 
 
      
 
    “Hoe get up and help my sister fight!” Uncle Roscoe yelled at his wife. 
 
      
 
    Because of the uproar, hospital security approached us. Reeko's mother told them she didn't want us near her son and was concerned for his safety because we were gang members. Instead of arguing with her, the crew left the emergency room. 
 
      
 
    “On my mother, I almost strangled Ernestine and Roscoe’s other arm is about to be missin’. Goddamn, I’m heated as fuck right now!” Trigg said, once we reached the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    Redz inspected Trigg’s face. “That bitch left a handprint on my man’s face,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We gotta fall back from Reeko for a while ‘cause his mother was just on some five-0 shit,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Why? He didn’t do nothin’,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Yo, his mama just walked in there dry snitchin' in front of everyone in the Emergency Room. We're not sure who was listenin' or if this will spark an investigation into us. Peanut was just locked up and Grizzy is dead. We have too much goin' on in this crew, and we're startin' to attract unwanted attention," Nick stated. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, I agree wit’ Nick. How do you feel, Skeeno?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “I agree too, as long as we make sure Reeko is straight, and his daughter is taken care of.” 
 
      
 
    “This ain’t right,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, nothin’ is ever right but we gotta protect ourselves. We can’t be out here gettin’ shitted on by our homeboy’s mother. It’s either this way or cut her lights off and I know you don’t want that to happen,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “For how long?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “Until Reeko is well enough to reach out to us on his own,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I guess I ain’t gotta choice but to be cool wit’ it,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg grabbed Kash’s shoulder. “It’s your time to shine, playboy. Don’t make me regret it,” he told him. 
 
      
 
    “You won’t, fam,” Kash replied, then gave him a dap hug. 
 
      
 
    Without being too direct, Trigg was giving Kash a seat at the table. “But you still gotta graduate. Same rules, just fatter pockets, you feel me?” Trigg asked him. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” Kash replied. 
 
      
 
    Seconds later, everyone went their separate ways. I opened the passenger’s door of my whip for Breonna who was still half asleep. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what just happened back there,” she said, after I got in. 
 
      
 
    I started the car, “Reeko’s mother was trippin’.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand how she can blame Trigg for Reeko’s actions. Didn’t he choose this lifestyle?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “We all did.” 
 
      
 
    My cell phone rang inside my pocket. Breonna watched me pull out the phone. I never gave her a reason not to trust me so I didn’t understand why she was grilling me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “About time, Shyan. I’ve been trying to get in contact with you for the last five days. Antonio misses you,” Jessica said. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, it is three thirty in the mornin’. I thought it was an emergency.” 
 
      
 
    Breonna smacked her teeth. We had talked about Jessica before, so she knew shorty was just a friend. The only thing me and Jessica had in common was our traumatic childhood. Breonna had nothing to worry about. 
 
      
 
    “I heard what happened to your friend, Grizzy. I wanted to give you my deepest condolences,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it but tell Antonio to hit me up before he goes to school.” 
 
      
 
    “I will, goodnight,” she replied, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    Breonna was staring at me with her arms crossed. I pinched her cheek to get her to smile. “What are you mad for?” 
 
      
 
    “You should’ve told her she can’t be calling you this late. I accepted y’all’s friendship, do I have to accept late night phone calls too?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “She’s like a sister to me.” 
 
      
 
    “So, can I have a play brother?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I ran a red light because I wasn’t paying attention to the road. “You almost made me crash, shorty. Who do you want your play brother to be, Bre? That non rappin’ ass nigga, Gutta?” 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t talked to him since Redz’s party,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Keep it that way.” 
 
      
 
    “Why are men selfish? You can have a female friend, but I can’t have a male friend?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You do have male friends. You have Trigg, Monty, Nick and Reeko.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know about Reeko anymore. He seems a bit off,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Elaborate.” 
 
      
 
    “He gives me stalker vibes and he shows signs of obsessive behavior. He keeps hounding Kat after she keeps telling him to stay away from her. It’s like he doesn’t understand what ‘no’ means. I even think he robbed Kat’s house, so she can think her ex-boyfriend is responsible. Do you think he did it?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’on know, shorty, but time will tell.” 
 
      
 
    Hell, yeah that nigga probably did it! 
 
      
 
    ********* 
 
      
 
      
 
    After entering Breonna's apartment, I stepped over a few boxes. We were in the process of relocating to a house near her school. The apartment was packed except for the bedroom. I entered the bathroom and took the pill bottle from my pocket. Quitting wasn't as simple as I had anticipated. I tried to see how long I could go without taking the pill; I could only manage three hours without it. Breonna knocked on the bathroom door while I was taking off my clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want a cup of tea?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, put a lot of honey in it too!” 
 
      
 
    I popped the top off the pill bottle then tossed a few back. A song by Stephanie Mills was playing from the living room when I left the bathroom; the candles in the hallway were lit. Breonna had set the mood for us to make love. I went into the kitchen while she was boiling plant leaves for the tea. She giggled when I stood behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. I gripped a handful of her hair, moving it away from her face. A moan spilled off her lips after I kissed her neck. I unhooked the strap on her baggy jean jumper, letting it fall to the floor. The burgundy tight-fitting leotard she was wearing underneath the jumper made her ass look bigger than it already was; the sight of her voluptuous ass was breathtaking. I unbuttoned the part between her legs to get to the treat. I turned the stove off; tea was the last thing on my mind. She turned around, wrapping her arms around my neck. I picked her up and sat her on the counter. She took the leotard off, tossing it across the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm,” she moaned when I rubbed her pussy. 
 
      
 
    Her fat mound was swallowing her panties and the wetness from her center was seeping through. I haven’t felt Breonna’s pussy without a condom and couldn’t wait any longer. She moved to the edge of the counter so I could take her panties off. Her neatly trimmed center caused my mouth to water. I put my face between her legs, inhaling the scent of shea butter she used to moisturize her skin. She rested against the cabinet as I kissed her inner thighs; her pussy was glistening from the nectar spilling from between her legs. I suckled on her pink bud, while easing a finger into her wetness. Her pussy gripped my middle finger as I was reaching for her G-spot. She bucked her hips forward, moaning my name. Breonna was creaming down my finger at the same time her pussy was gripping it. I flicked my tongue against her bud; her legs trembled while locking around my neck. Her breathing got heavier, and her pussy was getting juicer. Her cream was dripping down my beard onto my chest. 
 
      
 
    “SKEENOOOOOOO!” she screamed out. 
 
      
 
    Her essence went up my nose as she came. I released my dick from my boxers, my dick was hard as a missile. Breonna unhooked her bra, so I could suckle on her breasts. I smacked my heavy shaft against her pussy to make her pussy clench. That shit turned a nigga on because it looked like her entrance was blowing a kiss at me. She tensed up as I entered her. 
 
      
 
    “Fuckkkkkkkkk Bre. Shittttttt.” 
 
      
 
    It was warm, tight, and soaking wet. I grabbed her breast, placing her nipple between my lips to muffle my groans. Breonna wasn’t the type of shorty that came off in and out strokes. I had to grind into her spot like I was stirring a pot of grits while devouring her nipples. The splashing sounds and her cries of pleasure were hypnotizing. She was having another orgasm; her essence was oozing out. 
 
      
 
    “I LOVE YOUUUUUUUUU!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I love you more,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I exploded into Breonna after I told myself I was going to pull out. Truth be told, I think I nutted as soon as I slid in. She licked my lips, before she kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and picked her up. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t drop me!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “This is grown man strength, shorty,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I carried her to the bedroom to finish what we started. Breonna gave me a taste of raw pussy and I was far from done. I laid her on the bed then flipped her over. Her ass cheeks jiggled like Jell-O after I smacked it. I spread her cheeks to enter her again while she was lying flat on her stomach. That position was meant for pounding. She gripped the sheets after I slammed into her pussy. I know the people next door couldn’t get any sleep since the headboard was banging against the wall. Fuck it, we were moving anyway. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Skeeno! Wake up! I’m going to be late to school!” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    When I opened my eyes, she was fully dressed and standing next to the bed. My body was too exhausted, though, so I was unable to move. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Bre, just take my car to school. You gotta learn how to drive on the highway anyway,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    My phone rang as I was about to close my eyes and try to sleep for a little while longer. I was surprised when Breonna grabbed my phone off the nightstand and answered it. 
 
      
 
    “He’s in bed, Jessica. Why do you keep calling…No, he cannot come over for breakfast,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Hand me my phone, Bre,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    Breonna threw my phone and it hit my chin. “Get up and take me to school!” she said, on her way out the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the phone, but Jessica hung up. I got out of bed looking for Breonna. She was in the living room watering her plant. 
 
      
 
    “What did you answer my phone for?” 
 
      
 
    “Because that bitch has been calling all morning. She’s the reason why I was able to wake up after only getting two hours of sleep. The bitch is being disrespectful and now I have a problem with y’all again,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I’m not tryin’ to hear that. Don’t answer my phone again.” 
 
      
 
    “And what are you going to do about it, Skeeno? Beat my ass? Pistol whip me? Cuss me out?” she asked, with an attitude. 
 
      
 
    “Do it again and find out,” I warned. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe I will. Matter of fact, I’m going to find my own way to school,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “How, Bre? Cabs don’t drive up there and you still don’t know your way around, so what are you gonna do?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She picked up her book bag and purse off the couch. I noticed she was wearing a short plaid skirt with knee-highs. Her hair was styled in a messy ponytail with a few coils falling into her face. Breonna was a diamond; she was God’s gift to me. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, Bre. You win, shorty. I’ll talk to her and tell her we can’t be cool anymore if she keeps overstepping the boundaries. Is that cool?” 
 
      
 
    “See how easy that was?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Bruh, give me ten minutes to shower and get dressed.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, me and Breonna were leaving the apartment. The woman that lived next door to Breonna grilled us while she was locking her door. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t appreciate all that noise y’all were making last night. The next time y’all keep me up, I’m calling the cops,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We’re moving anyway so call them,” Breonna sarcastically replied. 
 
      
 
    The neighbor walked past us and while Breonna was locking the door, she blew me a kiss and winked at me. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty probably was gettin’ horny listenin’ to us. Baby, you were loud though while you were cummin’,” I told Bre. 
 
      
 
    She playfully smacked my arm. “Don’t put me on the spot like that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    We walked down the stairs to my whip and there was a folded piece of paper on the windshield. Breonna snatched it out of my hand. “Damn, how do you wake up moody after gettin’ dicked down for two hours?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “This is Melanie from apartment 2A. Here’s my number, call me,” Breonna read out loud. 
 
      
 
    Melanie drove past us in a Buick. She rolled her eyes at Breonna before she sped off. 
 
      
 
    “That old heifer. She’s old enough to be your mama,” she complained. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t trip over that, Bre. We’re movin’ tomorrow like you said.” 
 
      
 
    Breonna ripped the note up before she got in the car. My cellphone rang, and she smacked her teeth. I dropped the phone in her lap after I got in the car. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and answer it.” 
 
      
 
    “Umph, you don’t have to tell me twice,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She gave the phone to me after she answered it. “Yoo,” I said into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Fredrika just called and told me Reeko has cracked ribs, shattered kneecaps, a broken jaw, and nose. He gotta eat through a straw for a couple of weeks. He’s gonna be down for a minute,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, bro, he must’ve been beaten wit’ somethin’. I knew he was gonna pull through though. Reek is built tough like an ox.” 
 
      
 
    “And we’re on the banned visitors list,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I figured that. Ernestine wasn’t trippin’ when we used to put groceries in her house wit’ our money or that time we pitched in and paid her rent. But it’s all good, that two-left foot broad ain’t gotta worry about any of that anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see you when I get down the way,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “One,” I replied, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, you wanna stop at this bagel shop really quick?” I asked, but she didn’t respond. I looked over and she was sleeping with her head against the window. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I arrived at Breonna’s college an hour and a half late because of traffic. I tapped her leg, “Bre, wake up.” 
 
      
 
    She woke up looking around, realizing we were on campus. “I missed my foreign language class,” she said, while looking at her watch. 
 
      
 
    “That’s my fault for keepin’ you up.” 
 
      
 
    She reached over and kissed my cheek. “I can get the notes from a classmate,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed her purse and backpack. I went into my pocket to peel off a few bills. “I have money,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I opened her purse, putting the money in the zipper part. “My treat to breakfast.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled, “thanks Daddy,” she joked. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, go to class before I lift that skirt up.” 
 
      
 
    I saw a group of niggas in football jackets standing near a bench, watching my whip. It could’ve been because I was driving a brand-new money green S-class Mercedes, or they were waiting for my shorty to get out of the car. Breonna wasn’t looking like the average college girl. She was carrying a Chanel bag and was wearing the diamond earrings, tennis bracelet and choker I copped for her. Females with money attracted niggas the same way niggas with money attracted gold diggers. She was ready to get out of the car. 
 
      
 
    “Hold up, Bre. Don’t get out yet, until I do.” 
 
      
 
    “Why?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You know any niggas over there?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I have a class with the one sitting on the bench eating an apple. His name is Shawn,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “He likes you?” 
 
      
 
    “We talk sometimes about class, and he invited me to a party before, but that’s it,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t wear this short ass shit again, aight?” I said, referring to her skirt. 
 
      
 
    “I think you are overreacting. He knows I have a boyfriend,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You have a man, shorty and that doesn’t mean anything. He has been watchin’ us since I pulled up. I’ll let you out,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Normally, I wouldn't get out of the car to drop her off or pick her up, but I did this time to make my presence known. 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t have to get out,” she said, after I opened her door. 
 
      
 
    “I want these lil’ niggas to know you ain’t single, you feel me?” 
 
      
 
    A group of preppy college girls walking past were eye fucking me. Monty always says, ‘college girls like bad guys’. Breonna stood on the tip of her toes and planted a kiss on my lips. 
 
      
 
    “You can leave now, Skeeno,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll watch you walk in. Have a good day and hit me up between classes.” 
 
      
 
    “I will, handsome, you have one too,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I leaned against my whip and watched her walk up the stairs to the building. A middle-aged, brown-skinned woman wearing glasses was walking towards my car. She was dressed in a silk blouse and a skirt with a pin-up hairdo and was carrying a briefcase. 
 
      
 
    I gotta get the fuck outta here. 
 
      
 
    “You must be Breonna’s big brother. I teach her chemistry class. My name is Daphne, Professor Daphne to be exact,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “That’s my shorty, as in I’m her man.” 
 
      
 
    “My apologies, you look very mature. I would’ve never guessed,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    These older broads have really been temptin’ me lately. Damn, and she has a pretty face and nice hips. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not as old as you think Miss. Daphne.” 
 
      
 
    She blushed while pushing up her glasses. “Stay blessed young man,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She walked away, throwing her hips side-to-side. I wasn’t trying to step out on Breonna, but I was still a man, and that professor was thick in all the right areas. 
 
      
 
    ********* 
 
      
 
      
 
    I knocked on Jessica’s door to find out what she wanted. She was calling me too much and it was becoming troublesome. The door opened; she was standing in front of me dripping wet and wearing a towel. She stepped to the side to let me enter her house. 
 
      
 
    She closed the front door. “You finally pulled your dick out of that girl long enough to check up on me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, so we can talk face-to-face.” 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth. “I guess I’m in trouble,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and put some clothes on.” 
 
      
 
    She went to her bedroom to get dressed. Tom and Jerry cartoon was on the living room TV. I rolled a blunt on the coffee table while watching Jerry outsmart Tom. Jessica came back into the living room fully clothed. 
 
      
 
    “Can you take me to the grocery store?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, let me finish rollin’ this up.” 
 
      
 
    She sat on the couch next to me. “I didn’t mean to keep calling you like that. I panicked thinking you weren’t allowed to come back over here since I haven’t heard from you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You are givin’ my shorty the wrong idea, Jess. I don’t need my home in an uproar because you keep callin’ me durin’ late hours. If you respect me, I’m gonna always be here, but if you can’t respect me, I gotta fall back.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I won’t do it anymore so tell your lil’ girlfriend I apologize,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready when you are,” I said, after I finished rolling my blunt. 
 
      
 
    “We can leave now,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can I drive?” Jessica asked, after we walked out her house. 
 
      
 
    I tossed her the key because I wanted to lay back and smoke. “This car is sooooo beautiful. It must be nice to be able to buy cars whenever you want,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I switch up to confuse people. You never know who is watchin’ your move.” 
 
      
 
    She excitedly got in the driver’s seat. I had the seat all the way back when I was driving, so she had to adjust it. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand how y’all can drive like this,” she complained. 
 
      
 
    I sparked up my blunt to distract myself from needing a pill. Rehab was the only solution, but what were the chances of running into someone at rehab who knew me? And if people knew of my addiction, they would never let me live it down. I’ll forever be the nigga that popped pills. I knew a handful of people who have been clean for years, but folks would still call them a crackhead. Thinking that way wasn’t helping me, but I was too paranoid about it. 
 
      
 
    “You are quiet over there,” Jessica said. 
 
      
 
    “You know I think a lot.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell me what’s on your mind,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, just pay attention to the road while drivin’ my car.” 
 
      
 
    “For someone who has a girlfriend, you sure act like you don’t get any pussy. You are always grumpy,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I just don’t like nosey folks. If a nigga wants you to know somethin’, he’ll tell you instead of you havin’ to ask him. So, don’t ask me shit. It’s just that simple.” 
 
      
 
    “You must be offering good sex because I can’t see how Bianca can put  up with your standoffish attitude,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “My shorty’s name is Breonna. And I’m different when I’m with her, like shorty can get the world from me.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay nigga you ain’t gotta rub it in,” she said. 
 
      
 
    We got to the grocery store in twelve minutes. “How much do you need?” 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t coming in?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, so don’t be long.” 
 
      
 
    I handed her a hundred-dollar bill towards her groceries before she exited the car. It was almost eleven o’clock, so I hit up Trigg because I knew he was out and about. 
 
      
 
    BOW! BOW! 
 
      
 
    I heard a shotgun in the background after he answered. “Bro, what are you doin’?” 
 
      
 
    “Huntin’ deer wit’ Gramps. You should slide through,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be there after I drop Jessica off.” 
 
      
 
    “The girl wit’ the son?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    “Lady Mafia is fittin’ to get you, especially my lil’ nigga Redz,” Trigg joked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. Breonna already knows about Jessica, so I ain’t got nothin’ to hide. I’ll be over there soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, bring a pack of blunts too,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Bet,” I replied, then hung up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica came out of the store pushing a cart. I looked at the time and she was only gone for thirty minutes. “Did you get everything you needed?” I asked, after I got out of the car. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, thank you. Are you staying for lunch?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the bags to put in the trunk. “I’m goin’ to my pops crib.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Hey, you!” a man shouted from behind me. 
 
      
 
    I turned around and it was Breonna’s parents. Those muthafuckas were still in Annapolis. 
 
      
 
    “Who is that?” Jessica asked. 
 
      
 
    “My shorty’s parents.” 
 
      
 
    Harold looked inside my car. “Where is my daughter?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “She’s in school, but you need to step back from my whip before I knock you on your ass again.” 
 
      
 
    Breonna’s mother was dressed in church clothes; she almost looked innocent. “I knew you were a dog. What number is this baby mama?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Harold stood next to his wife with his arms crossed. “This car looks a little bit out of your budget. Who did you hotwire it from?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Shyan, why are her parents talking to you like this?” Jessica asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because I’m fuckin’ their daughter raw,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Your time is running out buddy. I’m going to make you pay for what you did to my family. Look at you, with your baggy pants and heavy chains around your neck like a slave. You people are disgraceful,” Harold said. 
 
      
 
    Sheila poked her lip out. “That’s right, low down scum,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I closed the trunk. “Get in the car shorty,” I told Jessica. 
 
      
 
    She was hesitating to get into the car. “Go ahead,” I said to her. 
 
      
 
    “Hopefully, we can run into each other again, Harold. The third time is always a charm. And you, Sheila, with the Underground Railroad pussy, I know you freed a lot of niggas cum back in your day,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Sheila burst into tears as she walked away. “Get away from that wicked demon!” she yelled out to her husband. 
 
      
 
    “Be a good ol’ boy and listen to your wife Harold,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    He angrily stormed away to catch up to his wife. I got in the driver’s seat and Jessica was fuming. 
 
      
 
    “Is that bitch worth it, Shyan?" Where has your dignity gone? How can you be with a girl who has such parents? Wasn't the mental, emotional, and physical abuse you experienced as a child enough? This irritated me because you deserve better! As I previously stated, you cannot be with someone whose family does not accept you," she said. 
 
      
 
    “And I've already told you that I don't give a fuck about family!  Her parents have identity problems. They will never accept me because of the color of my skin. That is somethin' I cannot change.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you can. You can move on. Trust me, I’ve been here before and it never works out,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you want me to do? Be wit’ a broad that has the same issues as me? Trauma bondin’ ain’t healthy and that’s what you want between us. I need balance and Breonna is that balance despite her parents.” 
 
      
 
    “I would know how to love you being as though we have the same past,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, that’s not love. You don’t even love yourself because if you did, you wouldn’t be tryin’ to force a relationship that won’t be good for us.” 
 
      
 
    Jessica broke down in tears. “I’ve tried and tried, and nothing ever works out for me. I asked God to send me a good man for me and my son then the next day, you show up at my job. It was meant to be,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Your prayer wasn’t specific enough because you only asked for a good man. That good man could be a friend, a brother, or a cousin. Shorty, you should’ve prayed for a good husband.” 
 
      
 
    Jessica cracked a smile while wiping her eyes. “You are right about that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I started the car and drove to Jessica’s house. If I hadn’t stopped by her house and taken her to the store, she wouldn’t have known anything about Breonna's parents. I should’ve gone straight to Gramps’s house. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Trigg was sitting on the porch when I arrived at Gramps' house. As I walked up the steps, I yelled, "Bro, take that shit off!" 
 
      
 
    “What? You ain’t feelin’ it? Gramps bought you an outfit too,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was wearing camouflage overalls, duck boots, a raccoon hat with binoculars around his neck. I couldn’t stop clowning him. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, I wish I had a camera. Ain’t no way you think this is cool.” 
 
      
 
    Gramps came out of the house with the same outfit as Trigg. “Your outfit is on the bed, Son,” Gramps told me. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I wasn’t goin’ to hunt in my Timbs anyway.” 
 
      
 
    I walked into the house; Trigg’s puppies were wrestling with a stuffed animal on the floor. Gramps and Trigg came into the house after me. “Around this time next year, they’ll be catching the deer for me,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “They can catch them now. Those lil’ niggas are bad as shit,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Where are the blunts?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “I left them in the cup holder. The door is unlocked,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I walked down the hallway to get to my room. Gramps had the outfit laid out across the bed. I noticed an envelope on top of my pillow. I picked it up and it was addressed to Gramps’s pool bar. The envelope was from Lolita. Gramps knocked on my door before he came into my room. 
 
      
 
    “You hungry?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m starvin’.” 
 
      
 
    “Read it, Son,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Why should I? You know what that triflin’ bitch did to me.” 
 
      
 
    “It can be the closure you need. You don’t have to respond,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Hopefully it’s a sincere apology in here ‘cause the broad do owe me that.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to get lunch started,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I opened the letter after Gramps left the bedroom… 
 
      
 
    Dear Shyan, 
 
      
 
    I’m writing this letter because I feel like I owe you a true explanation. First, let me start off by saying how much I love you. You are the only man who treated me with respect and loved me despite my flaws. I wish I was your age and we met under decent circumstances. We could've gotten married, had children and lived the life you always wanted. But unfortunately, I sold you a dream and preyed on your innocence because of my selfishness. You see, when I was sixteen, I ran away from home to be with a man eight years older than me. He was a smooth talker, had plenty of money, wore nice fur coats and drove a clean Cadillac. He spoiled me, put me in an apartment and bought me my first car. But it all came to an end when he gave me an ultimatum. I could continue living the lavish life or I would be homeless. Of course, I chose the lavish life and that’s when my life turned upside down. I found out Big Pete was a pimp and he spoiled me that way, so I could be in debt to him. Shyan, I became a prostitute at the age of seventeen. I still loved that man despite him making me sell my body for him. I did whatever he wanted me to do, trying to win him over. But there was a bitch in my way who was his main hoe, Shanate aka Suga. Big Pete loved Suga, and she was the only one out of his hoes that lived with him. She was prettier than me, had a better body and the men went crazy over her. She was a problem that had to be taken care of because she had my man, the man that I would do anything for. Big Pete promised he would marry me and move me into his mansion with him and Suga, but it never happened. We ended up pregnant by him at the same time. He made me sell my pussy while Suga was allowed to rest. My belly was growing and so was my hate for Suga. I wanted her and her unborn child out of my life. So, one day I invited her out to the hair salon with me. She had no idea how much I hated her. I paid a group of hoodlums to kidnap Suga. I wanted them to beat her up and make her lose her baby, but what they did to her was way worse. They were torturing Suga for two months. Somehow, she managed to escape the kidnappers and came back home. She lost her value when she returned to Big Pete. Some of her teeth were knocked out, she lost weight and her once beautiful face was gone. Big Pete dragged her from the house and vowed to kill her if she returned because he couldn't stand to see her. My goal was accomplished, but karma has a sense of humor.  We went broke because Big Pete developed a gambling and alcohol addiction. His reputation began to deteriorate, and his other hoes moved elsewhere. He became more violent towards me and began to beat me daily. We stayed in a motel for a month until my Newtowne apartment became available. Suga found out we lived in that neighborhood. She brought a newborn baby to my apartment and begged us to take him because she was homeless and had a drug problem. We didn’t have the money to feed an extra mouth, so Big Pete turned her away. That baby was you, Shyan. You are Big Pete and Suga’s first born child…you are my daughter’s brother. I loved Big Pete so much that I had to have his son to feel like I was still with him. You have his eyes, nose, and the charm he used to have. The life your father promised to me, I tried to get it from you. I’d kill myself if I could because I’m a sick person. Don’t think this letter is me asking for forgiveness, but I do owe you a lifetime of apologies for destroying your mother and you… 
 
      
 
      
 
    By the time I finished, I was sobbing like a newborn baby on the floor. The bitch I once loved was the reason I grew up in various foster homes, all of which were abusive. Trigg stormed into the room. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, what the fuck happened?” he asked. In an instant, I became delirious. I pulled out my gun to end the ties I had to Lolita and Big Pete. I put the gun to my head. Trigg looked at me in confusion. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t do it, bro. I don’t know what happened, but I can fix it. We’ll fix it, I promise. Just talk to me, bro,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Grizzy was fucking Suga and getting head from her. My homeboy was fucking my mother and feeding her drugs. I saw Suga get beat up by other fiends for stealing from them. I remembered when Monty cussed her out for scratching his car with a cart. I couldn’t live with the guilt of knowing my mother was suffering right in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “Make sure Gramps doesn't see my body. Keep him from comin’ in here.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t love me if you want me to see my brother blow his fuckin’ brains out! I swear I won’t forgive you, Skeeno. We had plans, remember? Yo, don’t do it. If you feel like nobody don’t love you, I do,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m tired of livin’ like this, fam.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled the trigger… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Trigg 
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   S keeno’s gun jammed when he pulled the trigger. I took that as an opportunity to tackle him. The gun slid underneath the bed; I held him down as he reached underneath the bed for his gun. Gramps came into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “What is going on here?” he asked, as he pulled me off Skeeno. Skeeno got up from the floor and kicked over the dresser. I wondered if he had a bad pill because he was crying and talking out of his head. 
 
      
 
    He paced back and forth, saying, "I shouldn't have been born.” He kicked the TV over after punching a hole in the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you are fucking up Gramps’s crib!” 
 
      
 
    “That bitch used me! She fuckin’ used me! Redz and Latrina are my sisters. Suga and Big Pete are my parents! I can't live like this, bro. That whore has been plottin’ on my life since I was a baby,” Skeeno shouted. 
 
      
 
    I was trying to get Skeeno to settle down when Gramps picked up a letter off the floor. I grabbed the gun to tuck inside my overalls as soon as he flipped over the bed. As a result of punching a hole in the wall, blood was dripping on the floor from him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Let him mess up the room, Trigg. If this is his way of releasing anger, fuck it. We can always fix it,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    I went into the hallway to catch my breath. Gramps left out of Skeeno’s room and was ready to close the door behind. “Leave it open Gramps, so we can keep an eye on him. He was tryin’ to off himself before you came into the room. I think he got a hold of a bad pill. You heard what he was sayin’ about Big Pete and Suga?” 
 
      
 
    “Read for yourself,” he said, then slapped the letter against my chest. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to read all of this while he’s trippin’ and breakin’ shit?” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno hurled a lamp across the room; the lamp went through the bedroom window. I was ready to go back into the room because the damages were getting worse but Gramps pulled me back. 
 
      
 
    “I said let him, Son. This is my house anyway and this is what he needs,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t see Skeeno in that predicament any longer. It was heartbreaking and I didn’t know what to do about it. Skeeno had a crazy upbringing, and I was beginning to think the pills were making him reflect a lot on the past. I went into the living room and sat in the recliner. Lolita’s name on the back of the letter caught my attention. I turned the paper over to read from the beginning. You see a lot of grimey shit in the streets, especially when it comes to folks scheming. A person would stab their grandmother to get rich, but I have never seen a broad like Lolita before. Skeeno  had really cared for her, and it was all a joke to her. The sounds of glass breaking, thumping, and stomping that were coming from Skeeno’s bedroom stopped. I got up to check on him. Gramps was holding Skeeno tightly as he cried on his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Let it out, Son. Let it all out,” he told him. 
 
      
 
    I felt myself getting teary eyed too, watching Skeeno have a breakdown. I went into the other guest bedroom to change my clothes. Lolita was a manipulator and could’ve been lying to Skeeno to set him off. The only way I would believe what was in the letter was  if Suga confirmed it; I had to go to Newtowne to talk to Suga. My cellphone rang while I was getting dressed. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you? I thought you were takin’ me on a date,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t, somethin’ came up.” 
 
      
 
    “But you keep puttin’ it off, Trigg,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make it up to you.” 
 
      
 
    Redz smacked her teeth. “Yo, do you need to floss?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “How can you not make time for me? I’m tryin’ to make it right and you are still bein’ distant. You come home late then leave early in the mornin’. I’m the only one tryin’ to save this relationship, Kamontae,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m hella busy right now, Redz. We can discuss this later.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, where are you at?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m in a house wit’ a roof. I’ll see you when I get home,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz hung up on me. I was going to call her back to apologize but shorty didn’t understand how busy I’ve been lately. I’m getting more product and don’t have enough niggas on my team to move it fast enough. Recruiting more men wasn’t even an option since I didn’t trust too many folks. I left the guest room; Gramps was still hugging Skeeno. Instead of telling them I was leaving, I quietly left the house so I wouldn’t interrupt them. My cellphone rang while I was backing out of the driveway. I already knew it was Redz calling back. 
 
      
 
    “I apologize for comin’ at you like that. I’ll make it up to you later this week,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    The woman on the phone giggled. “This is Tashae,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I was ready to ask shorty how she got my number, but I remembered she had it when she planned Redz’s party. “Is my father straight?” I asked because she didn’t have a reason to call me. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, he’s on the balcony at my parent’s house eating lunch with them. Are you stopping by?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, I know our fathers are like brothers, but me and you ain’t gotta be close like them. You know I’m a taken man and under no circumstance will I cross that line wit’ you.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself. I’m calling because my mother wants to meet you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled because Tashae thought she could outsmart me. Shorty wanted me, but she was playing games and being indirect with it. “You do want me, Tashae and it’s cool. You won’t be the first or the last shorty.” 
 
      
 
    “You are so full of yourself,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You make it too obvious sweetheart.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you flirting with me, Kamontae?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you flatter yourself.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to make you happy because I can sense there’s trouble in paradise,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I’ll admit, Tashae was mature and knew how to stroke a man’s ego. Her statement that she wanted to make me happy increased my respect for her because she was most likely the only person who noticed I wasn't happy. I told Redz we could work it out, but I still couldn’t get over her letting another nigga tell her what to do with her body. How in the fuck was Grizzy’s say more important than mine when that was my seed? I tried to be sympathetic to Redz’s feelings because I do love her, but I wasn’t okay and I shouldn’t have to force it. I should be able to express how I truly feel without having to feel guilty. 
 
      
 
    “Hellooooo, are you there?” Tashae asked. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, I was drivin’ in a bad area.” 
 
      
 
    “Sooo, when can I see you? Maybe you can come to my house later, and I’ll cook for you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Don’t do it, Trigg. Redz just lost a baby and you’re already thinkin’ about fuckin’ another woman. Fuck, leadin’ this woman on is wrong. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not able to do that. I’m in the middle of takin’ care of business though, so I gotta rap to you another time.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but just remember, I’m here when you need me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I pressed the End button; I almost reverted back to my old ways. My dick was trying to burst out of my sweats when I looked down. Tashae had me aroused—I needed some pussy! 
 
      
 
    ********* 
 
      
 
      
 
    I parked my car on the strip of Newtowne next to a group of dudes who were drinking and smoking.  “Yo, have you seen Suga?” I asked a young dude named Mick. 
 
      
 
    “No; come to think of it, I haven’t seen shorty all day,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “She might be on Dirt Road,” a dude named Case said. 
 
      
 
    “Good lookin’ out,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Dirt Road was a long road in the back of the neighborhood. You had to cut through the woods to get to it. Back in the 1950’s a girl went missing on that stretch of road so it was believed to be haunted, well that was the tale the old folks used to tell us. Now, Dirt Road was the home for many fiends; we used to call it Crackhead City. 
 
      
 
    “Can I talk to you for a second?” Pitt asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Make it quick,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I stepped away from the group to see what the lil’ nigga wanted. “Can you tell Skeeno I apologize for disrespectin’ him. I said a few things to him. I had no bidness tellin’ him I fucked Lolita in his crib, matter of fact, I shouldn’t have been in his crib anyway,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You were man enough to step to him like that then you should be man enough to tell him yourself. Skeeno be down here like er’day nigga. I’m not doin’ any favors for you.” 
 
      
 
    “He might beat my ass again,” he whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Imagine what would’ve happened if he had found you in his crib? You weren’t worried then so you shouldn’t be worried now.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t face him, Trigg. He warned me about Lolita but she shitted on me too. I went to the hospital to see her and the maintenance man was there. He tells me Lolita is pregnant for him. I didn’t believe it until she wrote me a letter apologizin’ for what she did to me and gettin’ pregnant by someone else,” he said. 
 
      
 
    That hoe ass broad must be writin’ letters to everyone she crossed. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t got no choice but to face him, Pitt. If it’s genuine then you’ll want him to hear it from your own mouth.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded his head. “Yeah, you're right,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, be easy,” I replied, then bopped off. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The walk to Dirt Road took four minutes. Clothes were thrown over tree branches and needles were sprawled out in the grass. A woman was sitting on a tree log shooting heroin in her veins. Open sores were on her arms, neck and face with puss oozing out. Her ankles looked like they belonged to a five-hundred pound man on her skinny and frail body. I had to watch  where I stepped because shit was everywhere. A man and woman were fucking underneath a tent made out of sheets. I searched around for Suga in every tent and couldn’t find her, so I went deeper into the woods. Three men were huddled near a trash can fire. I recognized one of them because he was one of Gramps’s old friends. Tim wasn’t a fiend though; he was an alcoholic. There were a lot of homeless alcoholics living on Dirt Road too. 
 
      
 
    “Have you seen Suga, Tim?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Go further up past that big oak tree covered in spray paint,” he pointed. “You’ll see her cart,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Good lookin’ out.” 
 
      
 
    “My services ain’t free youngin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I gave Tim forty dollars and he looked like it wasn’t enough. “You come through here every day lookin’ like a rapstar and this all you got?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I lost all my bread in a dice game,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make do. And tell Stanley he still owes me a bottle of Wild Irish Rose, I ain’t forget,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell him.” 
 
      
 
    I walked further up and past the graffiti covered tree and saw Suga’s cart. Suga was sleeping on a piece of cardboard when I found her.  It was only sixty degrees outside and Suga was dressed in a snowsuit, a wool hat and red rain boots. Her face was drenched in sweat as she peacefully slept. 
 
      
 
    “Suga!” I called out, and she didn’t budge. 
 
      
 
    “Suga!” I repeated, while shaking her. 
 
      
 
    She popped up, aiming her musket at me. “I told you Sweet Pussy is closed today!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Trigg. And where did you get that old ass gun from?” 
 
      
 
    “I stole it from one of my johns; what are you doin’ back here, Trigg? I hope you ain’t lookin’ for my fat pussy,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t come back here for that.” 
 
      
 
    She slid her musket underneath a bush. “Goddamn it, did Petey tell you I stole your catalytic converter? If you came back here for it, I don’t have it. I sold it a long time ago,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Hold up, that was you? I was in high school, Suga. How could you do me like that? That was my first car too,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “You had plenty of cars after that. Tell me what you need so I can go back to sleep,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I handed her the letter Lolita wrote to Skeeno. Suga was squinting to see the words on the paper. “My eyes are bad, Trigg. What is this?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I’m gonna get straight down to the point. Lolita wrote Skeeno a letter and told him about you, her and Big Pete. I need to know if you are his mother, Suga.” 
 
      
 
    She coughed, and it was a rattling cough. Suga went inside her snowsuit and pulled out a bottle of whiskey. She drank the whiskey to clear her throat. Suga’s face was deteriorating, and her dried lips were bleeding. I wondered what Suga looked like before she gave her life to the streets because I couldn’t tell if Skeeno resembled her. 
 
      
 
    “She told Skeeno everything? That hoe could never hold water,” she said, after she cleared her throat. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know if it was everything, but she did tell him about you, her, and Big Pete. Y’all were his hoes that were pregnant by him at the same time.” 
 
      
 
    Suga chuckled, “that hoe still telling people Latrina is Big Pete’s daughter, huh? Skeeno and Redz are real siblings. Latrina got a different daddy. Why do you think Big Pete was beating that child like that?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Lolita ain’t put that in the letter.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, the bitch didn’t. Latrina's real daddy was an old man she was selling herself to. And he died right on top of her,” Suga coughed out. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want Skeeno to know I’m his mother, Trigg. Tell him Lolita is lying, okay? Can you do that for me? I won’t be here long, I’m dying anyway. This is what I wanted though so I can’t blame God. I just wished my lifestyle would’ve killed me faster,” she continued. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno was abused in the foster homes; has burn marks from an iron on his arms and back. He went through a lot until Gramps adopted him. It took Skeeno a long time to get over that and when he did, he started messin’ with Lolita then she shitted on him too. The lies gotta end now, Suga. Regardless of what you did to get by, he deserves the truth.” 
 
      
 
    Tears fell from her eyes. “I’m just Crackhead Suga to him. That is all I will ever be. If you really care for him, you’ll tell him that Lolita lied to him. It’s too late for me to be a mother,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Did you know, shorty had you set up so you could lose your son? You were kidnapped, right? Lolita paid those men to do that to you. You gotta boss up on her, Suga. That woman destroyed you and your son.” 
 
      
 
    “She didn’t set me up. I don’t believe that,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she did. She took you to get your hair done and you were kidnapped afterwards, right? The men were supposed to beat you to lose your baby, but they kept you for two months.” 
 
      
 
    Suga took another swig of her whiskey. “For years I thought it was because Big Pete owed someone money. I wouldn’t have guessed she was behind it. She took my life away from me, fucked my son and nephew knowin’ they were related. I should’ve stabbed that bitch in her chest instead of her face,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Let me take you to the hospital. At least get well enough to talk to Skeeno. He gotta hear the truth from you.” 
 
      
 
    “How did…how did he take the news after he read the letter?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Bad enough to make me want to send Lolita six feet under. I think everything he's been through in his life poured out today. Usually, I know how to get through to him, but I couldn’t earlier. It's like I wasn’t even there.” 
 
      
 
    “Hold on,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She stood from the ground and went behind a tree. I curiously watched her, hoping shorty wasn’t going to go to the bathroom in my presence. Suga was known for pissing anywhere in front of anybody. She was scratching at the dirt; it seemed she was digging something up. “Here it goes,” she said, picking up an old coin box. She opened the box, picking up a few pictures. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go. Give this to him,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She handed me the pictures. One picture was of a baby and the other was of a pregnant gorgeous woman standing next to a 1971 Cadillac. The woman’s hair was styled into two big afro puffs. She was wearing a white fur coat and white leather boots. She had a beautiful smile with deep dimples and high cheekbones. She looked rich too, with diamond rings on all of her fingers. In the background was Lolita enviously looking at the woman. The picture was taken in front of a mansion. 
 
      
 
    “I’m the woman in the fur coat. Umph, I was a hot thing back in the day. Everybody had a sweet tooth for Suga. I’ll never look like that again, though, so tell Shyan that the woman in the picture is his mother, but this woman right here isn’t,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give it to him.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, now let me go back to sleep. I’m tired,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you change your mind about this and tell him yourself.” 
 
      
 
    She laid back down on the cardboard. “I need my rest,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Suga had her mind made up, she didn’t want to face Skeeno. I walked back to my car with a heavy heart. Skeeno deserved to hear the truth from his mother instead of Lolita. I had to do something about it; I couldn’t let my brother Skeeno go out like that. Nick was standing by my car when I came back from Dirt Road. 
 
      
 
    “I heard you went on Dirt Road. Only niggas go back there to get head and pussy. Bro, you fuckin’ a fiend?” he whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Hell no, nigga. You trippin’,” I replied, while giving him dap. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up with Heavy T? Did he say what happened to Reeko? We can’t let this go,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna holla at him when I leave here then I’ll get back to y’all wit’ the next move.” 
 
      
 
    Redz’s car pulled up next to mine. She got out, slamming her door. I just knew it was fitting to be trouble. “Nigga, you don’t look busy to me!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, here we go.” 
 
      
 
    “And I’m gonna keep goin’ there. You ain’t doin’ anything but standin’ on the damn strip talkin’ to Nick,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and take care of that. I’m gonna be in Peanut’s buildin’,” Nick told me, before he left. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, don’t embarrass me like that again. You saw me talkin to my homeboy.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gettin’ real agitated, Trigg. You keep puttin’ me off!” she said. 
 
      
 
    I pulled Redz to the side of the laundromat building to avoid people in our business. “We couldn’t talk about this at home?” 
 
      
 
    “You keep avoidin’ me and it’s stressin’ me out,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I told you I have been busy. How many times do I have to tell you?” 
 
      
 
    I noticed she was wearing tight jeans with her sweater and knee-high heeled boots. The red lipstick on her lips did it for me every time. I went in for a kiss and she mushed me. “Don’t try to love on me now, nigga. Keep that same energy you had over the phone,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just be home by ten. I gotta discuss somethin’ wit’ you.” 
 
      
 
    “Discuss what?” 
 
      
 
    “We can’t do it here, it’s a lot.” 
 
      
 
    Redz leaned against the building then crossed her arms. “Who is the woman, Trigg?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Bro what?” 
 
      
 
    “Only time niggas need to have a discussion is when they do somethin’ wrong. Who did you cheat on wit’ me?” she asked, with a straight face. 
 
      
 
    “Do I really treat you that badly for you to think I’m smashin’ another woman?” 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you unhappy wit’ me? You are nice to me around our friends, but behind closed doors, we’re distant. The last time we were even close to each other was when I topped you off. You don’t touch me when we’re alone and you fall asleep on the couch. So, yes, I do think there is someone else,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought we were takin’ it one day at a time. You said it was cool as long as I came home. You didn’t say we had to sleep in the same bed. And yeah, I’m different around our peoples so they won’t be in our business. But, Redz, you really think I’m supposed to be this happy go lucky nigga after we just lost a baby? You can pretend all you want to but I can’t.” 
 
      
 
    It looked like her whole world came crashing down when I told her that. Her eyes welled up in tears and that was the reason why I held my feelings in. I hated seeing her cry and being the cause of it. 
 
      
 
    “So, you led me on?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, why are we talkin’ about this? Get out of your feelings and just listen to what the fuck I’m tellin’ you! I’m tellin’ you how I feel and you are makin’ it only about you. I didn’t lead you on, I wanna be wit’ you but I don’t know how to right now.” 
 
      
 
    “That was all you had to say,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I cupped her chin so she could focus on what I was ready to say. “Ain’t no other broad out here for me. Just because we’re havin’ problems' doesn't mean I’m gonna smash another broad.” 
 
      
 
    My two-way pager beeped and Redz pulled away from me. “Tend to that. I’ll see you when you get home,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Can you get there earlier so you can cook?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I watched her get in the car and drive down the street to Peanut’s court. The message that came through to my pager read: 
 
      
 
    1215 Crownsville. 
 
      
 
    I called Gramps after I got in the car to check on Skeeno, but he didn’t answer. Not knowing if Skeeno was going to answer the phone or not, I called him anyway. I was surprised when he picked up the phone and it sounded like he was driving. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, I know you didn’t leave Gramps’s crib.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I did. I have to pick Breonna up from school,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “One of her friends would have picked her up. You ain’t in the right headspace to be on the road. Where is Gramps?” 
 
      
 
    “He was in the bathroom when I left. Yo, I apologize for scaring you like that. I don’t know what happened, it’s like I blacked out,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Ain’t no way, fam you don’t know what happened. You were just tryin’ to blow your fuckin’ brains out!” 
 
      
 
    “I told you I’m good!” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I think you need help bro.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno chuckled, “I promise you I’m straight.” 
 
      
 
    “Bruh, are you high?” 
 
      
 
    “Shiddd, I’m a crack baby anyway. It’s in my blood,  I’ll deal wit’ this how I deal with everything else,” he said, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    I called him back but he didn’t answer. After discovering Skeeno and Redz were siblings, I saw a resemblance in their attitude; they were both stubborn. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked up to an old house on a back country road. The rusty door on the house rattled when I knocked. If I knock any harder, the house would collapse.  A second later, a masked man carrying a shotgun opened the door. 
 
      
 
    “What up, G?” I asked, giving him dap. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy lifted his mask up after he closed the door. “About time nigga,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, I had to take care of somethin’. Where is he at?” 
 
      
 
    “Walk straight back,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Where did you find this house?” 
 
      
 
    “This was my crew's old hang-out spot until we ran it down,” he said. 
 
      
 
    There were so many bullet holes in the walls, you could play Connect Four. 
 
      
 
    I walked down the hallway, coming into a kitchen with a burned stove and a mattress. Heavy T was tied to a chair, gagged by a tennis ball and duct tape. He was only wearing tighty whities. 
 
      
 
    “Where did you find this fool?” 
 
      
 
    “I got him out of one of his bitch’s houses,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Did she see you?” 
 
      
 
    “My cousin took care of her. I’m gonna be outside smokin’ so go ahead and do your thing,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy walked outside, and Heavy T began mumbling. I ripped the duct tape off his mouth; the hair on his chin ripped out too. “FUCK!” he yelled after he spit the ball out. 
 
      
 
    “What up, fam,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “This bullshit is unnecessary, Trigg! One of those niggas killed my baby mama!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Everything I do is necessary; I thought you knew that,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been paying you! Come on, man, I haven’t given you any problems,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I know that,” I replied, while pulling out my hunting knife. 
 
      
 
    “Listen, I have money stored underneath the floorboard inside my office. Take all of it! Just get me the fuck outta here,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “The only way out of here is through the maggots that are gonna feast on your blubbery ass.” 
 
      
 
    “Is this about Reeko? I told Monty everything I know! I had nothin’ to do with that!” he shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I know.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what the fuck am I here for then?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “To take the fall nigga, plain and simple. You see, I killed you because I found out you killed Grizzy and set up Reeko to take the money back you owed me. Someone gotta pay for my sins,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “You are dirty for this! My people will get you back for this!” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Where were those niggas at when I cut your finger off? Nigga, your people are bogus! They ain’t gonna do shit to me!” 
 
      
 
    “I told Reeko you were a snake!” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a businessman. I do what I gotta do so me and my crew can eat. I saved Reeko and his family’s life because he was about to upset the wrong nigga. He’ll bounce back soon.” 
 
      
 
    “FUCK YOU MUTHAFUCKA!” he yelled. 
 
      
 
    I jabbed the gutting knife Gramps used for his deer into his chest then dragged it down his stomach. Heavy T’s belly opened like pussy lips. He was gasping for air as he choked on his blood. 
 
      
 
    “That’s for callin’ me a snake, nigga!” 
 
      
 
    I continued gutting him out like a fish until he went limp. Calling me a snake was like calling me a rat and I didn’t take those words too kindly. Reeko was plotting to rob my father. He didn’t know that was my pops, but he was willing to go against the crew after we told him he was putting the crew in danger. Luckily Kash came to me and told me Reeko asked him and a few other youngins’ in the hood if they wanted in. Reeko would have sent Kash into the lion’s den had he not told me. I couldn’t take any chances, so I had to react. My other homies wouldn’t have agreed to setting up Reeko, so who else could get the job done? I sent Peeboy to Heavy T’s club to rob Reeko, that way, the crew would think Heavy T was behind it. But a snake? Naw, never that! I saved Reeko’s ass from being chopped up and thrown into the Severn River. That was what I called tough love. 
 
      
 
    *********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Redz was in the kitchen cooking when I came home. I arrived on time so she wouldn’t get another wrong idea. “I’m gonna hop in the shower really quick!” I called out to Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Okay!” she shouted from the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    I peeled my clothes off as soon as I walked into the bedroom and dropped them in the hamper. Redz came into the bedroom moments later wearing a red silk pajama set. Her breast looked so succulent and perky—I needed some pussy! 
 
      
 
    “Grizzy’s funeral is tomorrow. You know we have to go, right,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but what does he need a funeral for? The nigga already a s’more and can’t have an open casket.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t need an open casket for a funeral,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    She went into the bathroom to turn the shower on for me. “What did you do today?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She leaned against the sink while I took a piss. Redz didn’t answer me, so I asked her again. 
 
      
 
    “I went lookin’ for an apartment,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you have a whole buildin’ for your work? What do you need another apartment for?” 
 
      
 
    “I thought about what you said earlier. You said you want me, but you don’t know how to be with me right now. I have a problem wit’ that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You’re funny.” 
 
      
 
    “I need a backup plan in case you decide you want me out of your house,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll leave and let you keep the house. Why would I put you out? Can we not do this tonight, though? I just wanna shower, eat then sleep.” 
 
      
 
    She walked out of the bathroom without a comeback. I stepped into the steaming hot water, mad that I had another erection. Redz bending over and touching her toes invaded my thoughts. Next, I was jerking off imagining I had Redz bent over touching her toes while her tight pussy gripped my shaft. 
 
      
 
    The shower door opened. “Why are you callin’ me?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    She burst out laughing once she realized I was beating my dick. “I know you ain’t in here jerkin’ off while moanin’ my name. Ummm, I see I'm still on your mind,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, close the door!” 
 
      
 
    “Want to see a titty?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I slid the shower door back, Redz was still laughing. “I must be that bitch, Trigg. HA! You were treatin’ me like a stranger, but I got that thing hard like a stale Now and Later,” she bragged. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled to myself because I was embarrassed for saying her name out loud. “You stay in my business,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Your business is my business. Now, hurry up and get out so we can have this discussion,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Give me fifteen minutes.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Redz was standing at the stove when I walked into the kitchen after the shower. She had a bottle of Henny, a pitcher of Kool-aid and a bowl of fresh fruit on the kitchen table. Redz served me a plate of pot roast, mashed potatoes, string beans with smoked meat and cornbread. 
 
      
 
    “I had to call Gramps earlier to ask him how he makes his cornbread,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    She sat next to me, and I noticed the food portions on her plate were very small like snack size. “We ran out of food? Do you want some of mine?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m on a diet. I figure I’ll lose this baby weight, so I can go back to my normal size,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You look good though, nah scratch that. You are still beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    “That nut made you come to your senses, huh?” she joked. 
 
      
 
    “You know I didn’t get that far.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had a mouth full of tender pot roast; Redz wiped the side of my mouth with a napkin. Shorty was completely a different woman from the past. The old her would’ve been yelling at me, threatening to shoot me, or she would’ve left. Redz used to give up so easily on us back then, but this time she was trying to be understanding. 
 
      
 
    “What are you thinkin’ about?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you are too calm. You ain’t gonna cut my dick off in my sleep are you?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled, “It depends,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I got somethin’ to tell you and it’s hard for me to get it off my chest,” I replied, and sat my fork down. 
 
      
 
    She rubbed her temples. Redz probably gave herself a headache because she thought I was going to tell her I cheated. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, I’m tellin’ you right now. This better version of myself will revert to baseball hat and jersey Redz. So, speak slowly so I don’t get confused and you don’t get popped,” she warned. 
 
      
 
    I told Redz about her shady ass mother and what she did to Suga and Skeeno. She just stared at me as I told her about Skeeno and how I almost lost him. I thought Redz was going to get emotional after finding out Skeeno was her brother, but she didn’t. 
 
      
 
    “How do you feel, Trigg?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m supposed to be askin’ you that. It’s your mother that has the problem.” 
 
      
 
    She let out a deep breath. “Lolita doesn’t surprise me; I mean she’s in jail for sleepin’ wit’ children. She’s liable to do anything at this point. I’m askin’ you how you feel because you had to witness him put a gun to his head. Is that why you were standoffish earlier when I called?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, when you called, Skeeno, was breakin’ up shit in the guest bedroom at Gramps’s house. Then I called him like an hour later, he was on his way to get Breonna like ain’t nothin’ just happened. I think he popped more pills after I left Gramps’s house. Skeeno is spiralin’ out of control right in front of us. I gotta do somethin’.” 
 
      
 
    “We gotta do somethin’. He’s my brother too, real brother at that. Lolita sent me a letter through Latrina and I ripped it up without readin’ it. I wonder if she was tryin’ to tell me the truth too,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think you and Latrina have the same father. Suga said you and Skeeno are siblin’s but he’s no kin to Latrina.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute, do you believe Suga? Now, that’s hard to believe,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “She said Big Pete ain’t Latrina’s father and that’s why he was beatin’ on her like that. Shorty, what’s not to believe? You know your mother has a friendly pussy and she was a prostitute.  Suga is on her deathbed, do you think she’ll lie about that? Big Pete was even makin’ your mama sell her pussy while she was pregnant with Latrina, that right there should tell you he knew that wasn’t his seed.” 
 
      
 
    “So, my mama let Latrina get abused because he wasn’t her real daddy?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that seems to be right.” 
 
      
 
    “I wonder where Big Pete has been hidin’. Nobody has seen him since the property manager evicted him. I want to hear the truth from him too. I always wondered why he treated Latrina like that, but I was too scared to ask him. That man used to give me nightmares when I was younger. I looked at you as a threat more times than I could count because of him,” she admitted. 
 
      
 
    “A threat? I ain’t never raised my hand at you, even when I wanted to. I mean I did choke you out a few times, but I wasn’t beatin’ on you.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t want to love you to the point where I would allow you to. Every time you demanded somethin’ from me, it seemed like it was to control me. I always felt like I had to go above and beyond to prove to you that I am in control of myself. I’m workin’ on it though; but there is a possibility I won’t be able to give you a child, and I know how much that means to you,” she said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “We can cross that bridge later, shorty. Come here.” 
 
      
 
    Redz got up from the table; I pulled her onto my lap so she could straddle me. She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her melons against my chest. I could’ve stayed like that all night. Redz knew how to work a nigga nerve though, but I had to ask myself, could she help it? It was a tough situation because I could easily walk away with any attachments since we didn’t have kids together.  But how would it benefit me in the long run? Only thing another woman could offer me is sex. Redz was the queen of the empire I was building. Every street nigga needed a woman like Redz—I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
      
 
    “You better not cry over that nigga tomorrow at his funeral.” 
 
      
 
    She kissed my lips, “I’m gonna knock his casket over,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Brooo, you wild,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    She picked up my plate to feed me. “Damn, Redz, you really caterin’ to your man.” 
 
      
 
    “We’re for life, why wouldn’t I?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, you are just tryin’ to get a titty sucked,” I joked. 
 
      
 
    Redz sat the plate down, then grabbed a strawberry out of the fruit bowl. She slid the strap on her top off her shoulder while biting a piece of the fruit. My dick popped up like a Jack in the Box after she circled the juicy fruit around her nipple. 
 
      
 
    “You take care of me, I’ll take care of you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Redz was hinting at giving me head after I made her cum. I licked her strawberry flavored nipple until the flavor was gone. Fuck having sexual intercourse, my mind was being stimulated from exploring my shorty’s body without penetration—I was ready to bust too. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Breonna 
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   T he time on my watch read five o’clock. It was early in the morning, and we were in our new home. The house was the size of a mini mansion; it had a pool in the yard, five bedrooms, a huge basement and there was also a green house on the property for my plants. I was heartbroken at first when Skeeno wanted to move but walking through the house and admiring the size of it, it was worth it. Luckily, we only had shoes and clothes to put away. We moved all the furniture from my apartment into the basement, including my bedroom set; the rest of the house will be furnished with new furniture. I went up the spiral staircase to find Skeeno. He was in the master bedroom hanging up our clothes. Skeeno was wearing shades in the house, and I couldn’t understand why. A matter of fact, he had them on since he picked me up from school twelve hours ago. He seemed to be spaced out and hadn't been talking much. I usually could tell if he was high, but this time was different. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno, you can take the shades off in the house.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take them off when I’m ready,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He walked past me then picked up a box to take into the walk-in closet. “Did you get into a fight?” 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and enjoy the new house Bre and stop worryin’ about stupid shit,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Soooo, I’m not supposed to be worried about you looking like Stevie Wonder? We’re in a house, Skeeno. Not outside in the fucking sun. You are looking crazy right now.” 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, we just moved into our new home and you wanna hound me about some fuckin’ shades while I’m tryin’ to unpack? Take your ass downstairs if you want to complain,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you goin’ through withdrawals?” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Shid, I feel like it, wit’ you naggin’ me. Yo, I have a lot on my mind right now and I just need you to back off sometimes, Bre. Let a nigga think,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You know what, Skeeno. I’m not going to back off you. If I’m concerned, I’m going to keep asking you what’s wrong with you because I love you. It hurts me when you are hurting.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno took his shades off and his eyes were red and puffy. I wasn’t sure if it was an allergic reaction or he had been crying, but I would have noticed him crying unless the tears never fell. He came to me and pulled me in for a hug. Skeeno hugged me tighter than normally indicating something was indeed going on. 
 
      
 
    “Before I picked you from school, I read a letter Lolita had sent to me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    This crazy bitch is always in the way! 
 
      
 
    “What did she say?” 
 
      
 
    “She told me that she and Suga were in love with the same man back in the day.  She paid some niggas to kidnap and beat Suga, to the point that Suga lost her mind and got on drugs. I don’t want to relive everything she wrote, but she told me Suga is my mother and Big Pete is my father,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute, I’m confused. She slept with her husband’s son? Her stepson? Is she lying to you because you moved on? Did Suga confirm it?” 
 
      
 
    “I believe it and when I think about it, Suga always talks to me differently than my homeboys. She calls me her sweet baby. It’s just one of those things that feels like it’s true. Bre, I did somethin’ yesterday that I’m not proud of and after Grizzy’s funeral, I gotta get help. I’m drowin’ in my thoughts and it’s scary,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to mention it, but I know I hurt Trigg and my grandfather yesterday,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Will you eventually tell me?” 
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Did you talk to Suga?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t get a chance to, but I don’t want any parts of her or Redz’s father. I’m gonna get help and move on from it,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “But what if she’s really your mother? You don’t want a relationship with her? Suga isn’t a bad person even though she’s cutthroat.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want anything to do wit’ her. I can’t even see her now. I was better off not knowin’ any of this bullshit. Suga was fucking Grizzy to get high and if she knew I was her son, why would she fuck my homeboy?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    There was a lot of hurt in his voice and I honestly didn’t know what to say because given Suga’s circumstances, she did what she could to survive. 
 
      
 
    “But it’s no different from fucking Redz’s mother. Just how she took advantage of you, the drugs took advantage of Suga. But maybe you two need each other now. I heard Kat, Latrina, and Peanut talking the other day; they said Suga was sick and they don’t think she’s going to live long. Don’t let her leave this Earth without talking to you.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno stepped away from me. “I can’t do it, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, if you can’t, you can’t. I’m here for you either way.” 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “When you said you are going to get help. Are you talking about rehab?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I was going to wait and tell you, but I’m going to rehab far away from here,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “How far? Will I be able to see you?” 
 
      
 
    “Thirteen hours away. I’m goin’ to Indianapolis and I’m leaving this weekend,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “For how long?” 
 
      
 
    “Thirty to sixty days,” he said. 
 
      
 
    This is real, this is reality. My man has an addiction, and he needs help, but I can’t be away from him for too long. 
 
      
 
    I sat on a box, not knowing what to say. I thought the rehab was going to be local, but thirteen hours away was far. If I had known, I would’ve kept my apartment. I was going to be alone in a big for two months. 
 
      
 
    “One of your friends can stay wit’ you if you get lonely,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be okay, and I want you to be okay too. I’m gonna miss you.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno kneeled in front of me. “I’ll change my mind if you keep this sad face. Sixty days isn’t long, just focus on school and stay away from these niggas before I have to catch a body. Don’t be out here actin’ like you don’t have a nigga, aight?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “You won’t ever have to worry about that.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s cause you're a good girl,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “And you better act like you have a bitch at home after you leave.” 
 
      
 
    “Watch your mouth, Bre. That doesn’t sound good comin’ from you,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I playfully punched him in his arm. “I tried.” 
 
      
 
    He stood from the floor. “We gotta sleep in the basement tonight since the old bedroom set is down there,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the box and stretched. “I’m going to bed now. I’m exhausted.” 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead, I’ll unpack your boxes too,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I went downstairs to the basement, so Skeeno wouldn’t see me get teary eyed. My heart was palpitating, and my palms were sweaty. What was I going to do without him close to me? What will happen if he gets too sick to call someone while his body detoxes? Or even worse, he’ll leave the rehab and get strung out on another drug then become lost and homeless. I was probably overstepping my boundaries, but I had to tell someone. It was too early to call Redz but I had to. To my surprise, Redz answered when I called her. Can We Talk by Tevin Campbell was playing loudly in the background. 
 
      
 
    “Are you at a party?” 
 
      
 
    “Hold on,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg! Can you turn that down!” Redz shouted. 
 
      
 
    The music faded away in the background and all I could hear was Trigg. “Who dat?” he asked Redz. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Breonna,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, what happened to Skeeno? Is he alive?” Trigg panicked. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm yeah, he is. Why wouldn’t he be?” 
 
      
 
    “Why are you callin’ Redz this early? Are you sure Skeeno is straight? What’s y’all’s new address again?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Give me my phone, Trigg. She called for me!” Redz said in the background. 
 
      
 
    “This slow ass lil’ girl should be asleep,” Trigg joked with Redz. 
 
      
 
    Trigg has been acting shady towards me since I lied to him about Redz. I brushed it off since it was in his nature to be a jokester. 
 
      
 
    “Give me this damn phone. You play too much,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Hurry up so I can win my money back,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Is everything alright, Bre?” Redz asked when she got back on the phone. 
 
      
 
    “I need your help, Redz. Skeeno just told me he’s going to rehab thirteen hours away. I’m freaking out because I don’t want him to be out there alone. Is there a way he can get in-home treatment?” 
 
      
 
    “Hold on, Bre,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, did you know Skeeno is goin’ to a rehab thirteen hours away?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know he planned to go to rehab,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Is in-home treatment an option?” I asked Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, can Skeeno get in-home treatment?” Redz asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m ready to hit up my pops, so we can get the best care for him,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “When is he planning to leave?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “This weekend.” 
 
      
 
    “He wants to leave this weekend, Trigg,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take care of it,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Leave it up to, Trigg, Bre,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Who is that?” Skeeno asked, from behind. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Redz.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see you at the funeral. We’ll talk then,” Redz said, before hanging up.  
 
      
 
    “Did you tell her what I told you about Suga?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “No, but do you not want Redz to know y’all are siblings?” 
  
 
    “I don’t even know, Bre. I really don’t want any parts of that. Look, I’m ready to take a quick nap. We have to be at the funeral in four hours,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I hope he doesn’t get upset after he finds out I told Trigg and Redz about him going to rehab. This was for a good cause, right? 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The church where Grizzy’s funeral was taking place was so crowded, reminding me of a rap concert. Everyone was dressed like they were on set for a video. A girl walked past me in a short black dress and fur coat. I assume the women were dressed up hoping to catch the attention of The Newtowne Boyz Crew. A brown-skinned girl who looked to be my age walked towards Skeeno while we were standing in front of the church. She was wearing leather booty shorts, fishnet stockings, and a leopard print half shirt she tied in the front. I wasn’t used to seeing people come to funerals dressed like that. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry for your loss, Skeeno. I know how much Grizzy meant to you,” the girl said, as she hugged him. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it, shorty,” Skeeno replied, while smiling at her. 
 
      
 
    “You never called me back,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno put his arm around my shoulder. “This is my shorty, Breonna,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I didn’t know y’all were together like that,” she replied, while grilling me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we are. Thank you for your condolences though,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno was dressed in an expensive gold and black silk shirt, and black dress pants with a pair of loafers. The top buttons on his shirt were unbuttoned to show off the Cuban links around his neck. He looked yummy while I was dressed like a pilgrim. I was wearing a knee length, long-sleeve black dress with a white collar and flat black shoes. I tried my best to hide the white lace socks on my feet but they were noticeable. I had to dress that way going to church in Arizona; I thought my dress was normal church attire. 
 
      
 
    “I look so tacky,” I said, after the girl walked away. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno chuckled, “shorty, I told you black folks funeral is like the Source Awards.  Especially, if it’s a street nigga’s funeral. I even told you I’ll take you to get somethin’ to wear, but you told me that was your lucky church dress,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were exaggerating. I’ve never been to a funeral fashion show before.” 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to Annapolis, sweetheart,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the crew pulled up in separate cars. I was curious to see what everyone else was wearing. Nick and Peanut stepped out of his Jaguar dressed in a black and white suit. Peanut was dressed like Cruella de Vil wearing a skintight long-sleeve black dress with a fur polka dot shawl. Her polka dot strap heels were to die for—she looked immaculate. Her hair was styled into a high ponytail with flipped curls and a swoop bang. People were taking pictures of Peanut and Nick with their cameras like they were celebrities. Peanut gave the people that were in awe of her attire a beauty pageant wave. She and Nick made their way over to me and Skeeno. He gave Skeeno a dap hug as Peanut greeted me with a kiss on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn, Bre, I thought you were one of the nuns from Sister Act shorty. Shorty looks like she’s about to defeat that lil’ white girl in Exorcist. You might as well pass the tissues out,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    I tucked in my rosary, “don’t worry about this nigga, baby. You are still beautiful to me,” Skeeno told me. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right Skeeno, stick up for your woman. Bre, don’t pay Nick any mind, he’s a little touched,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    Grizzy’s family limo pulled up to the church and the first person to step out was Retta. I no longer felt insecure about my outfit after seeing her; her weave was sweated out like she had been gang banged and her skirt was too small. Her breasts were popping out of her blazer and her feet were ashy in the pole heels she wore. She snatched her shades off when she saw me. 
 
      
 
    “Why are you at my brother’s funeral, bitch? He didn’t even like your square ass!” Retta yelled at me. 
 
      
 
    “You really wanna get out the gate at your brother’s funeral though?” Nick asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, fuck you too! Fuck everybody in your crew!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    Her mother got out of the limo and pushed her up the stairs to the church.  
 
      
 
    “That hoe is on that stuff,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    I was floored when my parents got out of the limo. Seeing them made me want to leave. They shamed me for being with a man like Skeeno but rode in a limo with Grizzy’s horrible family. My mother flipped her hair over her shoulder, the same way white women did in those shampoo commercials. Her overprocessed hair didn’t move the way she wanted it to. I didn’t trust my parents being around Janice’s family, and knowing my father, he was probably soaking up information from Retta’s big ass mouth. My father approached us with a sly smirk on his face. The sight of him was beginning to disgust me. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever happened to the young lady I saw you with yesterday? Or was she just a whore you pay for while my daughter is in school,” my father asked Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Skeeno, who is this bitch-ass nigga?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “He’s my father,” I announced. 
 
      
 
    “Come on Harold before we won’t have a seat. Let Breonna be with those hooligans; her boyfriend will end up in a casket soon anyway,” my mother said. 
 
      
 
    My mother pulled my father’s arm, urging him to go up the steps to the church. “Let’s go before one of them robs us,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Peanut was grilling Skeeno after my parents went inside the church. “What hoe were you wit’ yesterday?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Back off my nigga, Nut,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’ because y’all niggas are sneaky. This girl is only nineteen, she doesn’t need to be tied down to a cheater. She has a wholeeee damn life ahead of her,” Peanut responded. 
 
      
 
    “That ain’t your business,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “Look, shorty, I took Jessica to the grocery store yesterday after I took you to school. Your parents saw us and got the wrong idea. I honestly forgot about it and you know why. That was the last thing on my mind,” Skeeno said to me. 
 
      
 
    “Ummmmm,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “And mind yah fuckin’ business, Nut. I ain’t got shit to hide, Breonna knows about Jessica,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shiddd, I see why Bre is dressed like she’s fittin’ to cast you to hell. You done fucked up,” Nick chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I was biting the inside of my cheek, fuming on the inside because he didn’t tell me he was with that bitch Jessica yesterday. My parents thought Skeeno was bad for me, but then seeing him with Jessica must’ve proved them right. I slipped from underneath his arm around my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “So, what? Are you mad at me now?” Skeeno asked me. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “See what you started,” Nick said to Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “Us ladies stick together. And when is this funeral over? Shit, I’m stressed out already,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    She went inside her purse and pulled out her pink flask. I smelled beer after she opened the top. 
 
      
 
    “You can’t drink in front of a church,” Skeeno told her. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, Jesus turned water into wine. Read your bible,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Nick snatched the flask from her. “You’ve been drinkin’ since you woke up, Nut. You need to chill out,” Nick whispered. 
 
      
 
    “I need you to tell me why I keep findin’ numbers in your car and in the laundry basket. It’s either I drink or beat the yella off your ass. Which one do you prefer?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just take it,” Nick agitatedly replied. 
 
      
 
    She snatched her flask back from Nick. “Come on, Bre. Let’s go in,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    I left Skeeno with Nick and followed Peanut into the church. “Is everything okay with you and Nick?” I asked Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “I think Nick is back to his old ways. I can feel it, Bre. A woman knows when her nigga is out here bein’ foul. I hate to say this, but you might want to have a backup plan too. Don’t put all of your trust into a man so soon,” she replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We sat four rows behind where Grizzy’s family was sitting. Bone Thugs and Harmony’s song, Tha Crossroads, was playing from a radio on a stool next to Grizzy’s casket. His casket was sky blue with gold trimming and from what I was told, Grizzy’s body was unrecognizable so he needed a closed casket. The pews were filling up fast, I guess everyone was finished modeling off their clothes. My mother was sitting next to Janice as Janice cried on her shoulder. I couldn’t believe my parents were in a place full of black people. There wasn’t one Caucasian face in sight. My father was sitting next to Retta, and I was curious as to why he wasn’t sitting next to his wife. I wondered if that skimpy hoe was feeding my father lies about us. 
 
      
 
    “I should’ve packed us a snack. This funeral is goin’ to be eight hours long wit’ no lunch break,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Eight hours?” 
 
      
 
    “Chileeee, you’ll see. And I hope Nick doesn’t take his ass up there to give a sermon,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Nick and Skeeno came into the church. They went to Grizzy’s casket to pay their respects; Nick broke down as Skeeno patted his back. An older lady handed me and Peanut Grizzy’s obituary. 
 
      
 
    “I had no idea this man’s name was Griswold,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the crew walked into the church; they joined the line to say their final goodbye. I waved at Redz and Latrina to let them know where we were seated. I noticed Redz was wearing a pair of red high-top Princess Reebooks with her dress. She was the only woman in the church wearing tennis shoes. Peanut tapped my leg, telling me to look at the back of the line. Kat was standing next to her ex-boyfriend, Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    “Kat let the cat out of the bag, huh? Look at them holdin’ hands. Ummm, Reeko would’ve flatlined if he had seen this,” Peanut gossiped. 
 
      
 
    “What about her things taken from her mother’s house? Wasn’t he responsible?” 
 
      
 
    “I think Reeko did it, but it seems like everyone is tryin’ to keep it on a hush. And that’s exactly why his dumb ass is in the hospital wrapped in a full-body cast,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “MY BABYYYYYY!” Janice suddenly screamed out. I got sick to my stomach when my mother consoled Janice. Sheila has never consoled me a day in her life.  
 
      
 
    Peanut fanned her face with the obituary. It was getting hotter as more people were coming into the church. The preacher was standing at the podium flipping through his bible while wiping the sweat off his forehead. My dress was one-hundred percent wool; the fabric was sticking to my butt and my hair was sticking to my face. 
 
      
 
    “NOOOOO GRIZZYYYYYYY!” Redz screamed, while hugging the casket. 
 
      
 
    “I knew she was goin’ to take it hard. Poor, Redz, she can never catch a break,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am you can’t touch the casket,” the pastor said into the microphone. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t go on! Take me wit’ you Grizzy! We were homies for life!” Redz cried. 
 
      
 
    “Shit, let me go up there and help,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    She got up from the pew to walk in front of the church to Redz. Trigg, Nick, Skeeno, and Monty tried to pry her off the casket. Redz was holding on to the handle, causing the casket to shake. 
 
      
 
    “Let me go! I wanna go wit’ him!” Redz cried. 
 
      
 
    Janice went to Redz to get her to sit down, but Redz wasn’t listening to anyone. She became hysterical and screamed at the top of her lungs. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, we’re going to ask you to leave if you can’t compose yourself!” the pastor told Redz. 
 
      
 
    Trigg picked up Redz and snatched her away from the casket as she held onto the bar. 
 
      
 
    “I wanna get in the casket! I gotta get in!” Redz sobbed. 
 
      
 
    The casket was wobbling, Nick and Monty were holding onto it, but Trigg was yanking Redz. A few more people went to the front to assist Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Let it go!” I heard Trigg tell Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, I’m gonna beat your dyke ass if you don’t let my brother’s casket go!” Retta yelled at Redz. 
 
      
 
    I left my seat to see what was going on because Redz was inconsolable. The pastor walked away from his podium because the casket was leaning over. I was scared to take a step closer because I knew it was going to fall. Nick and Monty were on the other side of the casket to keep it from falling. Skeeno was holding onto the bier. Retta and a couple of her friends were screaming at Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Someone get her out!” Retta yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, honey, let the casket go. We are in a church filled with Grizzy’s friends and family. I understand you are mourning but this isn’t the way,” Janice calmly said to Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Let it go shorty. You can do it,” Trigg said to Redz. 
 
      
 
    “The holy ghost won’t let me. It got a hold on me,” Redz sobbed. 
 
      
 
    Trigg snatched Redz from the casket with all of his strength. The bier broke, causing the casket to fall on the floor. Grizzy’s disfigured burned body rolled out of the casket. I almost passed out but caught myself by leaning on a bench. A lot of people exited the church screaming. The pastor dropped to his knees and began praying as Janice burst out into sobs. I noticed Redz cracked a smile before she cried into Trigg’s chest. 
 
      
 
    Did Redz do that on purpose? What would be the reason? 
 
      
 
    Skeeno, Monty and Nick rushed to Grizzy’s body to pick it up, but he fell apart. I rushed to a flower vase and puked out the breakfast sandwich I had before the funeral. 
 
      
 
    “Anybody got a broom so we can sweep up his leg?” Trigg called out. 
 
      
 
    Monty and Nick had tears falling from their faces, and Skeeno’s eyes were bloodshot red. 
 
      
 
    “He’s gonna snap in half if we pick him up. Mannn, I can’t see my nigga lookin’ like beef jerky,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “THIS IS YOUR FAULT! YOU RUINED MY BABY’S FUNERAL!” Janice yelled at Redz. 
 
      
 
    “It was an accident!” Redz yelled back. 
 
      
 
    Retta reached over Trigg’s shoulder to swing at Redz but missed. The stupid bitch knocked her mother out of her kitten heels instead. Janice sat on the floor holding her cheek, looking confused. 
 
      
 
    “My heavens!” my mother shouted. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You made me hit my mother!” Retta shouted at Redz. 
 
      
 
    “EVERYONE GET THE HELLLLLLLL OUT!” the pastor barked. 
 
      
 
    Redz, Latrina, Kat and Peanut headed towards the door to exit the church. My mother hit me on the side of my face with a bible. 
 
      
 
    “Do you see that? Look around, Breonna! These people are monsters! They just ruined a funeral and now there’s a body on the floor!” my mother yelled at me. 
 
      
 
    “I had it with your spoiled behavior! You are leaving with us and I don’t care what you say!” Harold said. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed a fist full of my hair and dragged me down the aisle. The grip he had on my hair was so tight, I thought my eyes were going to pop out of my head. I tripped over my shoe, but that didn’t stop him from dragging me across the floor. My dress rose above my waist, displaying my purple panties. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve shamed this family! I should take you into the woods and blow your face off! You don’t deserve to live anymore, Breonna!” Harold spat. 
 
      
 
    “Harold, let go of her hair. This is going too far now,” Sheila said. 
 
      
 
    He pushed her into a bench. “Back away! I told you a long fucking time ago we shouldn’t send her here! This was a bad idea!” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “But Harold, you are hurting her!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed on the leg of a bench so my father wouldn’t pull me out of the door.  Skeeno tackled my father onto a bench; he struck my father in the face with the butt of his gun. My mother was screaming at the top of her lungs for Skeeno to stop but he wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “You put your fuckin’ hands on my shorty?” Skeeno asked, then struck him again. 
 
      
 
    Harold rolled off the bench with blood running down his face. I closed my eyes after Skeeno hit him again. “I told your bitch-ass you had it comin’! Now, look at you!” Skeeno gritted. 
 
      
 
    I grimaced when he kicked my father in the face. The impact sent my father rolling underneath the bench. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you gotta leave. Like right now!” I heard Trigg tell Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    Trigg and Monty wrestled Skeeno away from my unconscious father. “I’m not leavin’ here without, Bre,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “She’s not going anywhere with you. Look at what you did to my husband!” my mother cried, while cradling Harold. 
 
      
 
    “You want her to go wit’ y’all so y’all can kill her? He could’ve snapped her fuckin’ neck! I want you and this punk-ass coon to stay away from Breonna or else y’all will be floating in a river!” Skeeno yelled at my mother. 
 
      
 
    Nick helped me off the floor while Skeeno argued with my mother. “You are going to jail this time, you can bet that!” she told him. 
 
      
 
    “Where are your witnesses at, shorty? For all we know, he got knocked on his ass with a flashlight because he was attacking a woman,” Trigg added. 
 
      
 
    “That wasn’t a flashlight!” Sheila said. 
 
      
 
    “Prove it then shorty,” Trigg responded. 
 
      
 
    “The pastor saw you attack my husband,” Sheila said. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t see anything ma’am, but on behalf of the Edmonds family, I may have to ask everyone to leave now,” the pastor told Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “How can you be a man of God and protect these hoodlums?” she asked him. 
 
      
 
    “I apologize Unc. I’ll see you at Aunt Beth’s house tomorrow for dinner, right?” Monty asked the pastor. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, you will Nephew, but you still gotta leave,” the pastor replied. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno grabbed my hand, but I couldn’t budge. My father was a horrible man, but I felt guilty for what happened to him. Maybe none of it would’ve happened if I never came to Maryland. But then again, did I deserve to sacrifice my happiness for my parents? My mother watched me with tear-filled eyes; her eyes were pleading with me not to leave. 
 
      
 
    “These people will drag you to the pits of hell if they haven’t already and when they do, don’t come crying back to me,” Sheila stated. 
 
      
 
    “Harold said he was going to take me in the woods and blow my fucking face off, and you heard it! Do you think I deserve death because I fell in love with Skeeno? I would rather be in hell than with you and Harold; I feel safer here, so please stay out of my life and for good! I’m over eighteen, I no longer need you or him.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Bre,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We went outside to the parking lot and there was an even bigger commotion going on; Retta was being held back from attacking Redz as they argued with each other. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Bruh, Redz is always in somethin’,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    He walked through the crowd to get Redz. I knew there was going to be a fight because Retta’s prostitute looking friends had their heels off and so did, Kat, Latrina and Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “Did your man tell you how I had his dick down my throat?” Retta asked Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Awww shit; they got Redz started,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch everybody’s dick been down that throat before, including Heavy T’s! And while you are out here suckin’ dick for a pair of flip flops, my nigga is droppin’ bands on me er’day hoe! I heard that twat smelled like fried cod and tartar sauce so you ain’t gotta choice but to suck dick!” Redz yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I want one of y’all hoes to leap!” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “This is a church!” someone yelled out from the crowd. 
 
      
 
    Retta hulked and spit at Redz, but it landed on Kat’s dress. Kat broke away from Peeboy and attacked Retta. Afterwards, a big brawl broke out between Redz and Retta’s crew. Ponytail weaves, earrings and purses were flying out of the crowd. A group of men on Retta’s side jumped into the girls' fight. 
 
      
 
    “Take my keys and get in the car,” Skeeno told me, while handing me his keys. 
 
      
 
    He jumped down the steps in front of the church, disappearing into the crowd. I couldn’t just sit back and watch from Skeeno’s car. If the shoe was on the other foot, Kat, Latrina, Redz and Peanut would’ve joined the fight. I put Skeeno’s keys inside my crossbody purse before I walked down the steps. Redz was sitting on top of a girl, banging her head against the concrete. I saw a man getting stomped out by Monty between two cars. Retta had a big rock in her hands; she was ready to drop it on Redz’s head. I rushed over to Retta, slamming my fist to the side of her face. She dropped the rock on the ground, but I didn’t let up. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna kick your ass!” Retta said while striking me in the face. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed my hair, as I repeatedly pummeled her face. She tried to fight back, but I was whipping her ass for the times she harassed me. I kneed her in the face while raining blows to the back of her head. She pulled my hair with her nails digging into my scalp. I slipped on a patch of wet grass as I continued swinging on her. 
 
      
 
    “FAT BITCH!” she screamed as we fell on the ground. 
 
      
 
    My heavy church dress was in the way of me getting up before she did. Retta managed to get on top of me. Before she could swing, Redz sliced Retta’s face with a fixed blade knife. She fell to the ground screaming as blood seeped through her fingers. 
 
      
 
    “She cut me!” Retta cried out.  
 
      
 
    A man with a bucket hat hit Redz from behind, causing her to slip on the ground. He raised his boot to stomp her, but Trigg walked past on the sly and jabbed something into the man’s neck. The man dropped to his knees while blood seeped through his fingers. I witnessed a dead body falling out of a casket and was about to watch a man die. A pair of hands lifted me from underneath my under arms; the person who helped me up was Skeeno. He yanked me through the crowd of people throwing fists at each other. 
 
      
 
    “We can’t leave Redz on the ground!” 
 
      
 
    “Trigg got her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t see him pick her up.” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me Bre, he got her. I saw him when I was getting you up. Five-0 are on their way, so we can’t stick around here. We need to leave asap!” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    My heart was beating so fast, I thought I was having a heart attack. Grizzy’s funeral turned out to be a disaster, and I wasn’t used to seeing so much violence in a short period of time. I was nervous thinking about all of us going to jail. 
 
      
 
    “Hand me the keys,” Skeeno said, after we reached his car. 
 
      
 
    I went inside my purse to give him the car key. My hands were shaking because of my nerves after witnessing Trigg, stabbing a man in his neck. Skeeno took the purse from me after we heard the police sirens coming from a distance. 
 
      
 
    “Get in!” he shouted at me. 
 
      
 
    I ran around Skeeno’s car to get in the passenger’s seat. He drove away from the church, going in the opposite direction of the police sirens. I had to put the window down because I was hyperventilating. Skeeno put his hand on my lap to calm me, but it was helpless. It took me back to that night where he killed Jackboy and his homeboys at the carnival. I wondered if it was going to stop or if I had to get used to it? Would I go to jail too from being with him? To make matters worse he pistol-whipped my father. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe Redz knocked over our homeboy’s casket. Yo, I wasn’t expectin’ for that nigga to be so fucked up. I’m convinced someone killed him, Bre. Half of his head was missin’ and his body was breakin’ up and shit. Mannn, I’ll never get that out of my head,” Skeeno vented. 
  
 
    “Forget what happened to Grizzy. I’m worried about my father.” 
 
      
 
    He looked over at me with a scowl on his face. “Mannn fuck that nigga! He deserved what happened to him and if we weren’t in that church, that nigga would’ve been dead,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I know how you feel about him, but this doesn’t feel right.” 
 
      
 
    “So, I was supposed to let him drag you out of the church by your hair? Is that what you are tellin’ me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “You could’ve done something else besides busting his head open. My father’s blood is on my hands. I just want you to think about my feelings when it comes to my parents.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno chuckled while shaking his head. “Yo, I’m startin’ to see just how much they fucked up your mind. How am I guilty for puttin’ that coon ass nigga in his place for hurtin’ you? Your mother and father don’t give a fuck about you shorty so you might as well let them go. This is your family now, and you’ve seen too much to just walk away, you feel me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Is that a threat?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m just lettin’ you know that you made a choice, and you need to stick by it,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Well, about fucking time you let your true colors show.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just shut the fuck up. I’m not tryin’ to hear any of what you are talkin’ about. You have a solid dude who would do anything to keep you safe; but when it comes to your bitch-ass father and loose pussy mama is where you draw the line? Shorty, if you want a lil’ ass boy, just say that!” he barked. 
 
      
 
    “I wish you understood where I was coming from. I know my father is a messed-up person, but I can’t help that I feel like what happened is my fault, Skeeno. You could’ve punched him or even slammed him, but you pistol whipped him.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry shorty, but I’ll never understand how you feel about that nigga. He ain’t shit to me and had we been somewhere else, he would’ve been dead,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    My cell phone disrupted our conversation. I answered hoping it wasn’t bad news about my father. 
 
      
 
    “I called to check up on you. I heard you got jumped after I pulled up to the church,” Gutta said. 
 
      
 
    “No, I didn’t but I’m okay. Thanks for asking.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t sound okay. Where are you at? Do you need me to come through?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine, Gutta, trust me.” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno snatched the phone out of my hand. “Yo, Gutta, do we have a problem nigga? I thought I told you not to hit my shorty up again? It’s not gonna be a good look if you keep disrespectin’ me,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    I reached for my phone, but he switched it to his other ear. “Check this out, fam. I’on give a fuck about none of that. I’m on whatever right now, you feel me?” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno handed me the phone back. “He hung up on me,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I snatched the phone from him; pissed off that he could have a female friend but Gutta couldn’t even check on my wellbeing. 
 
      
 
    “That was uncalled for. He only called to check up on me. Are you that insane that you had to be a jackass to him, but Jessica calls you all hours of the night? How the hell is that fair? And weren’t you just with her?” 
 
      
 
    “SHUT THE FUCK UP!” he shouted at me. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno was extremely agitated and at that moment I knew he needed a pill. “I’m so sick of your crackhead ass yelling at me when you can’t get high!” 
 
      
 
    Skeeno pulled into the parking lot of an auto store and then slammed on brakes. “Bitch, get the fuck out of my whip!” he barked. 
 
      
 
    “No, you are taking me home, so I can get my shit and get the fuck out of your house!” 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, I’m tellin’ you to get out of the car before I put my hands on you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Well, do it then. Go ahead and put your hands on me so I can fight you back! I’m sick of your shit!” 
 
      
 
    “Get out of my car, Bre,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I crossed my arms, letting him know I wasn’t budging. “Aight, cool,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He floored the gas pedal, causing me to hit my head on the window. “You’re a psychopath!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m in a rush to get home before you become the first broad I had to slap,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be so happy when we get there.” 
 
      
 
    I rested my head against the window and closed my eyes, wishing I was not stuck in a nightmare. My parents warned me about Skeeno hurting me and they were right. He called me a bitch and threatened to hit me, even though I chose him over my parents. I couldn’t pity myself though because I chose that path, I just wished it was worth choosing. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I unlocked the front door, happy to be home. A bath with peppermint and lemongrass leaves was calling me. Skeeno came in after me and headed straight to the basement. We weren’t talking to each other, and I was actually cool with that because I had nothing nice to say to him. I thought about packing my clothes and shoes on our way home, but my love for him caused me to stay. I had to keep reminding myself that his drug habit made him that way, and that he needed me to help him heal. Calling him a crackhead was wrong considering he had just discovered his mother was Crackhead Suga. The tongue was a lethal weapon, and I knew what I said to him, cut like a knife. I went to the basement where our temporary bedroom was and Skeeno was sitting on the edge of the bed, rubbing his temples. He was profusely sweating, and his face was etched in pain. 
 
      
 
    “What is wrong?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Not now, Bre,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You look sick.” 
 
      
 
    “Bre, please just don’t say shit to me shorty. My headache gets worse every time I hear somethin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I walked upstairs to the kitchen to fix a cup of hot tea for Skeeno. My thoughts drifted off to my father again. I wondered if he was permanently damaged from the beating. Sadly, in the back of my mind, I knew Harold deserved it plus more. After I fixed Skeeno’s tea to his liking, I took it to the basement. He was lying naked on the bed drenched in sweat. 
 
      
 
    “Drink this to see if it’ll help.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t drink nothin’ hot. I’m already sweatin,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Can you just try it? I don’t know what else to do.” 
 
      
 
    He sat up and took the tea from me. “I’ll go run you a warm bath.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were goin’ to leave me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Trust me, I wanted to but I love you too much. 
 
      
 
    “Just drink up,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I went into the bathroom to get his bath started. Skeeno’s pills were floating around in the toilet. I wondered if he dropped them accidentally or on purpose. The tub in the basement was big enough for the both of us, so I added dried plant leaves and bath salts since I was taking a bath with him. I took off the heavy dress I was wearing and then tossed it into the hamper along with my underclothes. Afterward, I stood in the mirror to pin up my hair and noticed I had scratches on my face from Retta’s nails. I opened the medicine cabinet to retrieve a jar of cocoa butter to put on my face. Skeeno came into the bathroom and turned off the water. He noticed I was putting cocoa butter on my face. 
 
      
 
    “Let me see,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He cupped my chin, inspecting my face. “You shouldn’t have gotten into that fight,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought I was a part of the family.” 
 
      
 
    “You are, but that doesn’t mean jump into trouble. Folks fight dirty now and someone could’ve stabbed you. You gotta know when to walk away,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Coming from the man that threatened to slap me an hour ago.” 
 
      
 
    He released my chin. “I just told you that you gotta know when to walk away.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you telling me that I should leave you?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “I’m tellin’ you to give me my space when I ask for it, especially after callin’ me a crackhead,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t mean it, but you can’t always have your way with me. It’s okay to listen to me sometimes, Skeeno. I should be able to tell you how I feel.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, Bre. I apologize for fuckin’ up your bitch-ass daddy,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He went into the medicine cabinet and grabbed an already rolled up blunt and lighter. We stepped into the tub together, but on opposite ends. Skeeno deeply exhaled. “This smells good,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you feel better?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I feel like shit, but I don’t like you worryin’, so I’m forcin’ myself to act normal,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to do that.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I do,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno passed the blunt to me and it was just what I needed. I took three deep and long drags before I gave the blunt back. Skeeno’s eyelids were getting heavy and his eyes were bloodshot red—he was high. The peppermint I used for our bath opened my skin pores, relaxing me. I closed my eyes to take a quick nap since Skeeno was dozing off too. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ding…dong… 
 
      
 
    Skeeno sat up in the tub, “you expectin’ company?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, are you?” 
 
      
 
    “Hell no, our crib ain’t even furnished yet,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He got out of the tub to answer the door. I was curious too, so I grabbed a towel and climbed out of the tub. The doorbell rang again as I was leaving the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t give your parents our new address, did you?” Skeeno asked, while drying off. 
 
      
 
    “Of course not. Maybe the door is for you.” 
 
      
 
    He put on a pair of baller shorts and a wife beater before he left to answer the door. I hurriedly got dressed in a pair of his sweatpants and t-shirt. My heart was racing thinking the cops showed up at our home because of what happened at the church. I rushed up the basement stairs, praying it wasn’t the police. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, why do you smell like peppermint?” Trigg asked Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief while walking down the hallway to the front door. Redz was with Trigg, and she had a few bruises on her face and blood on her tennis shoes. They must’ve come to our house right after the funeral. Redz came over to me when she saw me. 
 
      
 
    “My bitch, Bre,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Come to the kitchen, so we can put ice on your lip and eye.” 
 
      
 
    Redz followed me to the kitchen while admiring the house. “Girllll, this crib is everything. I’m thinkin’ around this time next year, me and Trigg will be in a bigger house too,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse the boxes; we have a long way to go to decorate and furnish this house.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed open the swing doors to the kitchen. “I can just imagine the dinners we're going to be making in this kitchen,” she beamed. 
 
      
 
    “That’s if Skeeno allows y’all. You know how he gets.” 
 
      
 
    She waved me off. “He just has to get over it the same way Trigg did when we had that party for Peanut at our house,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the tray of ice out of the freezer and a sandwich bag. Redz was leaning against the counter as I handed her the ice bag. “My apologies for stoppin’ by unannounced, but Trigg had to discuss somethin’ wit’ Skeeno. After you called this mornin’, Trigg got in touch with a family member who knows someone that can help Skeeno. He can get help in the privacy of his home,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, thank God. I just hope he doesn’t decline it because he has been moody lately. We got into a bad argument on our way here, and I mean it got really disrespectful. I called him a crackhead, he called me a bitch and threatened to slap me. I swear I was close to leaving him.” 
 
      
 
    Redz held the bag over her bruised eye. “Don’t trip too much over that, Bre. He’s not gonna hit you but callin’ him a crackhead after he’s just findin’ out his mother is Suga could’ve struck a nerve. But at the same time, you gotta put your foot down. You cater to that nigga too much, and he’s bound to take that for granted,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought catering to your man was a good thing.” 
 
      
 
    “It is, but don’t overdo it, it has to equal out, you feel me?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno treated me like a queen when I first met him. I was a stranger to him, but he still looked after me. No matter what, I’ll never forget how he welcomed me into the city. He gave me confidence and a backbone, so I can’t help tolerating his bullshit sometimes.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t tell you what to do, but just know you can’t use that as an excuse forever,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Everything will be back to normal after he’s healed.” 
 
      
 
    “I sure hope so because my mother did him so dirty. It might take more than rehab to help him,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I went to the swing door to make sure Trigg and Skeeno weren’t coming to the kitchen. They must’ve gone to the basement because I couldn’t hear them anymore. Since the coast was clear, I decided it was the perfect time to ask Redz about the funeral. 
 
      
 
    “What made you knock over Grizzy’s casket? Did he do something to you?” 
 
      
 
    “What are you talkin’ about?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I saw you smiling after you caused that scene to make his casket fall over.” 
 
      
 
    “You gotta laugh to keep from cryin’,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I guess you don’t want to tell me.” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged, “it ain’t nothin’ to tell, Bre. I had a breakdown because I lost my baby the same day I found out Grizzy died. It just brought back a lot of memories, so I blacked out,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I’m gonna drop it because Redz doesn’t want to tell me. I know what I saw, and she was smiling at Grizzy’s body lying on the floor. This crew is full of surprises; I need to stop pretending nothing is impossible with them. 
 
      
 
    “My apologies; I overthink too much.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m used to it,” she chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno barged into the kitchen. “Yo, Bre, didn’t I tell you not to tell anybody about me goin’ to rehab?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t think it was a good idea for you to be so far away.” 
 
      
 
    “If I wanted anyone else to know, I would’ve told them,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno would’ve probably yelled and cursed me out if we didn’t have company, so Trigg and Redz being at the house was a good thing. 
 
      
 
    Trigg came into the kitchen. “I don’t think you need to be out there either,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I think the four of us should sit down and talk. And we do need to talk, Skeeno,” Redz added. 
 
      
 
    “If it’s about us havin’ the same father, I’m good on that too. I don’t know what the three of y’all got goin’ on, but keep me out of it,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Why wouldn’t you want to detox in your own home? It’s private, and at least you’ll be able to see your girl. What can be better than this?” Trigg asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, maybe I wanted to get away from everybody so that I can focus. I can’t focus here,” Skeeno admitted. 
 
      
 
    “Can you at least try it for us? Bre can stay wit’ us until you finish. And if that doesn’t work, I’ll take you to Indianapolis myself,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno needed a break from me too? Was I the cause of him taking more pills? What is happening between us? 
 
      
 
    “I can stay in a hotel room near my school. It’s no biggie,” I said, while fighting back tears. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, just stop that. You aren’t a victim shorty, so don’t even sit there and feel like I’m on some hateful shit. This house is for us; why would I want you to leave?” Skeeno asked. 
 
      
 
    I need to get out of this paranoia that he will resent me. 
 
      
 
    “Listen, Bro, I’m not tryin’ to control your life. I just know how easy it is for you to lose your temper and give up. Try it at home, then we can go from there,” Trigg reasoned with him. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno leaned against the counter, seeming to be deep in his thoughts. I noticed he took Trigg’s advice into consideration more than anyone else’s. He stroked his beard, contemplating if he was staying or going. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I’ll try it your way, and when I do, I don’t want to hear nothin’ else about it. Y’all niggas be stressin’ me out with these interventions,” he replied to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    Trigg pulled Skeeno in for a dap hug. “My brother. Your counselor’s name will be Agathe. She's an old lil’ lady, so I know you’ll respect her,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Welp, I guess our work is done here. We need to get home so I can get out of these clothes,” Redz told Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Redz, we can talk after I get my mind right,” Skeeno told her. 
 
      
 
    “Take your time, playboy. But just know nothin’ should change between us since you have always been like a brother to me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno pulled Redz in for a hug. “Appreciate you,” he told her. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for the ice, Bre, but we’re gonna get goin’,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    I waved her and Trigg goodbye and thanked them for stopping by before Skeeno walked them to the door. I went to the basement to straighten up the bathroom. My cell phone rang inside my purse. I went into the purse and pulled out my cell phone. 
 
      
 
    “Hello,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you die, you black bitch! Harold might lose his fucking eye because of your peice of shit thug!” my mother screamed into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, but you have the wrong number.” 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t over Breonna. You can bet my ass this isn’t. You and that hoodlum will go down for this!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, I will have to ask you to leave if you don’t lower your voice,” a woman said in the background. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, but I think you have the wrong number,” I told Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, now you don’t know who I am,” my mother said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I don't, so please don’t call me anymore. If you do, I’ll contact the police for harassment. Now, have a blessed and joyous day, amen!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Who is that?” Skeeno asked from behind. 
 
      
 
    “Sheila said Harold might lose his eye.” 
 
      
 
    “We couldn’t see eye to eye anyway,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “What if you get locked up? Oh, and let’s not forget the pastor saw what happened. What if he tells the cops, you did it?” 
 
      
 
    “Pastor Roy is married to Monty’s aunt. Trust me shorty, he ain’t tellin’ shit and once word gets out your pops is a cop, I’ll look like a hero for what I did to him,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He sat next to me on the bed and wrapped his arm around me. “You know I only reacted that way because he was hurtin’ you. He had no right doin’ what he did to you. You gotta stop bein’ so naive and see things for what they are. I apologize for hurtin’ you, but I’m not apologizin’ for correctin’ your punk-ass pops,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “If you leave me, I won’t have any parents to go back to.” 
 
      
 
    “You can’t think the worst, but just know you have Redz and ‘em. If anything happens between us, you’ll still have a family. Now enough of the mushy talk, what are we gonna eat for lunch?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I felt his forehead, he was still clammy. “Can you eat? You are still sweating.” 
 
      
 
    “I gotta eat somethin’ small. My stomach feels queasy like I’m either hungry or gotta shit,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He got up to use the bathroom while I figured out what we were going to eat. I was still learning the ropes of being in a serious relationship and had a long way to go. 
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Reeko 
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    Two Weeks Later… 
  
 
   F redrika came out of my kitchen with a bowl of soup because I was still on a soft food diet. She slammed the bowl of soup down on the coffee table. I wanted to strangle that dirty bitch but both of my arms were in a cast. The good thing is, I was able to talk two and half weeks after having a broken jaw.  
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is your problem?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “You promised me the keys to my new house, so where the fuck is it?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll give you the keys after you do your fuckin’ job bitch!” 
 
      
 
    She picked up the bowl of soup and dumped it over my forehead. “Bitch that, you funky ass nigga! Now call your whale back ass mama over here so she can baby your nasty ass up!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    I came home four days ago, and my crib was already a filthy mess like someone hadn't cleaned it in months. The carpet in the living room was covered with liquor stains and cigarette ashes. I can’t believe I was in love with the nasty broad, she was making me miss Kat even more. Kat would have never let my crib get dirty like that. Fredrika’s clock was ticking anyway because I was going to do her dirty in the worst way. 
 
      
 
    “Can you clean up?” 
 
      
 
    She got in my face. “I don’t work for free, Reek. Can you at least give me the code to your safe?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Just kill me and get it over wit’! I’m not givin’ you shit!” 
 
      
 
    Fredrika pulled down her spandex shorts and pissed right on my coffee table. 
 
      
 
    BURNNTTTTTTT! 
 
      
 
    That dirty hoe farted so loud, it rang my eardrums. She picked up my medicine bag and wiped her pussy with it. I knew the broad wasn’t wrapped too tight, but I was pussy whipped and overlooked it. Being temporarily handicapped opened my eyes and made me realize how much I really despised her.  
 
      
 
    “Anyways, I’m ready to shower then go fuck my other nigga,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead, tell him to take care of you too. Fuck you and that nigga.” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, I plan to do just that. Nobody likes you, Reek. Why do you think your friends didn’t visit you? While you are laid up on this raggedy ass sofa, they are livin’ their best life. Trigg and Redz are drivin’ matchin’ red beamers, Monty is buyin’ out sections at the club, and Nick took Peanut to the Bahamas for a week. Oh, and let’s not forget the lil’ nigga Kash that’s gettin’ all the hype now. He took your spot, didn’t he? Trust me, I’m gonna have his lil’ sexy chocolate ass eatin’ this pussy from the front to the back very soon. Let’s face it Reek, your homies are livin’ it up; while you sit here built like a waterbed wrapped in toilet paper,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I promise you, I’m gonna slit your throat open to the bone then bury you in the woods,” I gritted. 
 
      
 
    “I’m shakin’ in my boots. Ain’t nobody scared of your crybaby ass,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika went upstairs to shower while leaving me sitting in cold soup. My house phone rang next to me, but I could barely move my arm. I couldn’t answer the phone, so I bumped into it, causing it to fall on the floor. The phone came off the hook. “HELP ME!” I yelled out to the caller. 
 
      
 
    She came back down the stairs waving her cell phone in her hand. “Oh, that was me callin’ to see if you were able to answer the phone. Now I gotta unplug the line since you wanna scream for help,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Whyyyyyy are you doin’ this to me?” 
 
      
 
    “Why not? You promised me a better life after I had your daughter. You promised me a big house with a pool in the yard! I’m supposed to be at my new house wit’ my friends livin’ the life! Reeko, look in the mirror sweetie, ain’t nobody checkin’ for that weak penis. I worked my ass off to get that house and you won’t give me the goddamn keys!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, the keys are at my mother’s house. I’ll get her to bring them to the door.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the catch, What's Eating Gilbert Grape?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Can you stop wit’ the fat jokes?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged, “I’ll love you again after you give me the keys. We used to get along, until you started lyin’ about my damn house,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Just take me to my mother’s house and I’ll have her bring them to you.” 
 
      
 
    “Why? So you can tell her I haven’t been treatin’ you right?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Or clean up the house, and I tell her to bring the keys here.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do it tomorrow. I got a nigga to fuck tonight, so will you excuse me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She unplugged the phone from the wall before she went back upstairs. I thought we were on the right track, since she stuck by me while I was in the hospital. She even gave up her townhouse to live with me, but it was all a ploy to get that house. Shorty was a straight up schemer, but it was going to come to an end very soon. I pushed myself up from the couch, hoping I could make it out of the house to yell for help. 
 
      
 
    “FUCK!” I screamed after I fell over the coffee table. Fredrika wasn’t going to help me, and it was impossible to get up.  I was stuck on the floor lying in her piss. I closed my eyes and sobbed. I was angry with every broad I gave my heart to… 
 
      
 
    February 1st 1987… 
 
      
 
    “Why do you want to break up wit’ me, Renee? Is it because of that light-skinned nigga, Chris?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko, we’ve been broken up for a month now! Why do you keep telling people we’re still together? You are crazy and it’s getting creepy! You call my house all hours of the night, my parents have to wake up early to go to work. I’m with Chris now and you know that! You have people thinking I’m a whore, but it’s over between us. I’m sorry you had to see us together, but I was single at the time!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “But I love you! I saved up money from delivering newspapers to buy you that diamond necklace.” 
 
      
 
    Renee looked at me in disgust, as if I wasn’t shit to her anymore. She was one of the prettiest girls in school and she was a cheerleader. Her skin was the color of sand, and she had golden brown thick curly hair with freckles. Her mother was Irish and Latina, and her father was black. She was so precious to me,  I couldn’t let her go. She took the necklace off. 
 
      
 
    “Please take it back,” she begged. 
 
      
 
    Tears fell from my eyes;  I felt humiliated because I lost my girl to a square ass football nigga. 
 
      
 
    “You told me we were going to be together forever.” 
 
      
 
    “That was until you slapped me and pushed me down the stairs! I couldn’t cheer for a week because of that. You are jealous of everything I do, I’m so sick of it. If you keep this up, I will have to tell my parents everything you have done to me. I’m begging you to move on,” she cried. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t move on; Renee was the first girl who noticed me. I didn’t mean to hurt her, but I’ve done everything in my power to keep her. We were standing behind the bleachers at our school. During lunch she had agreed to meet me after school. I thought it was because she wanted to apologize for cheating on me. I wasn’t expecting her to end her relationship with me. She was only four-foot-eleven and weighed one hundred and ten pounds. I picked her up and she yelled for help, but I placed my hand over her mouth. She bit my hand, but that didn’t stop me from carrying her into the woods near our school. My hand was bleeding profusely as she gnawed at my palm. She eventually tired herself out as I carried her deep into the woods near an old water well. We were twenty minutes away from our school. I released her and she broke down crying. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing? Why did you bring me here?” she nervously asked. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my gun and aimed it at her head. Piss ran down her legs as her eyes grew wide as saucers; Renee was terrified and too shocked to move. 
 
      
 
    “Are you…are you gonna kill me?” she sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna kill the both of us.” 
 
      
 
    “Please don’t do this. I’ll dump Chris, okay? I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s too late, Renee. You shouldn’t have been wit’ that nigga!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry. I’m truly sorry,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You are only sayin’ that because of this gun, but your heart is wit’ someone else.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re sick!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sick in love and you crushed me!” 
 
      
 
    “I won’t tell anyone about this, okay? I promise I’ll forget you kidnapped me and held me at gunpoint,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You are lying!” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not!” she sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t let you go, Renee.” 
 
      
 
    “Killing me won’t solve anything, Reek. You have a problem and it’s not me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I broke down in tears. If I could lock Renee up and keep her to myself, I would but I couldn’t. She poisoned my heart and lead me on because I was the fat nigga that bitches thought was soft. 
 
      
 
    “Is it because of my size? Is that why you wanted a jock?” 
 
      
 
    “I never cared about your size! I liked you for your personality,” she lied. 
 
      
 
    “No, you wanted a light-skinned athlete.” 
 
      
 
    Renee tried to make a run for it, but I shot her in her leg. She tripped over a tree branch while screaming in pain. 
 
      
 
    “HELPPPPPPP!” she cried. 
 
      
 
    “Nobody’s out here, Renee!” 
 
      
 
    She was holding her leg and screaming for help. I stood over her with my gun aimed at her head. I loved her too much to see her with someone else, so death was the only way I could be at ease. She knew she was going to die because she stopped crying. 
 
      
 
    “Karma will follow you forever after you kill me. You will never live like an ordinary person! I hope you see my dead body every time you close your eyes! I also hope every girl you meet sees the worthless soul inside of you! You will reap what you sow and just so you know, Chris was better than you!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    BOW!... 
 
      
 
    Present… 
 
      
 
    Fredrika was sent to me as payback for murdering Renee, but I couldn’t let a dead girl get the last laugh. I escaped death for a reason, that reason was to end Fredrika’s life, so I could start over with Kat. Moments later, Fredrika came down the stairs fully dressed.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, you know I’m not pickin’ your no neck havin’ ass up. You better lay there and hibernate, like the grizzly bear that you look like,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You wan’t me to die here?” 
 
      
 
    “Am I on your life insurance? If so, why the fuck not? I had a whole fuckin’ baby for you, Reek! A child is for a lifetime! I lowkey hate you for convincin’ me to have a baby by your slow ass. I love my daughter, but nigga I wanted another baby by Peeboy. I sacrificed a lot for you, therefore you are gonna reap what you sow, for not givin’ me my house!” she said. 
 
      
 
    Renee said the same thing before I blew her brains out! 
 
      
 
    “I told you the key is with my mother!” 
 
      
 
    “How do I know it’s not a set up?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t lay here for hours. At least hand me my cell phone.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t find it,” she lied. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika was holding on to my phone.  Whenever one of my homies called to check on me, she would lie and tell them I’m asleep, or I couldn’t talk because of my jaw. She did the same with my mother when she called me. 
 
      
 
    “Call someone to help me up!” 
 
      
 
    “I need to go to my mother’s house to check on our daughter. You know the daughter that you didn’t want anything to do with because I didn’t want you. I’m gonna make sure you regret turnin’ your back on her!” she said. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika picked up a glass of old orange and poured it over my head. “Do you really think you’ll get away with this? What are you gonna do once I get these casts off?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ll be in my new house by that time and then I’ll get an restrainin’ order on you. The doctor said you’ll be like this for what? Five more weeks? Trust me, Reek, I have it all planned out. But if you give me the key now, you won’t have to suffer this long,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “It’s at my mother’s house!” 
 
      
 
    “And how am I goin’ to get it? I can’t stand that walrus lookin’ woman,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “If you call her, I’ll tell her you are on your way to pick it up.” 
 
      
 
    Fredrika wasn’t a smart broad and dropped out of school in the sixth grade. She was easy to convince after a while, I just had to lay the pressure on thick.  
 
      
 
    “Umph, I’m not buyin’ it,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “How about I give you the address instead of a key. Call a locksmith when you get to the house and tell them you locked yourself out. They’ll give you a key.” 
 
      
 
    I was praying that Fredrika would take the bait because the address I was going to give her was the neighbors who lived next door. I could picture her ghetto ass getting locked up for trespassing on someone else’s property. That house I bought for her I wanted to give to Kat. It was going to be the home where we start our lives over. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll think about it while I’m out because I don’t trust you, Reeko. See the problem is y’all niggas think I’m stupid. Give me the name of the street at least, so I can scope it out myself,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “What if I just give you the code to my safe then? I can’t live like this!” I pleaded. 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth. “Fine, give me the code to the safe,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “But you won’t get me any help, if I tell you now.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have a choice, unless you wanna lay in piss until I come back tomorrow,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I rambled off the numbers to my safe. My bigger safe was at my mother’s house, so I wasn’t tripping off her taking forty-five g’s. 
 
      
 
    “It’s in my closet behind the tennis shoe boxes.” 
 
      
 
    Fredrika ran upstairs to my bedroom. She wasn’t as stupid as I thought, the broad just wanted money. Every female I fucked just wanted money anyway. A few minutes later, Fredrika came back down the stairs holding an envelope. I fucked up big time, I forgot I had that in there. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you have blood stained panties and the newspaper article with her picture plastered on it?” she asked, as she pulled out Renee’s picture. 
 
      
 
    “You got the wrong idea!” 
 
      
 
    “Reeko, this girl’s picture was plastered all over the city after she went missing! Are these panties hers?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t know what you’re talkin’ about! I gave you the money so now call someone to help me up!” 
 
      
 
    “Did you do somethin’ to her? I find it very fuckin’ weird that you have bloody panties in here with a newspaper article regarding her disappearance,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I was the first nigga she slept wit’ so bloody panties are normal. We made a deal though so call somebody!” 
 
      
 
    Fredrika shook her head. “This is a lot of damn blood. Did you do somethin’ to Renee?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I would have killed you if I was a killer! Don’t be stupid!” 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, so you know she’s dead?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why else would she be missin’? Yo, stop playin’ wit’ me! We had a deal!” 
 
      
 
    “Umph, well I called your uncle while I was upstairs and he’ll be here shortly. But I’m gonna hold on to this in case you threaten to not take care of our daughter again,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you really gonna blackmail me? The nigga that took care of you?” 
 
      
 
    “You won’t have anything to worry about, if you take care of me and your daughter,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m tellin’ you right now, you need to put that back! It’s not what you think!” 
 
      
 
    “The thing is, Reek, you might be innocent, but this will still make you a suspect. Now, I’m gettin’ out of here so thanks for the money. As long as you keep that comin’, I can buy my own damn house,” she said. 
 
      
 
    You could have bought your own house after all the money I gave you, greedy bitch! I can’t wait to watch her suffer. I’m gonna piss on her dead body! 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back later to straighten up, I guess,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika left the house with my money and the last piece I had of Renee. “BITCH!” I yelled out. I played myself not remembering what was in that safe—I was screwed. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “NEPHEW!” I heard my uncle’s voice. 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes to my uncle standing over me, poking me with his cane. “How long ago did Fredrika call you?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “About two hours ago. I would’ve come sooner, but I was sitting underneath the dryer. You know Uncle Roscoe gotta keep the hair slick like a porn flick,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t get up, Unc.” 
 
      
 
    “Marcus and James! Get in here!” Uncle Roscoe shouted. 
 
      
 
    Two of his bodyguards came into the house to pick me up. They were around my size, or maybe a few pounds heavier.  “It stinks here, it smells like ass, piss, and feet. Let me step outside, so that smell won’t get in my hair. Goddamn, whew,” Uncle Roscoe complained. 
 
      
 
    “UHHHH!” I shouted while being lifted from the floor. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe’s wife came into the house with a wheelchair. I was escorted out of the house after I sat in the wheelchair. Uncle Roscoe was leaning against his Yukon, patting his face with foundation to fill in the cradles. 
 
      
 
    “You look good, Big Dick Daddy,” Sherlisa told him. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, baby,” he gloated. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe was dressed like a vampire. He had on a suede black suit with a pocket watch chain. The ruby collar pin on his shirt made his outfit look like a costume. I noticed he was wearing a ruby ring too. 
 
      
 
    “You goin’ to a costume party?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “You must not have seen Vampire in Brooklyn yet. Maximilian was a badddd muthafucka,” he said, while patting his finger waves. 
 
      
 
    His bodyguards lifted me from the chair and placed me in the back seat. “I’ll go lock the door,” Sherlisa said. 
 
      
 
    “Hurry up before I take a bite out of you,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Aye, Unc. Where are you takin’ me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “To your mother’s house. She’s on her way home now with groceries for you,” he said, while closing the door.  
 
      
 
    The bodyguards sat in the front while Sherlisa and Uncle Roscoe sat in the backseat with me. I was uncomfortable knowing I had an odor. Since I was so messed up, I could only take bed baths. The last time I was washed was when I was in the hospital. Every time I think about how dirty Fredrika did me, the angrier I become. 
 
      
 
    “I’m thinking about buying Heavy T’s club if his wife sells it. Maybe you can run it with me,” Uncle Roscoe said. 
 
      
 
    “He’s not gonna let that happen, Unc. Heavy T loves that club more than he loves his own wife and kids.” 
 
      
 
    “Shit, you ain’t hear? Heavy T was killed two weeks ago. Someone gutted him like a fish then tossed his body in his yard. His wife found him while she was walking the dog,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been missin’ out on a lot. Damn, someone finally killed that nigga. I think he had me set-up,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Look on the bright side, he’s gone and you are still here,” Uncle Roscoe replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but I barely made it. Anyways, what are you gonna do wit’ that hole in the wall club?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna fix it up nicely and turn it into a gentlemen’s club. If you are smart, you’ll want to hop on it too. It’s about time you start making legit money,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I was at the hair salon earlier, and one of the hairdressers said Retta’s daughter belongs to Heavy T. Poor Janice because she has to raise that baby since her daughter is on that stuff,” Sherlisa butted in. 
 
      
 
    “You gotta respect Heavy T’s pimp hand. Shiddd, he had the mama and her daughter. I respect it,” Uncle Roscoe replied. 
 
      
 
    “It’s disgusting,” Sherlisa said. 
 
      
 
    “What’s disgusting is you eye fuckin’ Diablo last night,” Uncle Roscoe replied. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t even look at him!” Sherlisa said. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe raised his hand at her. “Hoe, I’ll make you suck the pork grease off my nephew’s neck, if you yell in my truck again! Don’t forget, I made you and I can make another you,” Uncle Roscoe said to her. 
 
      
 
    “He came to your house last night?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No; we ran into him at his restaurant called Picadillos. Oh, yeah and I seen that cocky lil’ nigga Trigg talkin’ to him,” Uncle Roscoe said. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg knows Diablo?” 
 
      
 
    “Shid, it looked that way to me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    So, that’s why Trigg ain’t want us to run down on him. That nigga thinks he’s slick, but I’m gonna figure out their connection.  
 
      
 
    Trigg made me look stupid in front of the crew when I presented the plan to them. Now, I understood why he was going so hard to talk me out of it. But what I really wanted to know was, who Diablo was to Trigg. Was Diablo our connect? I had a lot of questions with no answers. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, we arrived at my mother’s crib. I was baffled to see Monty helping her get the grocery bags out of the trunk. Seeing him at my mother’s crib was a slap in the face, since he was smashed my baby mama. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get the wheelchair,” Marcus said. 
 
      
 
    He got out of the truck to open the trunk. Monty took a few grocery bags into my mother’s house before he came to the truck. James got out of the passenger’s seat to open the back door. 
 
      
 
    “What up, Reek? How are you feeling?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I feel like I look, muthafucka! 
 
      
 
    “Just takin’ it one day at a time. What are you doin’ here though?” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I called your mother to check up on you, since Fredrika answered your phone wit’ niggas in the background. But your mother told me you were comin’ to her house, so I came over to see my bro,” he said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marcus and James slid me out of the backseat and into the wheelchair. “I can push him,” Monty told the bodyguards. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll talk to you later, Nephew!” Uncle Roscoe shouted from the backseat. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t comin’ in?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe next time,” he replied, while grilling Monty. 
 
      
 
    Monty chuckled, “I’m diggin’ the Interview with the Vampire costume,” he said to Roscoe. 
 
      
 
    “This ain’t no costume, this is what ancient black money looks like. You baggy jeans wearin’ lil’ niggas don’t know anything about this,” Uncle Roscoe replied. 
 
      
 
    “Aight playa,” Monty chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Uncle Roscoe closed the back door, while Sherlisa signaled for Marcus to drive off. Monty pushed me up the walkway and into the house. My mother was in the kitchen putting groceries away. 
 
      
 
    “Look at you, Reeko. You look a damn mess! I told you while you were in the hospital to come here so we could take care of you, but nooooooo you let that tramp talk you into letting her care for you. I should’ve known she wasn’t up to any good when she wouldn’t allow me to talk to you when I called. Anyways, Tisha’s daughter will be here shortly with the equipment to help you bathe,” my mother said. 
 
      
 
    “She was takin’ care of me, Ma,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    “Just stop it, Reeko! That woman doesn’t care for you, she just wants your money. Out of all the women you could’ve picked to have a baby with, you chose a whore,” she complained. 
 
      
 
    “Can we talk about that after my company leaves?” I asked, feeling embarrassed. 
 
      
 
    “Ummmm hmmm,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Take me to the bedroom down the hallway,” I told Monty. 
 
      
 
    Ernestine was forever embarrassing me. She was the type of mother that would come outside with her pajamas on and no bra to yell at me while I was hanging with my friends. I didn’t want to come to her house because of her bickering. She was nosey, controlling, loud, and always wrong. I didn’t hate her though, but I couldn’t stay in her house for too long. Monty pushed me into the bedroom at the end of the hallway. 
 
      
 
    “Close the door bro,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    He closed the door, “Fredrika wasn’t helpin’ you out?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but nigga I’m too big for her to take care of.” 
 
      
 
    “How is baby girl doin’? Did Fredrika go shoppin’ for her?” 
 
      
 
    “What are you talkin’ about?” 
 
      
 
    “We knew you were goin’ to be down for a while, so we pitched in and gave shorty close to sixty g’s. Nick dropped it off at her mother’s crib yesterday,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you didn’t know? Your mother had us on the ban list so we couldn’t visit you. But we’ve been holdin’ it down for you so you can focus on getting better,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Is that why y’all niggas didn’t show up at the hospital?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Ernestine slapped Trigg the night you were robbed. Your mother really disrespected the crew, Reek. I’m surprised she let me come over here today because shorty cussed us out at the hospital,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, “yo, I thought y’all stop carin’ about a nigga.” 
 
      
 
    “Never that,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “And y’all gave Fredrika sixty g’s?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she said the baby needed clothes and pampers. She also said she’s havin’ car problems and needed to catch up on her bills,” he said. 
 
      
 
    That broad was pressed for money when my homeboys already made sure she was straight. I’m not playin’ anymore games wit’ her! 
 
      
 
    “Tell the crew I appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    My mother knocked on the door. “We don’t close doors when company is over, Reeko!” she yelled from the other side. 
 
      
 
    “Give us a minute!” I shouted back. 
 
      
 
    “And don’t be yelling in my goddamn house!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I should’ve stayed in the hospital,” I told Monty. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Did anyone figure out who the dude was that attacked me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Trigg said Heavy T set it up, but I’m sure you knew that since it was obvious. Heavy T also killed Grizzy. He was tryin’ to take us out one by one because Trigg stopped supplyin’ him,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I should’ve peeled his cap back when I was at his office. I had a feelin’ Grizzy’s death wasn’t an accident.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I got you somethin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Monty went into his pocket and pulled out Grizzy’s obituary. “Since you couldn’t make it, I saved one for you. But I’m glad you couldn’t come because Redz knocked over his casket. I can’t get his deformed body out of my head. I can’t even sleep,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “She knocked over his casket? What type of time is Redz on?” 
 
      
 
    “She had a breakdown and wanted to get in the casket wit’ him. Redz hasn't been right since she lost her baby. Bro, I’m tellin’ you, Redz needs help. Then after she knocked the casket over by accident, she and Retta fought outside. Next thing I know, it’s a whole royal rumble in the parking lot. Oh, and Skeeno pistol-whipped Breonna’s father inside the church. Yo, Reek, I ain’t never seen a funeral turn out like that before. It was hectic,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “The crazy part about it though, Grizzy was probably smilin’ while lookin’ down at everyone because his funeral went out wit’ a bang.” 
 
      
 
    “Nick said we showed out for him. It was straight up hood shit,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    He laid the obituary on the nightstand. “I’m ready to dip out, so let me know if you need anything,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Quick question. How is Kat doin’?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not gonna get into that, Reek. You can see for yourself when you get well,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Hold up, bro, you can’t tell me how my girl is doin’?” 
 
      
 
    Monty shook his head, “that ain’t your girl fam,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you feel like everyone else? Do you think I’m crazy too?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’, that’s not your girl so stop worryin’ about shorty. Let her be happy, fam,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I guess you wanna fuck Kat too, huh?” 
 
      
 
    Monty grilled me, “nigga, are you serious?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Hell yeah muthafucka! It ain’t like it’ll be the first time you smashed the same bitch as me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not followin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t even worry about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, fuck that. Nigga, you got somethin’ to get off your chest, get it off then!” he barked. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me you fucked Fredrika?” 
 
      
 
    “Really, bro? You questionin’ me about a bitch that fucked almost every dude in the city. And I smashed her before you did,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    “We’re boys though. You should’ve told me.” 
 
      
 
    “I forgot I even smashed her until you brought it up. She’s not memorable and you ain’t ever gotta worry about me doin’ anything else wit’ her,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I’m trippin’, my bad.” 
 
      
 
    “Anyway, be easy, fam. I’ll see my way out,” he replied, before he left. 
 
      
 
    Monty was in his feelings because I asked him about my baby mama, but he wasn’t a real homie. A real homie would’ve given the scoop on what was going on with my shorty since I was house ridden. The clock wasn’t ticking fast enough because I had to get back out in the streets and claim what was mine…Kat.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Redz 
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   B usiness was booming and my girls were busier than ever. I was standing in the kitchen, running the money through the money machine as Peanut put the stacks in trash bags. It was two o’ clock in the morning and I was ready to collapse from exhaustion. Since Skeeno and Reeko were on a break, my crew had to step up to move the extra bricks. I thought we weren’t going to be able to handle it, but we did it. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll be millionaires soon,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, we will be. We just counted a quarter a mil’ and we’re not even done yet.” 
 
      
 
    “Trigg should marry you at this point. You are helpin’ him build his empire more than he thinks,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Especially after he doubted my hustlin’ ability because I’m a woman. We fooled his ass,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Breonna came out of the bathroom and into the kitchen. She didn’t look like her normal self. She had bags under her eyes, and it looked like she lost a few pounds. She went into the fridge and grabbed a ginger ale. 
 
      
 
    “What’s the matter wit’ you?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “I think…I think I’m pregnant,” she said with tears in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn, already? Shit, Bre, y’all don’t use protection? And didn’t you just start school? Girllll, you better not drop out,” Peanut fussed. 
 
      
 
    “What are you gonna do if you are?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just going to be a mother,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Whew chileee,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “If I am pregnant, I’ll give birth during school break, so it won’t affect my schedule. It’s just that I didn’t expect to be pregnant at nineteen. I haven’t taken a pregnancy test yet, but my body just feels different, and I’m always nauseated. What if Skeeno thinks I trapped him?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Girl, fuck what that nigga might think. We’ll take turns babysittin’ while you go to school. Trust me, Bre, we got your back if that nigga doesn’t,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t see how he’ll think that when it takes two to have a baby. If he went raw, he knew the consequences,” I chimed in. 
 
      
 
    “Should I tell him now or wait until he gets through his thirty-day program? I don’t want him to relapse. My god, what if I drive him back to taking pills?” she panicked. 
 
      
 
    “And we’ll still beat his ass because he shouldn’t be stressin’ you out while you are carryin’ his baby,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Do whatever you are comfortable wit’, Bre, but take the pregnancy test after he completes his program. That way he can share the experience wit’ you. If you find out now and wait to tell him, he’ll probably feel some type of way about it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “So, we have two more weeks to go before I find out. I’m so scared,” she said, while wiping her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t get scared now, you were bein’ hot in the ass,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shut your old ass up,” I joked. 
 
      
 
    Peanut bucked at me, “I’m not scared of you hoe, so never forget that,” she threatened. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I really appreciate all of you, like I really do. Y’all give me the strength, I never knew I had,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Awwww, our lil’ baby is growin’ up,” Peanut pouted. 
 
      
 
    “But I’m still going to the New Jack City theme party with y’all. I might as well continue living my life until I find out,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait because I got my outfit out already,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Chileeee you better not go dressed like Gee Money. I swear to God, Redz, don’t you embarrass me,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “First of all, hoe, I’m bringin’ out my red shiny pumps. These hoes are really gonna see me as Trigg’s shorty when I step out, so the high-tops are stayin’ in the closet,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Peanut snapped her fingers, “you betta fuckin’ work it!” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “And I will. Trigg is gonna be dumpin’ champagne over my head by the time the party's over because I’m showin’ all of my caramel ass,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    Someone banged on the door. “NUT! OPEN THE DOOR!” Nick yelled from the other side. 
 
      
 
    “NO!” Peanut yelled back. 
 
      
 
    “Are y’all still beefin’?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, because that nigga acts like he doesn’t know how these phone numbers be poppin’ up,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!” he yelled again. 
 
      
 
    “Just let him in,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    The door unlocked seconds later; Trigg walked into the apartment with Nick. “You gave Trigg a key?” Peanut asked me. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, “I mean this is his product.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn, y’all can’t speak to people?” Trigg asked with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    “Why did you let this fool in?” Peanut asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    Trigg wrapped his arms around my waist. “Why wouldn’t I? I don’t care about yah feelins. Nick is the homie,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not playin’ anymore games wit’ you, Nut. You are comin’ home tonight!” Nick scolded her. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, go home, Nut, so you can wash that ugly off your face,” Trigg joked with her. 
 
      
 
    “I stayed away from home for two days, Nick! Let a bitch breathe sometimes!” Peanut yelled at Nick. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry shorty but I can’t do that. I told you those numbers didn’t mean anything. Shid, I can’t even remember who they belonged to. I’m either wit’ my bros or wit’ you. When do I have time to cheat?” he asked. 
 
      
 
            I didn’t understand why she was doing Nick like that. Nick was a good dude despite him cheating in the past, but Peanut thought otherwise. For some reason she thought he stepped out on her when she was in jail. 
 
      
 
    “Nick, can we talk about this later? Can’t you see I’m busy?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, get your shit and we’re out,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    Nick played around a lot, but when he was serious, he was serious. Peanut knew it too because she snatched her purse off the counter, stuffing her money inside. 
 
      
 
    “You make me sick,” she mumbled. 
 
      
 
    “Good, now hurry up. Come on, Bre, I’m droppin’ you off on our way home,” Nick told her. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll see you later, Redz,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Call me when you wake up,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay wit’ doin’ the count by yourself?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Trigg can help me.” 
 
      
 
    I said my goodbyes to Nick, Peanut and Breonna before they left the apartment. Trigg locked all the locks to the door then put the bar across it. He tossed his sweatshirt and wife beater on the folding chair. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to be here for hours,” he said, while looking at the two trash bags. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me about it. You can leave if you want.” 
 
      
 
    “You trippin’ if you think I’m gonna leave you in here by yourself. Don’t test my manhood, shorty,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed a handful of my ass cheek while planting a kiss on my lips. “You smell good,” he complimented with lust filled eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, if you don’t back up and let me count this money. I’m not fittin’ to bust it open for you in a stash house. The dick is good, but it ain’t that good.” 
 
      
 
    He took a step away from me like his feelings were hurt. “What do you mean my dick ain’t good enough?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’ boo, you gotta surprise me if you want me to give it to you outside of my comfort zone.” 
 
      
 
    The past few weeks, we’ve been getting along. Our relationship was back to normal, but because we were busy, we weren’t spending much time together. Our sex life also took a hit because we were too tired to make love by the time we got home. Dick was the last thing on my mind since the money was overflowing. 
 
      
 
    “I need you right now, Redz,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “We can wait until we get home,” I replied, while running dollar bills through the machine. 
 
      
 
    Trigg got behind me, pressing his erection against my ass. “So, you are tellin’ your man ‘no’?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    Trigg pulled down my sweatpants while I was thumbing through the five-dollar bills. Next, he slid my thong down my legs. I dropped the money on the table when his fingers separated my pussy lips. He licked the side of my neck as he smeared my essence across my center. 
 
      
 
    “Triggg, babyyyyy. We can’t do it here.” 
 
      
 
    I was aroused, but uncomfortable because Latrina could knock on the door at any minute, interrupting us. It would piss me off if we couldn’t finish what we started. Trigg pushed me down on the table, I was ready to get up until I felt his tongue diving into my pussy. He had my coochie lips spread like a hotdog roll as he slurped on my bud. 
 
      
 
    “Ummmmmmm…muah…slurpppppppp,” he moaned. He popped me on the ass, “throw it back,” he demanded. 
 
      
 
    I gripped the edge of the table and gave Trigg what he wanted. He was sucking the soul out of me as I rode his face. My eyes were dancing around in my head from the intense pressure that was building up between my walls. 
 
      
 
    “TRIGGGGG BABYYYYY!” I squealed while I came. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was a freaky dude; he slurped my essence like it was coconut water. The way he was smacking on my center, one would’ve thought he was eating a snowball. He even cleaned up the nectar that ran down my inner thighs with his tongue. Afterward, he took my shoes off so he could pull my sweatpants completely off. I was getting butterflies while listening to him unbuckle his belt and unzipped his pants to release his one-eyed monster. It seemed like he was taking forever. I put one of my legs on the table, just to feel all of him—the anticipation was killing me. Trigg smacked my buttock with his heavy shaft. He gripped my hip causing me to moan. 
 
      
 
    “I knew you wanted me inside you. You did all of that bluffin’ just to let me hit anyway,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I winced while he was easing the tip in. “Goddamn, beautiful, this thing is drippin’,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Kamonteeee, go deeper,” I begged. 
 
      
 
    He was sliding in his shaft inch by inch. The sound of him diving into my wetness was satisfying; I could imagine him biting his bottom lip upon entering me. His strokes were slow and deep, but I was ready for him to shift my spine. 
 
      
 
    “Ummmmm,” he moaned from the grip of my pussy. 
 
      
 
    I hiked my ass up after he hit my G-spot. He slapped my ass cheek while thrusting in and out of me. Once he gripped my hips, he pummeled into my ocean like a scuba diver. I wasn’t shy though and knew how to fuck back. Luckily Trigg had on Timbs because he would’ve slipped on the floor from me throwing my ass back. He popped my ass again, signaling for me to go faster. 
 
      
 
    “Get that nut shortyyyy…fuckkkkk,” he moaned. 
 
      
 
    I toyed with my clit to heighten the pleasure of him ramming his big dick to the end of my love cave. What turned me on the most was him talking me through my orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm hmmm, let it go, baby. Good girl... shittttt slow it down a lil’ then bounce on this dick again. Yeah, just like that, keep that grip on there,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I did everything he told me to do and almost slipped and called him Daddy. My legs buckled up while I was cumming. I broke my nail while digging my nails into the edge of the table after he pulled out of me to eat me out again. My clit was already sensitive, and as he latched on, I was squirting from experiencing another body jerking orgasm. He entered me again, fucking the essence out of me. My legs were shaking while I was still squirting. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t run now, baby girl. Handle it!” he shouted. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how he did it, but I was still cumming. Shit, I was borderline paralyzed as he repeatedly rammed into my G-spot. My legs were shaking like a newborn calf. I was holding on to the table with the little strength I had left. I was beginning to believe Trigg was dipping his shaft in cocaine. He was throbbing, and his moans were getting louder as the thrusts were getting deeper. 
 
      
 
    “AHHHHHHHHHH!” he grunted, as he spilled his seeds into me. 
 
      
 
    He laid on my back while I was stuck to the money on the table. “Trigggg, stopppp,” I said when he started kissing my neck. 
 
      
 
    “How can I stop when I have a shorty wit’ a beautiful face, fat ass and tight wet pussy?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    He finally pulled out of me and then slapped my ass. “I guess I can wait til’ we get home,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I slid off the table feeling like the sexiest bitch on Earth, even though Trigg made me sweat my hair out. “Now, I need to get my hair done again. And look at my nail,” I fake complained. He could have run a pair of clippers over my head and I would not have said a word. 
 
      
 
    “Since when have you cared about that? I was fuckin’ you back when you had long toenails with chipped polish,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I slapped his arm. “I wasn’t hip to my feminine side yet. Don’t go there,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You right, that’s how you know when a nigga loves you,” he smirked. 
 
      
 
    “And since we’re going down memory lane, your head game was trash.” 
 
      
 
    “Yoooo, why did you bring that up? Remember that time I bit your clit by accident? I’m surprised that the joint still has nerves in it,” he said. 
 
      
 
    We cracked up laughing as we fixed our clothes. That’s what I loved about our relationship; we were friends too. I would never risk losing that with him again. He helped me step into my sweatpants because my legs were still shaky. I grabbed a paper towel off the counter so he could wipe off his face. 
 
      
 
    “Just know you gotta pay for my hair and nails.” 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t never got to pay for nothin’ sweetheart,” he smirked. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t get cute now after you talked about my toes.” 
 
      
 
    I stood on the tip of my toes to peck his lips. The pecking turned into French kissing. “Okay, that’s enough,” I said because he was getting an erection. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, aight,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I got you when we get home. I’ll even do that jazz split for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhhh shit, shorty, I love when you get on that baldheaded hoe shit,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I bucked at him, “Don’t go there tender dick.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s count this bread, so we can get home,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I’m pulling out sexy lingerie tonight with the cutout coochie lips. He won’t know what to do with himself. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was five o’clock in the morning when we left the building. I was half asleep and couldn’t wait to take a nap during our ride home. To get to Trigg’s BMV, we had to walk through a building where the young hustlas hung out. We called the building Las Vegas because it never sleeps. 
 
      
 
    “Heyy, Redz,” a girl named Lanette spoke. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a head nod and continued walking up the stairs to the parking lot exit. Lanette used to run with Jackie’s clique, and at one point, I didn’t like her. But I guess it had to take me beating and cutting bitches up for the hoes to respect me. Since the funeral, I no longer had any problems with women throwing themselves on Trigg. I was officially the crazy girl and I didn't feel bad about it. Trigg dapped up a few people as they were trying to hold a conversation with him. I spotted Suga pulling her cart away from a man. The man’s back was towards us, so I couldn't make out his face. Suga’s trench coat was flying open, and she was naked underneath. 
 
      
 
    “I own you, so everything you own is mine! Including those rain boots on your damn feet!” the man shouted. 
 
      
 
    His voice was familiar.  I should’ve known who it was because of his build. I haven’t seen Big Pete since he was evicted from our old apartment. He was tormenting Suga and it looked like he was trying to steal her cart. She pulled out a machete and swung it at him. I was hoping she cut him, but she missed. 
 
      
 
    “Is that your pops?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s that bitch,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg rushed over to them after Big Pete punched her in the face. I was so used to seeing him fight women, I wasn’t shocked he knocked Suga out of her rain boots. 
 
      
 
    “You wanna fight women, fight me then nigga!” Trigg yelled at Big Pete. 
 
      
 
    I helped Suga off the ground. “You can’t be out here without any clothes on, Suga,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “I was asleep when that lil’ dick muthafucka tried to rape and rob me! He thinks I owe him, Redz. I don’t owe that muthafucka shit! I’m sick and he’s tryin’ to kill me,” Suga cried. 
 
      
 
    “She’s a goddamn lie, Shanessa. That woman stole from me and I want my money back!” Big Pete shouted. 
 
      
 
    Trigg punched Big Pete in his neck. He fell to the ground, gasping for air while holding his throat. 
 
    
“Beat his ass Suga. We won’t let him touch you again,” Trigg told her. 
 
      
 
    Suga went into her cart and grabbed a hockey stick and a pair of lumberjack boots. “Give me a minute, I gotta get suited up,” she said. I leaned against the tree, waiting for Suga to give Big Pete the beating he deserved for fighting women. 
 
      
 
    Big Pete got up to make a run for it, but I clipped him up. “I should’ve been whipping your ass too!” he yelled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m gonna get you for the sick shit you did to Latrina! But I’m lettin’ Suga get her lick first, since you turned your back on Skeeno, bitch!” 
 
      
 
    Big Pete looked surprised after I let the cat out of the bag. “I was raped for two months while I was carrying his child and that nigga never looked for me! And those niggas gave me drugs, so I wouldn’t be alert when they did all of those foul things to me. Then after all of that, you got the nerve to try me in my goddamn sleep? You know I’m a cranky bitch when I wake up!” Suga yelled. 
 
      
 
    She stomped over to Big Pete with the tongue on her boots flapping. “Put his bitch-ass in a coma Suga,” Trigg told her, while lighting up his blunt. 
 
      
 
    Big Pete was scooting away. “Wait! I can explain! I’m homeless and I don’t have any money. Come on Sweet Pussy, don’t do me like this! We can be how we used to be!” Big Pete pleaded with Suga. 
 
      
 
    “If he gets up and runs, I’ll shoot him in his leg, so take your time. We got all mornin’,” Trigg instigated. 
 
      
 
    “NOOOO!” Big Pete yelled. 
 
      
 
    Suga swung her hockey stick, but she fell  to the ground. She was too weak to swing a stick that was bigger than her. I picked it up for her and cracked Big Pete across the head with it. 
 
      
 
    “Latrina ain’t even your daughter, and you were doin’ that shit to her!” I shouted before I struck him again. 
 
      
 
    He laid on the ground holding his bloody forehead. “Don’t kill him, Redz. We have people watchin’,” Trigg reminded me. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead! Kill me! I have nothin’ left includin’ my bottom hoes,” Big Pete sobbed. 
 
      
 
    Latrina’s Lexus pulled up next to us and slammed on brakes while I was hitting Big Pete in the stomach. 
 
      
 
    “Get him…Redz!” Suga said between coughs. 
 
      
 
    Latrina got out of the car, storming towards us. I was clueless as to why she snatched the hockey stick out of my hand. “What in the hell, Redz!” she yelled at me. She reeked of sex, alcohol and weed. Knowing Latrina, she must’ve just come from a wild sex party. A girl that looked like a man got out of the passenger’s seat. She was tall and stocky with a gold tooth. The durag on her head was tied too tight and looked embedded in her skin. If it wasn’t for the big titties, I would’ve thought she was a man. 
 
      
 
    “Do we have a problem?” the girl asked. 
 
      
 
    Trigg stepped between us. “I’on know what y’all got goin’ on, but ain’t no nigga-bitch fightin’ my shorty,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    The girl lifted her shirt, revealing a gun. I pulled out mine too. “What’s good because I ain’t afraid to shoot a nigga,” I warned her. 
 
      
 
    She took a step back. “Oh, we’re doin’ it like that?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to Newtowne, bitch. You either get up or laid down,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Redz, we don’t want any trouble, but you can’t be beatin’ on Big Pete while Ma is pregnant. She’s stressed out behind bars and is on suicide watch. If I can put my pride to the side, so can you,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Big Pete managed to get himself up off the ground. “I apologized to your sister yesterday. I took my frustrations out on her because I was an alcoholic. I had a problem, but I’m clean now. I know what I did was wrong,” he said, while holding his bloody head. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t believe a word he says, Latrina. Big Pete was a pimp and he knows how to manipulate women. That man ain’t even your damn daddy,” Suga replied. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, what’s goin’ on?” Latrina’s friend asked. 
 
      
 
    “Not now, Penny!” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hoe, is this the bitch you were fuckin’ in juvie wit’ a cucumber?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s me,” Penny stated proudly. 
 
      
 
    “Forget all of this Jerry Springer shit y’all have goin’ on. Latrina, why are you defendin’ that nigga?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “My mother wrote me a letter and told me the truth about my real father. I’ve known he wasn’t for my father for a few weeks now. Unlike Redz I read my letters,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “And you couldn’t tell me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Our mother wanted to tell you herself! She begged me to let her explain it to you. You would’ve known everything if you had opened the letter,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    Suga collapsed on the ground. Latrina rushed to her, but I pushed her away. “You picked your side now, get the hell away from her!” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Big Pete and Lolita apologized to me; I believe you have to forgive in order to heal! My life is complete now, Redz. I have my woman and I found a good lawyer for our mother. She’ll be out soon since Marcus can’t testify,” she said, sounding stupid. 
 
      
 
    Trigg felt Suga’s pulse. “She’s still breathin’ but she’s burnin’ up.” 
 
      
 
    Big Pete crept away and got into Latrina’s car since her dumb ass left the car running. He rode up on the curb and hit a payphone. “MY CAR!” Latrina yelled. Penny jumped in front of the car with her gun like she was a superhero. Big Pete hit Penny while he was speeding down the sidewalk to leave Newtowne. 
 
      
 
    “I had twenty g’s in my purse!” Latrina screamed. 
 
      
 
    Penny was stretched out on the sidewalk groaning in pain. “Your shorty’s durag is layin’ in the road,” Trigg told Latrina. 
 
      
 
    Latrina ran to Penny and for the life of me, I couldn’t understand Latrina’s thought process. I understood she was a free spirit, but she was so weak minded it angered me. Big Pete got what he wanted, which was money—that’s all he ever wanted. Trigg picked up Suga and carried her to his car. 
 
      
 
    “Get her cart, Redz!” he called out. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Latrina and she was helping Penny off the ground. She was so pathetic, I wanted to crack her upside her head with the hockey stick. However, she was my sister and I couldn’t hurt her. I wouldn't be able to live with myself if  I did.  One thing for sure though, Latrina was weak minded just like her hoe-ass mama! I pushed Suga’s cart to Trigg’s car; he was laying Suga in the back seat. 
 
      
 
    “Her cart won’t fit in your trunk,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Take the stuff out and just put it in there. She can always get another cart,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I placed everything Suga had in her cart inside the trunk. A fiend named Joanne approached us. She was probably one of the cleanest fiends in the neighborhood. Joanne worked, and had a car and roof over her head. She also took care of her kids. 
 
      
 
    Joanne peeked inside the car. “What’s going on with Suga? Is she alright?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “She has a fever, so we’re takin’ her to the hospital,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Okay then, I’ll keep this for her,” she said, grabbing Suga’s cart. 
 
      
 
    “And can you tell her sister we took her to the hospital,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell her,” Joanne replied, before she pushed the cart away. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was on his cell phone when I got in the passenger’s seat of his car. Suga was laid across the backseat groaning in pain while holding her stomach. 
 
      
 
    “She’s a little violent but she ain’t but eighty pounds if that. I promise you, she won’t hurt anyone. She does get too smart though and might steal somethin’ but she’s harmless,” Trigg said into the phone. “Good lookin’ out,” Trigg said, and then hung up. 
 
      
 
    “Was that D?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m gonna take Suga to his nurse’s house. If we take her to the hospital, she’ll leave without gettin’ help. Skeeno needs his mother, Redz. I’m not trippin’ over Big Pete not bein’ in the picture because it’s obvious he ain’t wanna be, but it’s different wit’ Suga,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I looked in the backseat, Suga was shivering while mumbling underneath her breath. 
 
      
 
    “She’s too far gone.” 
 
      
 
    “D has a solid team, they’ll help her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Does he really have his own medical team?” I asked, in disbelief. I knew Diego was wealthy but having doctors and nurses working for you was another level of being wealthy. 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t trust hospitals but his nurses are herbalists from Cuba,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “What if he needs surgery?” 
 
      
 
    “He goes back home for it,” Trigg responded. 
 
      
 
    We rode past Latrina and her limping girlfriend. I shook my head at the dumb bitch. She just bought the car four days ago and if Big Pete was smart enough, it was going to go to the chop shop. He had twenty g’s of her money plus the car. Her dumbness gave that bum an opportunity to come up and I wasn’t going to help her get anything back.  
 
      
 
    “She’s bad for business,” Trigg said about Latrina. 
  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’ shorty, you might want to rethink her bein’ part of the family business. Her loyalty is wit’ the enemy and that’s the number one sign of bein’ a snake. I’m not sayin’ disown her because at the end of the day, that’s your sister but she knows too much,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “She’s the one that puts in hours on the block. Outside of our personal issues, she’s a hustla. I didn’t think she had it in her, but she’s part of the reason why we’re able to get where we are at.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s your call, shorty, but don’t get your feelins hurt when she crosses you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Latrina won’t cross me.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, just don’t hesitate if that time comes,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    What Trigg was really saying was, “don’t hesitate to kill her if she crosses you.” He could be cold-hearted at times, despite how loving he could be with those he cared about. But to suggest I kill my sister if she fucks up was a low blow. I would rather beat her ass, but to take her life was something I couldn’t do. Trigg placed his hand on my thigh. 
 
      
 
    “Or I’ll do it for you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “We’re talkin’ about my sister, Trigg! That’s flesh and blood! I'd rather just cut her off and pretend she’s dead.” 
 
      
 
    “A snake is a snake, shorty. You can love it, take care of it and even give it a home but it’ll still bite,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “That will never happen.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, then,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I looked in the back seat to check on Suga. She was so out of it she thought she was smoking a cigarette. I was tired at first, but now I was wide awake. Sleep was the last thing on my mind as I thought about my sister’s stupidity. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour and a half later, we parked in front of a country cottage with a well in the front. I could see a gray-haired Latina woman dressed in a white linen dress, carrying a basket of eggs to the house. The house had an historic vibe to it, reminding me of the seventeenth century. 
 
      
 
    “Is this the wrong place?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I met Skeeno’s counselor here,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The woman with the basket of eggs came to the car. Trigg got out of the car to greet her. She spoke broken English from what I could hear. Diego walked out of the house, drinking a green drink. I got out of the car to greet him. 
 
      
 
    Diego hugged me, “it has been a long time, Hija. Are you staying out of trouble?” he asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I am,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Trigg grabbed Suga out of the backseat and she was still out of it. Diego was speaking Spanish to the Latina woman. She looked at Suga shaking her head “no” as her voice got louder. I could tell her and Diego were having a serious discussion because of her body language. She kept shaking her head while looking at Suga. 
 
      
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” Trigg asked Diego. 
 
      
 
    “She said she doesn’t think she can help because she already looks dead. She also said she and her sisters could pray over her as she peacefully crosses over.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t help,” the Latina woman said. 
 
      
 
    “Diablo…that’s you?” Suga asked. 
 
      
 
    “What’s this woman’s name, Hijo?” Diego asked. 
 
      
 
    “We call her Suga,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “That’s Sweet Pus… I mean Sweet Suga?” Diego asked. 
 
      
 
    “You know her?” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    Suga almost fell over while laughing, but Trigg caught her. If it wasn’t for Trigg holding her up, she would not have been able to stand on her own. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, he knows me. He was my highest-paying client. It’s a small damn world,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Suga looked up at Trigg and then at Diego with droopy eyes. “Is that your daddy, Trigg?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Diego gestured for the Latina woman to grab Suga. She sat her egg basket down before she walked Suga into the house. Diego looked embarrassed and Trigg was chuckling. 
 
      
 
    “Are you laughing at me?” Diego asked, with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    Trigg fell against the car with tears in his eyes. He was laughing so hard he couldn’t breathe. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t gonna lie, I would’ve paid for it too. I saw her old picture and was like ‘damn’!” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg was so comfortable talking to his father that he must’ve forgotten I was standing next to him. “Oh, really?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t mean it like that, shorty. I’m just sayin’ how good she looked,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Make him sleep on the couch. He deserves to be punished for making fun of the old man,” Diego chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Trigg put his arm around my shoulder. “She’ll be right on that couch wit’ me,” he confidently said. 
 
      
 
    The Latina woman came out of the house fussing in Spanish. The top of her dress was ripped and her hair was disheveled. 
 
      
 
    “Suga is refusing help,” Diego translated. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go check on her since I brought her here,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    He went into the house to see what was going on between Suga and the old woman. 
 
      
 
    “Is Suga being here a problem for you? She’s already giving your people a hard time.” 
 
      
 
    Diego let out a deep breath. “I was skeptical at first, but Kamonte rarely asks for favors. I’m not in the position to tell my son ‘no’ anyway,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” 
 
      
 
    “To make up for lost times. I also respect the loyalty he has for the people he cares about. Nowadays, these youngins are only out for themselves,” he said. 
 
      
 
    A bald head Latino man wearing a black suit walked out of the house; he was drinking the same drink as Diego. 
 
      
 
    “Who is this lovely, beautiful lady?” the man asked Diego. 
 
      
 
    “This is my daughter-in-law, Shanessa. Shanessa, this is Julio,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    Julio shook my hand and I noticed he had burn scars covering his hand. I also noticed he had those same scars on the side of his face. “It was a pleasure meeting you,” Julio said. 
 
      
 
    Julio spoke to Diego in Spanish. I had to learn how to speak their language; it made me feel uncomfortable not knowing what was being said. Someone could threaten me with a smile on their face and I wouldn’t have a clue. Trigg came out of the house drinking a smoothie that looked like swamp water. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you too young to be drinking that?” Julio asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know but this joint is good. What’s in it?” he asked, while sipping. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a natural remedy for older men to keep going if you know what I mean,” Julio laughed. 
 
      
 
    Diego squeezed Trigg’s shoulder, “put the drink down, Hijo. You are embarrassing me,” he chuckled. A middle-aged Latina woman carrying a basket of herbs walked past us while snickering. 
 
      
 
    “What’s funny though?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “They think you are having bedroom problems, Hijo. Now, the women are going to spread rumors about you,” Diego chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I asked Rosetta for the same thing Julio asked her. Damn, Julio, you can’t hit the ball out of the park?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “You need to work on your Spanish. Trust me, we didn’t ask for the same drink,” Julio chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Stay strong, Shanessa. You are going to have a very long day,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg waved them off as he continued to drink the smoothie. “I don’t care what y’all say. This joint is good,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Me and Julio have to go to the fish market. I’ll keep you updated about Suga, but she’s in good hands,” Diego said to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “Good lookin’ out,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I hugged Diego goodbye before getting in the car. It was seven o’clock in the morning and I haven’t been to sleep yet. Trigg got in the driver’s seat and started up the car. 
 
      
 
    “What happened in the house?” 
 
      
 
    “I helped them tie Suga down to the bed,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all tied Suga to a bed? This ain’t The Exorcist.” 
 
      
 
    “Shiddd, Suga was fightin’ those women because they wanted to give her a bath. She told them they had to pay to see her naked,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg turned the radio up, blasting Craig Mack’s song, Flava in Ya Ear. I turned the music down. “I wanna take a nap until we get home.” 
 
      
 
    “Naw, shorty, you gotta stay up. A nap will make you too tired to give me some when we get home,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I’m not fuckin’ you unless you pay me. Shid, I’m tryin’ to be like Sweet Pussy Suga. You gotta pay to play baby.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg looked over at me. “My money is long, so I’ll pay whatever,” he flirted. 
 
      
 
    “And I want a Cuban link.” 
 
      
 
    “What else?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “A new glock.” 
 
      
 
    “You are sellin’ yourself short, Redz. That pussy is worth a lot, so you gotta put me up to a challenge. A Cuban link and a new glock is small shit,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hush your mouth. This my first-time bein’ a high-priced hoe,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    “How about a trip to Portofino, Italy? We can rent a yacht, have a nice lil’ romantic dinner, and I can take you shoppin’,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, you trickin’ trickin’.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course, but there’s a catch. I want a threesome,” he said, ruining the moment. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “Sharin’ is caring,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I would’ve sucker punched him if he wasn’t driving. Trigg had lost his rabbit ass mind if he thought I was going to share him. “Trigg, don’t play wit’ me.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m serious, that’s every man’s fantasy.” 
 
      
 
    “And mine is fuckin’ your daddy!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg slammed on brakes in the middle of the road. “The fuck you just say to me?” he gritted. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you don’t like that, do you? Don’t disrespect me like that again.” 
 
      
 
    “Broooo, I’ll kill your lil’ ass right now. I was jokin’ wit’ you but you took it too far,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I was jokin’ too.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg grilled the hell out of me. “Yo, I saw your life flash before my eyes just now. I’m really not feelin’ that,” he expressed. 
 
      
 
    “I was just jokin’, Trigg, damn. You disrespected me twice today. First, you said you would’ve paid to fuck Suga then you asked me for a threesome. You should be lucky, that's all I said,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    “I’on even want your raggedy pussy anymore,” he replied. I burst out laughing because he was heated. Someone beeped their horn at Trigg because he was blocking traffic. He drove in silence while I fought back bursting out laughing. 
 
      
 
    Trigg’s forehead started to sweat as he was gripping the steering wheel. His face was contorted in pain. He put the window down and then turned the air conditioner on. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong wit’ you?” 
 
      
 
    I noticed he had a tent in his jeans that was touching the steering wheel. “I’on know what was in that smoothie, Redz, but I feel like I can fuck ten bitches right now,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I burst out laughing because now I understood why Diego and Julio were clowning Trigg. He was doing eighty when the speed limit was fifty. He even stuck his head out of the window to cool off. “I’m gonna catch a cold!” I was shivering from the air conditioner and November's weather. Trigg put the window up. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, just pullover.” 
 
      
 
    “For what? I’m tryin’ to get home,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Pull over right there,” I pointed at a park. 
 
      
 
    Trigg backed into the parking spot behind the bush. His seat was already reclined, so I unbuckled my seat belt as he released his shaft. The veins bulging out of his manhood made his dick look like a snicker bar. I had to spit on his dick first so it could ease into my mouth. Trigg gripped the steering wheel, it was barely in my mouth, and he was already throbbing. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t even suck it, Redz. I might cry like a lil’ bitch if you do,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I deepthroated him anyway, causing him to slide down in the seat. Trigg was pushing my head away but I didn’t let off. By the time I was finished with him, he was going to be calling me, Jaws. That shark ain’t have shit on me! 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “REDZ!” Kat shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Girl, why are you yellin’ in my damn ear?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m tryin’ to do your make-up for the party, and you keep dozin’ off. Bitch, I’m fittin’ to make you look like The Joker,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t get much sleep because me and Trigg had spent our morning sexing each other like rabbits. We didn’t go to sleep until two o’clock in the afternoon, but I had to wake up two hours later to get my hair and nails done. A smile spread across my face thinking about all the nasty things we did to each other. 
 
      
 
    “What are you gigglin’ about?” Kat asked. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh nothin’.” 
 
      
 
    Kat came to my house to help me get ready. Peeboy and Trigg were in the living room drinking while waiting for us. “Keep still, I just have to get this lip liner on right,” she said. I was fighting sleep like a toddler, but I kept my eyes open so she could finish. 
 
      
 
    “There! Whew, girl I was ready to fight you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the chair to look in the floor-to-ceiling mirror. “Oh yeah, I’m fittin’ to make an entrance tonight,” I bragged. 
 
      
 
    I had to toot my own horn because I looked damn good, from my hair to my feet. I was wearing a red leather catsuit with gold military buttons. The catsuit was a thin, soft leather that fitted me like a glove. In my ears were a pair of gold dangling Gucci earrings. I took a chance and wore a pair of four-inch red pumps with gold studs on the ankle straps. Kat walked around me, checking if anything was out of place. 
 
      
 
    “You look so good, Redz. Do you have panties and a bra on?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Chile, I’m naked underneath this outfit.” 
 
      
 
    “This is my first time ever feeling ashamed for not being thick,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Wait a minute now, Kat. Your butt has gotten a lil’ bigger.” 
 
      
 
    She turned around so her butt could face the mirror. “I think you are right. Look at that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I hope someone from our crew wins the best dressed award.” 
 
      
 
    The New Jack City theme party had a two-thousand-dollar reward. I was going for one reason though, to represent Trigg. Every baller in the DMV was going to be there, so it was a flashy party. Kat was decked out in Chanel. She wore a black turtleneck dress with a high split on the side. Gold chains dangled from the buckles on her knee-high boots and her hair was styled in a crimpy asymmetrical bob. Kat looked like a classy rich girl and I looked like a hustler's wife. Trigg came into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready…” 
 
      
 
    He stopped mid-sentence while observing me. I didn’t get dressed in front of him because he would’ve told me to change. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think babe?” I asked, while giving him a view of my backside. 
 
      
 
    “I think you should put on a Reebok sweatsuit with a Kangol hat,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ewww, Trigg. You want her to look like Run DMC? Stop hatin’ on her,” Kat told him. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, you look gorgeous. I’m diggin’ the look, but why are you dressed like I cheated on you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    Me and Kat burst out laughing because of the seriousness in his voice. Trigg loved seeing me dolled up, but he also didn’t like when I went overboard. I strutted across the bedroom floor while throwing my hips side-to-side. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Shanessa tonight, Trigg. Redz is your lil’ tomboy girlfriend, but Shanessa is your wife, you feel me?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be in the living room wit’ my man,” Kat said, before she sashayed out of the room. 
 
      
 
    “Bend over really quick. I needa see somethin’,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    I bent over thinking he was going to grab my ass, but he didn’t. “Yeah, Redz, that outfit ain’t passin’ the test sweetheart. I could see the print of your pussy when you bent over,” he complained. 
 
      
 
    “And? I’m not gonna be dancin’ on anyone but you.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg grabbed my hand and twirled me around. “Shid, at least I’ll have the baddest bitch in the party,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    My man was looking fly himself in an all-black suit. His suit jacket also had gold military buttons. He had a fresh haircut with a part and three lines on the side, like Bobby Brown’s. Trigg had on his heavy medallion chains around his neck with four finger rings on each hand. My man was looking like a king pin from New York. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t gonna lie, it’s going to feel different not havin’ Skeeno partyin’ wit’ me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno’s in-home rehab consisted of him being in the house with a counselor. He couldn’t leave unless he went for a walk, but he couldn’t be alone. It was like house arrest for him until he felt well enough to get back to his normal life.  
 
      
 
    “He’ll be back out once he finishes the program.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg went into the closet and came back out seconds later with my black mink. He held the coat out for me so I could put my arms through. “I don’t think it’s cold enough for this.” 
 
      
 
    “It doesn't matter, you have to go all out,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my clutch off the dresser, “we’re leavin’ now, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, come on,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Kat was sitting on Peeboy’s lap while tongue kissing him. His hand was between her legs, and from the looks of it, he was rubbing her pussy. Peeboy had on a white and black Adidas sweatsuit with a pair of high-top black Adidas sneakers. He was also wearing a black Kangol bucket hat. Seeing his outfit almost made me want to change. I would wear a sweatsuit to my own wedding if I could. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all ain’t fuckin’ on my couch,” Trigg said to Kat and Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    “My bad bro, she started it,” Peeboy replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t listen to him, Trigg,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “Are y’all ridin’ wit’ us?” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, fam, you already know your homeboy is gonna throw a tantrum if us ridin’ together gets back to him,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, don’t sweat that. We’re gettin’ too old for that elementary bullshit. Our shorties are best friends, so the four of us are gonna be seen together. That’s just what it is, fam,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, cool. We are ridin’ wit’ y’all then,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “We’re gonna partyyyyyy tonight babyyyyyyy!” Kat said in excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, do we have a section?” I asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “Always,” he said. 
 
      
 
    We left the house to get the night started. I was praying to God that we could enjoy ourselves without fighting or getting into a shootout. We just had to wait and see how the night would unfold… 
 
      
 
    Club Cash City… 
 
      
 
      
 
    Me and Trigg stood in front of a New Jack City backdrop so the cameraman could take our picture. I wasn’t photogenic, and my pose was stiff as I stood with my hand on my hip. It was awkward, especially standing on a plush rug. I was already regretting wearing high heels. Trigg pulled me closer to him with his hand on my ass cheek. 
 
      
 
    The cameraman snapped the picture. “Good…much better!” he called out. 
 
      
 
    Trigg held onto my hand while we stepped off the carpet to keep me from falling. Next it was Kat and Peeboy’s turn to take a picture. We stood off to the side and waited for them. A group of women were leaning against the wall waiting to get their picture taken while staring at me and Trigg. That stare meant two things: one or a few of them had him before or wanted him. The woman with dry finger waves and caked up make-up on her face was grilling the hell out of me. Trigg was oblivious to what was happening because he was looking at his pager. I haven’t stepped foot in the party yet and was already wanting to smack a bitch. Dried Finger Wave rolled her eyes at me after I stood closer to Trigg. I rolled my eyes back at the funny-looking mud duck. 
 
      
 
    “Whew about time,” I said to Kat after she was finished. 
 
      
 
    “I had to make sure he got the good angles,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Color Me Badd’s song, I Wanna Sex You Up, blasted throughout the club when we walked in. Club Cash City was Annapolis’s hottest upscale club. Cash City had two levels with a glass dome shaped ceiling, a wraparound bar and a performance stage. If a rapper had a show in Maryland, they performed at Cash City. Half-naked women were dancing inside cages while dollar bills were raining over their heads. One of the dancers was Fredrika. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like the hoe, but the bitch can dance,” Kat said. 
 
      
 
    “You are right about that,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    We went to the VIP rope and the bouncer let us through to walk up the stairs. The bartenders in VIP were topless while wearing thongs, fishnet stockings, heels and bowties. It was like being at a strip-club with my man. Peanut and Monty were already at the section. On the opposite side of our section was an entourage of Peeboy’s cousins. Peeboy had the most male cousins I’ve ever seen around the same age. They were the new G.M.T boys; Jackboy’s old crew became irrelevant. 
 
      
 
    Peanut was giving a man a lap dance, “Ooowww Owww Ouuuuu,” she sang. I had to do a double take because Peanut resembled Uniqua from the club scene where she was dancing to Guy. She nailed the look from her hair to the shoes. The man she was dancing on looked like a fiend and had ashy white lips. His clothes were dingy and he had a gray scarf around his neck. Trigg was on the couch holding his stomach from laughing. I couldn’t understand what was so funny until I heard the fiend singing the song with Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “This nigga came as Pookie!” Trigg hollered. 
 
      
 
    Nick came to the party as Pookie while everyone was dressed in their finest clothes. 
 
      
 
    “You stepped out of the house wit’ this fool like this?” Kat asked Nut. 
 
      
 
    “Brooo, what’s on your lips?” Trigg asked Nick. 
 
      
 
    “Baby powder,” he nonchalantly replied. 
 
      
 
    Everybody in the section was laughing at Nick, and he was soaking it up because he liked the attention. 
 
      
 
    “Leave my man alone. How can you have a New Jack City party without Pookie?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, Nick, we’ll never let you live after this. Bro, you look like one of those folks from Michael Jackson’s Thriller video,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s Breonna?” I asked Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “She said she’s not comin’ because she has a lot of homework,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Give it up for The Newtowne Boyz Crew, Lady Mafia and G.M.T for being in the buildinggggggggg!” the DJ yelled into the microphone. Popular people always get shout outs in the clubs in our city.  
 
      
 
    “I hate that shit. Now, the hoes are gonna try and sneak up here,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you loved the hoes,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, fam, I’m chillin’ now. These bitches are too damaged for me,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    It sounded like he was referring to Latrina. She did him dirty by cheating on him after he settled down with her. I felt bad for him because he seemed hurt by it. Sadly, Latrina was a whore and nobody could change her. Three bartenders brought buckets of champagne on ice to our section. One of the buckets had Colt 45’s for Peanut. Kat grabbed a beer and popped off the top. Peeboy excused himself from our section to go talk to his cousins. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko ain’t gonna like this, Trigg,” Monty told him. 
 
      
 
    “That ain’t our problem, fam. We are grown ass men, bro. You think I’m fittin’ to let another man dictate what I do over Fredrika’s hoe-ass? Look at her downstairs, spreading her pussy for everyone to see,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Soo, y’all started the party without me?” Latrina interrupted. 
 
      
 
    Latrina looked good in a silk champagne spaghetti strap dress with a high slit. The curls from her messy updo were falling in her face and she wore pearl accessories. Her girlfriend Penny was dressed like Biggie Smalls in the Juicy video. She grabbed a champagne glass and helped herself to our champagne. Peanut snatched the glass from her. 
 
      
 
    “I know your mama taught you manners. Introduce yourself before you start helpin’ yourself to what we paid for!” she said to her. 
 
      
 
    “Latrina paid for this section too, so what’s hers is mine!” Penny replied. 
 
      
 
    Latrina elbowed her. “I’m sorry y’all, she’s just gettin’ out and you know how that goes,” she embarrassingly said. 
 
      
 
    I scooted over so Latrina could sit next to me. Penny seemed like an opportunist; she was disrespectful and was using Latrina. Nobody could convince me she loved my sister. A bartender walked past Penny. “Damnnnnn lil’ mama, what’s your name?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, please don’t say anything,” Latrina pleaded. 
 
      
 
    “You left Monty for that?” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “He wanted too much from me. Penny lets me do who I want and when I want,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “He adjusted his lifestyle for yours, Latrina. You even had that man at swinging parties. You played wit’ his feelings and I don’t like that.” 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth and rolled her eyes. “You might not see it, Redz. But you are just as fucked up as me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I would never forgive the people you forgave. I’m nowhere near as bad as you so don’t get it misconstrued,” I gritted. 
 
      
 
    Penny sat on the other side of Latrina and mean mugged everyone in the section. She thought she was intimidating because of her size and being in prison. The fellas weren’t paying her any mind, they were talking about owning a club. Peanut and Kat were drinking and laughing while looking at Penny. 
 
      
 
    “This party is lame,” Penny complained. 
 
      
 
    “That’s because you weren’t invited, you missed the theme, and you can’t afford your own bottle,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Someone needs to slap you in your mouth,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I would like to see you do it, bitch. I’ll wrap those big ass titties around your neck and choke you wit’ them,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Penny. Redz is always violent for no reason,” Latrina told her. 
 
      
 
    She and Penny left our section to go downstairs. “I lost my shorty to a broad that’s shaped like a forklift,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, I’ll be sick if I lose my shorty to a broad named Quarter,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Latrina said she got a good cucumber,” Peanut laughed. 
 
      
 
    Trigg put his arm around my shoulder. “What’s the matter wit’ you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Latrina just pisses me off.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg poured me another glass of champagne. “Enjoy yourself, shorty. You were excited about this party, so go ahead and have fun with your girls. I’ll be watchin’ you from up here,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the couch. “I hope you’re goin’ to the dance floor because I’m tired of dancin’ with this fiend,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, let’s go!” Kat chimed in. 
 
      
 
    The three of us walked down the stairs. “You and Nick are okay now?” I asked Peanut over the music. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but I’m still watchin’ him,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Translation, she let him hit it and knocked some sense into her,” Kat replied. 
 
      
 
    “I think I’m just fishin’ for problems because he wants to marry me. I guess I’m lookin’ for warnin’ signs before we take that big step! It’s makin’ me paranoid!” Peanut admitted. 
 
      
 
    “About time you figured out why you were trippin’!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    The DJ was playing the New Jack City soundtrack. “This is my shittttttt!” Kat shouted over the music. I’m Dreamin’ by Christopher Williams was playing and the crowd got hyped. I stayed against the wall, bopping my head to the music as Kat and Peanut took over the dance floor. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Redz!” Kat shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I might slip!” I shouted back. 
 
      
 
    I thought the night was going to be a peaceful one until Retta and her clique walked in. The broad had a patch on her face from where I cut her. Hopefully, Retta was smart enough to keep it moving. She walked past Kat and Peanut on the dance floor. I assumed she was probably too high to have noticed them. A bartender came over to me with a bottle of Cristal Champagne on a tray. 
 
      
 
    “The lady in the corner wanted me to give you this,” the bartender said. 
 
      
 
    “Which one?” 
 
      
 
    These broads still think I’m gay, even after seein’ me wit’ Trigg’s fine-ass. 
 
      
 
    The bartender pointed over at a table near the stage. Tashae was sitting at a table in the corner of the club with three of her friends. She waved at me, but I didn’t return the gesture. I wasn’t sure if she was trying to show off in front of her friends or if it was genuine. 
 
      
 
    “Girl, you can keep that bottle for yourself,” I told the bartender. 
 
      
 
    “This is a four-hundred-dollar bottle of champagne,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m not hurtin’ for that. Go ahead and enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “Shid, I’m fitting to sell this for half price,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Do your thing,” I replied, before she disappeared into the crowd. 
 
      
 
    Kat walked off the dance floor. “What was that about?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “That bitch sittin’ at that corner table sent me over a bottle of champagne. This is the same bitch that planned my boat party, and I caught her bein’ all touchy-feely wit’ Trigg.” 
 
      
 
    “The girl wit’ the same hairstyle as yours?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s her.” 
 
      
 
    “We should go over there and thank her,” Kat replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’m lookin’ too good to be checkin’ a muthafucka. I’m gonna leave her be.” 
 
      
 
    Another bartender came over to me. “Is this from Tashae?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “It’s from Trigg,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I thanked her and took the bottle of Dom Perignon off the tray along with the rose. Tashae was still watching me, so I blew her a kiss while sniffing my rose. She smiled at me and then looked away to talk to her friends. I popped the top off the champagne bottle and it spilled over. 
 
      
 
    “I might have to dance this bottle off later. You know how I get after gettin’ drunk off champagne,” I told Kat while filling her glass up. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and you have rhythm when you’re drunk. I don’t know why you’re shy and honestly, you can cluck like a chicken wit’ this outfit on and still look good,” she replied. We clinked our champagne glasses together; Kat went back on the dance floor with Peanut who was getting low to the floor. One thing about Peanut, she never spills her beer no matter how fast she moves. 
 
      
 
      
 
    An Hour later… 
 
      
 
    The bottle of champagne was gone and I was feeling sexy on the dance floor as I seductively worked my hips to, Is it Good To You, by Heavy D. Me and Trigg used to fuck off that song in the backseat of his car. I felt a pair of hands on my ass; I turned around ready to swing but it was Trigg. “Why did you stop?” he asked, while caressing my backside. 
 
      
 
    “Why are you on the dance floor?” I nervously asked. 
 
      
 
    I have never danced with Trigg in public before. At home, it was different because it was just us but people were watching. Peanut was grinding on Nick, and Kat had gone outside to smoke with Peeboy. I was downright shy without my girls pumping me up. 
 
      
 
    “Are you nervous?” Trigg asked with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Trigg, I am,” I said, while looking around. 
 
      
 
    He turned me around, pressing his dick into my backside. “Don’t be, you know what to do,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Tashae’s weird ass was watching us, so I gave the hoe a show since she’s been waiting to be entertained. I pretended we were at home while I whined my hips. Trigg was groping my breasts while suckling on my neck. He sent me into overdrive; I was working my hips like I was riding him. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, fellas, you have to join your girl on the dance floor for this one!” The DJ said into the mic. 
 
      
 
    Keith Sweat’s song, There you Go Tellin’ Me No Again, came on, and the women started screaming. Me and Trigg slowly danced to the song while my backside was still pressed against him. “You are the only shorty I came on the dance floor for,” he said into my ear. 
 
      
 
    “Stop lyin’!” I giggled. 
 
      
 
    “I’m for real. I was watchin’ you from upstairs for an hour and couldn’t help myself,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    The scent of his cologne and the hardness of his dick had me wanting him in the middle of the dance floor. I loved when Trigg was a little buzzed because his voice always gets raspier. He licked the back of my ear and my nipples instantly turned into pebbles. There was no way in hell I was supposed to be horny after all the lovemaking we did earlier. We were in our own world until the song went off. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to leave?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Not until they announce the best dressed. But I need to use the lady’s room.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg walked me upstairs to the VIP bathroom. “I’ll be out here,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I rushed into the bathroom stall, struggling to come out of the tight catsuit. I got it off just in time because I was ready to have an accident. Afterward, I went into my clutch to get the baby wipes to freshen up. Tashae was standing in the mirror, putting burgundy lipstick on her lips when I left the stall. I went to the sink and washed my hands. She was wearing a red leather bomber jacket with a black pencil skirt, and red and black block color heels. She was trying her hardest to dress like a girl from my side of town. I remember when the hoe looked like a flight attendant when I met her. 
 
      
 
    “I sent that bottle over to you hoping we can squash the tension between us,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Do I have gullible written across my forehead? You were tryin’ to show off in front of your friends. But just know you are on my side of town where anything goes.” 
 
      
 
    “My father is an attorney. You aren’t stupid enough to touch me, so cut the act,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I burst out laughing, “cut the act?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my father is well connected, so you wouldn’t dare touch me. And Diego is my godfather who has known me longer than he has known his own son. My fathers don’t play about me, Shanessa,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “The bitch I knew you were has finally come out. About fuckin’ time,” I chuckled while drying my hands. 
 
      
 
    “Your attitude is too cocky for a woman who can’t bear her man’s child,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My mind had to have been playing tricks on me because only me, Trigg, Kat and Peanut knew of my condition. There was no way in hell Tashae knew my business. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell did you just say?” 
 
      
 
    “I said, you can’t have children. You know me and Kamontae sees each other almost every day now. I’m always invited to Diego’s house and I doubt you’ve been there before. Anyways, Kamontae and I have become very close. Close enough for him to ask me to have his baby because you lost his child. You see, our fathers have planned me and Kamontae's future together to keep the wealth inside the family. What can a ghetto bitch offer to Diego’s family? I can make him a better man, Shanessa. Who knows, he might be the mayor of the city in the future with me in his life,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I’ve never wanted to snap a bitch’s neck as bad as I wanted to snap hers; it would’ve been a bad move if I had put my hands on her.  A tear slipped out of my eye even though I fought so hard to not let it fall in the presence of my enemy. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings. But you need to know the truth. Kamontae deserves a family, Shanessa. How else would Diego’s legacy go on? We’re building an empire and your uterine scarring will only cause the legacy to sink,” she continued. 
 
      
 
    She left the bathroom, leaving me drowning in tears. My man was pillow talking with another woman about our private issues, she knew everything! I knew he was going to go to another woman because I couldn’t give him a family. Trigg cheating on me was a heartbreak I didn’t need. I knew our making up was too good to be true. I left the bathroom and he was standing in the hallway talking to a dude. He called out to me when I walked past, but I pretended I didn’t hear him. I had to leave the club before I ended up killing someone. 
 
      
 
    “REDZ!” he called out while following me outside. 
 
      
 
    I continued walking down the sidewalk looking for a cab. Trigg caught up to me, grabbing my arm. “Don’t you hear me callin’ you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I swung on him, dropping my clutch on the ground. Trigg was grabbing my arms to keep me from hitting him. “I’M DONE WITH YOU! LET ME GO!”  I screamed. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is wrong wit’ you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, please let me go! I want to get away from you!” I cried. 
 
      
 
    I was so frustrated and hurt that I couldn’t explain why I was feeling the way I did. “Yo, Redz, I don’t know what the fuck is goin’ on wit’ you! Talk to me,” he pleaded. 
 
      
 
    “I would’ve fucked Grizzy if I knew you were gonna be a fuckin’ snake! I hate you!” I screamed. I swung on him again, punching him in the eye. 
 
      
 
    Whap! 
 
      
 
    Trigg backhanded me, causing the left side of my face to go numb. I didn’t know I was on the ground until he was trying to help me up. “Get off of me!” I screamed. I tasted blood in my mouth from him slapping me. Monty and Nick ran over to us. They thought Trigg was hurting me because they wrestled him off me. I got up from the ground. 
 
      
 
    “Why are y’all grabbin’ me? I was just helpin’ her off the ground!” Trigg barked at them. 
 
      
 
    “Someone came and got us and said you were beatin’ up, Redz,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    I hurriedly walked away. “Bring yo’ ass back! You ain’t goin’ nowhere! Bitch we ain’t done until I say we’re over! The only way out is in a body bag! On God!” Trigg shouted out to me. 
 
      
 
    I turned around, seeing if he was running after me, but they were still holding Trigg back. As soon as I hit the corner, I broke down again. Being a little intoxicated caused my emotions to run deeper; I couldn’t stop crying. Just my luck, a cab was cruising down the street. I flagged the cab down, and he pulled over to the curb. 
 
      
 
    “Where to?” he asked, after I got in. 
 
      
 
    “Take me to the nearest hotel outside of Annapolis.” 
 
      
 
    “Will do,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked into the lobby of a Westin hotel in Glen Burnie, Maryland. The lady behind the desk hung up the phone after she saw me. “Welcome to Westin,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I need a room.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you need me to call the police ma’am?” she replied. I haven’t looked at my face yet, but I knew it had a nasty bruise. Trigg slapped me hard enough to go deaf in my left ear. 
 
      
 
    “No, how much will it be for one night?” 
 
      
 
    “It depends on the room. We have presidential suites available with a city view going for eighty-five right now,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I placed a hundred-dollar bill on the counter. “I don’t need the change, just the key.” 
 
      
 
    She took the money and then placed the key on the counter. “Take the elevator to the twelfth floor. The room number is on the key, and if you need anything, press 0 for the front desk. I hope you enjoy your stay,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t ask for my I.D.; she must think I’m in danger. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the key, “thank you.” 
 
      
 
    I went to the elevator and pressed the button. My cell phone rang inside my clutch for the fortieth time, and my pager was going off too. The elevator door opened. I wasn’t expecting to run into anyone since the party was still going on; Melly and Gutta were on the elevator with three women. I turned around to catch the other elevator, but Melly spotted me. 
 
      
 
    “Redz!” he called out. 
 
      
 
    The other elevator door opened, and I almost broke my ankle while walking to it. Melly got on the elevator with me and judging by his outfit, I knew he was on his way to the party. He grabbed my face, “who hit you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I fell, but can you not tell anyone I’m here?” 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Redz, this face is too beautiful to look like this. Did Trigg do it?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I pulled away from him. “I’m not your business, Melly. So, can you please keep this between us? And let Gutta know that I don’t want anyone to know where I’m at,” I snapped. 
 
      
 
    I pressed the button to the twelfth floor; Melly was still staring at my face. “Redz, that doesn’t look too good,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The elevator door opened to the twelfth floor. I thought Melly was going to stay on, but he followed me to my hotel room. “Nigga, you ain’t comin’ in here. This ain’t a good look for us and you know it,” I warned him. 
 
      
 
    “I’m concerned about a friend. I also wanted to see the room number, so I can check on you later. Matter of fact, I’ll be right back. You need ice for that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    I unlocked the door; the lobby clerk wasn’t lying about the breathtaking city view—it was amazing. I kicked my shoes off on the way to the bathroom. My soul almost left my body after I turned the light on. My left cheek was bruised, my lip was busted and my eye was almost swollen shut. I’ve been in many fights, and no one has ever given me a bruise that bad. I looked like a hot mess! Trigg backhanded me with a four finger ring on his hand, so the damage was crucial. I knew the bruise and swelling was going to be worse the next day. Even though I was disgusted by him, I knew in my heart that he didn’t mean to hit me like that. I took the catsuit off and washed my face with cold water. 
 
      
 
    “Redz!” Melly knocked on the door. 
 
      
 
    I covered my body with the robe behind the bathroom door before letting Melly into the room. He had a plastic bag and a bucket of ice. I sat in the chair by the window and he sat across from me. He put the ice on the table between us. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what happened, but you don’t deserve that. Aren’t you pregnant?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I lost my baby over a month ago.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for the ice, Melly, but I want to be alone.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get out of your hair soon,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed a handful of the ice and put it inside the plastic bag. “Hold this on your face. I don’t think this will help much, but it’s worth the try,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I took the bag from him, placing it on my cheek. “I know I shouldn’t be sayin’ this, but shorty, you gotta know your worth. You are a hustla, what do you need a nigga for if he’s beatin’ on you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled while shaking my head. “You don’t even know me like that because if you did, you would know I’m not the type of woman who would tolerate this. This ain’t the storyline you are lookin’ for.” 
 
      
 
    “You right, I just know what type of nigga you’re dealin’ wit’. We all sell ourselves for the highest bidder. And to maintain a certain status, you gotta deal wit’ the punches,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “What type of nigga am I dealin’ with?” 
 
      
 
    “A ruthless ass nigga; don’t let his status give you black eyes,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I know what Melly was saying and hustlas on Trigg’s level do let their status get to their heads. However, our issues didn’t stem from that. Trigg had two sides to him, and Melly only saw his street side. If he knew the other version of Trigg, he would’ve known Trigg wasn’t a woman beater. 
 
      
 
    “It’s okay to be wrong sometimes, that way we can learn from our mistakes. Thank you for the ice, but you may leave now.” 
 
      
 
    Melly stood from the couch. “Get some rest, shorty and keep that ice on your face. I’ll check on you later,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He kissed my forehead before he left my hotel room. Trigg was a cheater and could easily fuck another woman; meanwhile, I was feeling guilty for having another man in my hotel room. Our hearts were so different because I knew I couldn’t move on from him. The only way I could get over him was in death. Love wasn’t supposed to feel like a dungeon; it was supposed to be a walk on clouds. I burst into sobs because I knew I couldn’t move on even though he could and for that, I was weak. I had become the same person as Lolita and Latrina; finding love was my weakness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Trigg 
 
    [image: A person wearing a hat and a necklace  Description automatically generated with low confidence] 
 
   D iego set a plate of filet mignon, green beans, and mashed potatoes on the table. “Eat somethin’, Hijo,” he said, as he sat across from me. 
 
      
 
    I pushed the food away because I didn’t have an appetite. Redz ghosted me and cut her phone off. Shorty ain’t come home either, and it was messing with my head. I’ve spent twelve hours looking for her and her homegirls claimed they didn’t know where she was. Redz left me because she said I was a snake and wasn’t loyal to her. I never cheated on the broad a day in my life, even when we were younger. Well, I probably flirted with a couple of bitches here and there in the past but it wasn’t serious. I downed a bottle of tequila while thinking of Redz’s wellbeing. 
 
      
 
    “You gotta slow down while drinking on an empty stomach. I’ll get Julio to take you home so you can sleep the liquor off,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t sleep because of what I did. I put my hands on her. I ain’t mean to hit her as hard as I did, but she was fighting me and I reacted. Mannnn, I can’t lose my shorty. I don’t even know what I did for her to do me like that. The only thing I can think of is someone lyin’ on me to her. There were twenty women in that party that I slept with, and you know how women do, someone probably told her I’m still smashin’ them. But then again, Redz wouldn’t have gone off on me like that. This was serious. I mean she was screamin’ and cryin’ about me bein’ a snake,” I vented. 
 
      
 
    Redz blackened my eye and busted my nose and lip. She was hurting about something I did wrong and for the life of me, I couldn’t think of what I did to her. I loved the hell out of that girl.  I made sure she knew that every day, so her calling me a snake is fucking with my head. It was a different type of hurt I was feeling because I broke her heart even though I was clueless. I also thought about how bad she looked because I know I did damage to her face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to be honest, I don’t like what she did to your face. I don’t think you are less of a man because you defended yourself and you shouldn’t think that either. No woman should raise her hand at a man, especially my son. Don’t let it happen again, Hijo. I get angry every time I look at you,” Diego said. 
 
      
 
    “I feel you.” 
 
      
 
    “But I’m serious. Disrespecting my flesh and blood doesn’t sit well with me, Hijo. I respect Shanessa on the strength of you, but if this continues, I’m afraid I won’t be able to anymore,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I understand.” 
 
      
 
    “But I will have my people look for her because you deserve an explanation,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’ll find her myself. I appreciate it, but I got it.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but just let me know if you need my help. I’ll make sure no one hurts her. She’s still family no matter what. Now eat this food before you get sick. You need the energy to find your woman,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Diego excused himself from the table after his cell phone rang. I’ve been at his restaurant for three hours trying to figure out my next move. I cut the steak up, it was medium rare. I liked my steak well done but I ate it anyway. Diego came back into the private dining room. 
 
      
 
    “Suga has pneumonia, an ear infection and a strep throat. She also has high blood pressure,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “So, she’ll be straight?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Hijo. We’re still waiting for the other tests to come back,” he said. Suga was so bad off, Diego’s doctor flew in to take care of her. I hoped she didn’t have anything critical wrong with her because Skeeno needed a mother. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and eat up, I’ll be in the kitchen. Let the waitress know if you need anything else, but no more tequila,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I turned on the TV to watch ESPN after he left. Since I was alone, I dialed Redz’s number again and this time it rang. She groggily answered the phone; it was five in the evening, and Redz never slept in that late. I turned the TV down to listen to the background in case she was around other niggas. 
 
      
 
    “Say what you have to say, Trigg, or else I’m gonna hang up,” she said, with an attitude. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you at?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m at my new nigga’s house!” she spat. 
 
      
 
    This muthafucka about to have me turnin’ the city upside down. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, sweetheart, the games are over. Tell me where you are or come home.” 
 
      
 
    Tashae walked into the room with a margarita. “Are you in the mood for company?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Is that Tashae?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but it ain’t what you think. I’m at Diego’s restaurant.” 
 
      
 
    “Go start your family wit’ her and leave me the fuck alone! It’s over, Trigg! I’m done wit’ you, so leave me alone!” she yelled into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Ain’t shit over! You know what, go ahead and get your beauty sleep. I’ll see you soon,” I replied then hung up. 
 
      
 
    “Did I come in here at a bad time?” Tashae asked. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    She sat across from me. “I won’t be here for long. I only came here because I want to talk about what happened between us,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, ain’t nothin’ happened between us! Now, can you get the fuck out and let me eat in peace?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not leaving until we talk about it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    A week ago… 
 
      
 
    I sipped my glass of rum while listening to Tashae’s parents tell stories about my mother and how the four of them used to have a lot of fun together. Tashae’s parents were cool folks though, and her mother had a down-to-earth personality. Diego’s chefs pushed two food carts out of the kitchen to set up the usual buffet style dinner. 
 
      
 
    “You are welcome to join us on our ski trip to Aspen in December, Kamontae. We do it every year to bring in the New Year. It was your mother’s idea, so we still honor it,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    Tashae’s mother Mildred was an average looking woman. I couldn’t say she was cute or ugly, but she had a nice physique and shoulder length hair. Tashae placed her hand over mine. 
 
      
 
    “It’ll be fun, you should come. It’s a lovely break from city life. Right, Ma?” Tashae asked. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” Mildred replied. 
 
      
 
    I moved my hand from underneath Tashae’s because shorty was acting like we were the new power couple. Maybe I shouldn’t have flirted with her because she was getting too clingy. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll ask my shorty if she wants to come,” I replied and Diego chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that'll be great, Hijo. Ask her when you get home,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “It’s such a shame you have a girlfriend. You and Tashae make a beautiful couple. I could only imagine how adorable your babies will be,” Mildred said. Keith took the wine bottle away from his wife. She was getting drunk and putting crazy ideas in her daughter’s head. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm, excuse me, but I wasn’t finished with that,” Mildred said to her husband. 
 
      
 
    “Would you stop embarrassing me?” Keith replied. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, shut the fuck up. We used to have these conversations when the four of us hung out together. Me and Krisha have always said our sons and daughters would be together. That was my best friend, and I’m supposed to make her wishes come true. Hell, I’m already pissed off because she didn’t tell me she was pregnant with Kamontae. The least I can do is make sure he has a decent woman in his life with a good background. It just seems so right, Keith,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    “No disrespect, but I’m wit’ the woman I’m supposed to be wit’,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “We were young when we made those decisions, Mildred. Let the past be the past,” Diego said. 
 
      
 
    “I know, it’s just hard you know. Especially not being able to see Krisha or talk to her before she was murdered. The least I can do for her is to make her wishes come true. I don’t mean any harm, Kamontae. Sometimes I drink and start talking too much,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    “I think we should talk about something else. We don’t want to scare the boy away,” Keith replied. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you bringing on the trip with you, Senor?” Tashae asked Diego. 
 
      
 
    “No one,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    “That’s because he has a lady friend already in Colorado,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    Diego smirked, “take the wine glass from her too, Amigo. She’s talking too much,” he told Keith. 
 
      
 
    “I forgot her name, but she had a big booty with a pretty face. Her attitude was a little stank though,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh, I remember her. She should come up here to get her weave done,” Tashae said. 
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t the weave that impressed me,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t lying about that. She was a certified brickhouse,” Keith chuckled, and Mildred grilled him. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t know you have a lil’ shorty,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Put it like this, Hijo. She’s not good enough to meet you. None of them are, so you’ll never know about them,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “When are you going to retire your pimp hat? You are getting old,” Mildred joked with Diego. 
 
      
 
    “I love the women,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be like your father,” Mildred told me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a faithful man,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” Tashae asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, have you seen my shorty? I’ll be a fool if I cheat,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Tashae rolled her eyes, but I wasn’t folding underneath her parents to please her. Shorty had me fucked up if she thought I was going to kiss her ass in front of them. Diego changed the subject to talk about real estate. I learned a lot listening to Diego speak on different business moves. After I opened my skating rink, I planned on getting into real estate. Shid, I was trying to own the city by the time I was done hustling. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, I excused myself from the table. “I’ll be back; I’m going to smoke,” I told Diego. 
 
      
 
    I left the dining room; I sat at the bar inside the pool room to roll up a blunt. Tashae came into the pool room seconds later, locking the door behind her. 
 
      
 
    “I always swim here, so don’t think I’m following you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Do your thing shorty.” 
 
      
 
    She took off her sweatsuit, revealing a purple two-piece bathing suit. Tashae knew what she was doing. She was getting messy with her games. I liked shorty better when she pretended, I couldn’t get her. She dived into the pool as I continued breaking up the weed for my blunt. By the time I was finished rolling the blunt, Tashae was getting out of the pool. She came over to me and leaned against the bar, practically standing between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Do you wanna hit this blunt?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “That’s all you can think about while I’m standing here half-naked and dripping wet?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why else would you be in my face?” 
 
      
 
    “Cut the bullshit, Kamontae. It’s obvious that you’re feeling me the same as I’m feeling you. I know you want me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I hit the blunt, “the only bitch I want is the one I have at home.” 
 
      
 
    She scooted closer to me, resting her ass on my lap. “We can do a lot together. We can be business partners and lovers,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I blew the smoke in her face. “Shorty, I’on give a fuck about that. What’s up wit’ you though? You went from, wanting me to chase you to you to throwin’ yourself at me.” 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth, then crossed her arms. “Fuck it then, I want a baby,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I choked on the weed smoke. “Yo, why are you tellin’ me this?” 
 
      
 
    “Because I want you to be the father. I’m not asking for love; I can get that from elsewhere. I just need your sperm,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, there’s a lot of niggas out here that’ll grant you that wish.” 
 
      
 
    “I overheard my parents talking last night. They were talking about an inheritance for Diego’s grandchildren. Apparently, your father has money put away for his grandchildren. Each child will automatically get five million apiece. I want my child to be a part of Diego’s legacy,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “This is the dumbest shit I’ve heard. I’m not knockin’ you up for a get rich money scheme.” 
 
      
 
    “My father has an inheritance set up for his grandchildren too. It’s not as much, but it’s still a good amount. This can be big for us, Kamontae. You can even tell Shanessa about it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, get the fuck away from me bro. I’m not fuckin’ you and damn sure, not raw at that.” 
 
      
 
    Tashae caressed my chin. “I know you are curious about how this pussy feels. Your heart is with Shanessa, but your dick wants to be with me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    My dick sprang and got hard as a brick, as I thought about getting the head from her. She couldn’t get pregnant from giving head. While I was in deep thought, Tashae was feeling on my dick through my sweatpants. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, I didn’t think you'd be packing like this,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Her voice snapped me back to reality, and I hopped off the barstool, pushing her away. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t tell anyone. This will stay between us,” she said, while taking off her bikini top. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I can’t do this wit’ you.” 
 
      
 
    I unlocked the door and then left the pool room. I had to stay away from shorty because I almost cheated on Redz. Tashae was a sexy broad, but she wasn’t worth the trouble. I left straight out of Diego’s house without telling anyone I was leaving. Guilt was hitting me like a ton of bricks as I drove home… 
 
      
 
    Present… 
 
      
 
    I stood from the table as Tashae looked up at me in confusion. She wanted to talk about what went down in Diego’s pool room, but there wasn’t anything to discuss. 
 
      
 
    “I was at the party a few nights ago. I walked right past you to go to the ladies’ room and you didn’t even notice me. That somewhat hurt my feelings considering you gave me mixed signals,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t supposed to notice you, Tashae. You ain’t nobody special shorty.” 
 
      
 
    She chuckled, “I saw you and Shanessa fight outside the club that night. She really got you good too. How could a man of your caliber let a gutta rat like her embarrass you in front of a crowd of people? And that’s the woman you are risking your happiness for?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t better than her. Shorty, you are in the gutter wit’ the rest of the hoes. You want to trap a nigga wit’ a baby for some bread. If that ain’t low and triflin’, I don’t know what is. Now, I wish you the best of luck findin’ your future baby father.” 
 
      
 
    I left Diego’s restaurant through the back door, where my whip was parked. I called Redz again, hoping she would answer the phone but she didn’t. Shorty was giving me her ass to kiss at that point. She didn’t want to talk to me and didn’t care enough to tell me why she was curving me. I wasn’t letting up though, until I got to the bottom of it. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I met up with Monty, Kash, and Nick at the studio to support Nick, working on his album called, Welcome to Newtowne. Monty and Kash were clowning Nick because he was bragging about winning best dressed at the New Jack City party. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, let that shit go,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Hell nawl, I ain’t lettin’ that go. Y’all niggas came through lookin’ like Nino Brown and the rest of those niggas in that movie, but it only took me a minute to get dressed,” Nick bragged. 
 
      
 
    “That is because you don’t take nothin’ serious, and neither did the host because ain’t no way you won that fair and square,” Monty argued. 
 
      
 
    “I should’ve gone,” Kash said. 
 
      
 
    “You good, fam? I forgot you were here for a second,” Monty said to me. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m decent.” 
 
      
 
    “You have a hangover? I can go to the store really quickly to get you an aspirin,” Kash said to me. I had a pair of black shades over my eyes, and my baseball hat was pulled down low on my forehead. My homies haven’t seen what Redz did to my face, and I wanted to keep it that way.  
 
      
 
    “I’m straight,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Do y’all think I should do a tribute to Grizzy at the beginning or at the end of the album?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Beginning,” Kash replied. 
 
      
 
    “I think the beginning too,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “I think it should be the last song. The first song should be raw and hardcore, like an introduction to the album,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Yeah, let that bitch-ass nigga be last! 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you should put me on the album,” Kash said. 
 
      
 
    “You spit?” Monty asked. 
 
      
 
    “Hell yeah, I can spit,” Kash replied. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta hear this. Go ahead, Monty, play a beat for him,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    Monty was a beat maker, but he only did beats for Nick. They were the only two out of the crew that were heavy into music. I listened to rap, but I didn’t have any interest in becoming a rapper. Monty played a slow beat for Kash. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, bruh. Play somethin’ faster,” Nick told Monty. 
 
      
 
    “You can hear the lyrics better when the beat is low and slow like this. I know what I’m doin’ so sit back and listen,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    There was a knock on the door; I instantly placed my hand on my pistol because we weren’t expecting company. Nick opened the door for Gutta, Melly, and a few of their homeboys. I looked at Nick in confusion because he didn’t mention Gutta being on any of his songs. Gutta had a nice flow but his rap lyrics were trash. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, fam,” Gutta said, as he gave me dap. 
 
      
 
    “Just coolin’; are you fittin’ to get on a track?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, just for the hook Nick wrote,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you didn’t take this rap shit seriously,” Melly said to Nick. 
 
      
 
    “I’m doin’ this for my crew, especially for Grizzy,” Nick responded. 
 
      
 
    Melly gave me a head nod instead of dapping me up. Immediately, the nigga was rubbing me the wrong way. I wasn’t an arrogant type of dude to the point where people had to speak to me a certain way, especially niggas that I supplied. However, you have to pay attention to folks when they start switching up. 
 
      
 
    “Why is that lil’ nigga in the studio?” Gutta asked Monty. 
 
      
 
    “‘Cause he’s about to spit somethin’,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the couch, waiting for Kash to say something into the microphone. “Maybe it’s too many people here,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Give him time; he’s feeling the beat out,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “I went from bein’ piss poor and sleepin’ on the floor to 
 
    Shoppin’ at expensive stores for Christian Dior 
 
    I done came up and showed out 
 
    Throwin’ cash from a drop top while the broads drop top 
 
    Suckin’ the dick sloppy just to pop out wit’ a baller 
 
    But I won’t spoil her or call her, 
 
    Because I’m fuckin’ on her homegirl named Dora…” 
 
      
 
    “Ahh shit, nigga. Run that back again, but spruce it up a lil’!” Monty said into the microphone. 
 
      
 
    “He aightttt, Gutta’s flow is better,” Gutta’s homeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, stop dick ridin’,” Nick chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Kash went back in with a verse harder than his last verse. “I’on know, Nick. Kash might out rap you on your own album,” Gutta instigated. 
 
      
 
    “I’on care about that. We’re from the same crew,  so if he shines, I shine too fool,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you say, Pookie,” Gutta jokes. 
 
      
 
    “Still two g’s richer,” Nick chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Kash came out of the recording booth after he was finished. Gutta was talking smack to him. “Don’t think you are better than me,” he said to Kash. 
 
      
 
    Gutta was being serious with Kash because he was the youngest one in the studio. He thought he could punk him especially since he saw Kash as The Newtowne Boyz crew flunky. He wouldn’t have come at Kash like that if he knew he was Skeeno’s protégé. Kash wasn’t a punk, so we didn’t have to defend him. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, you can’t even rap, and that’s wit’ ghostwriters!” Kash replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shidddd, you buggin’,” Gutta chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, your bitch-ass is buggin’. This lil’ shorty I was fuckin’ pussy got dry when she heard your song on the radio,” Kash said. 
 
      
 
    The room erupted in laughter, Gutta had the dumb look on his face like his feelings were hurt. “I was jokin’, fam,” Gutta said. 
 
      
 
    “You can’t joke wit’ folks you don’t know like that, Gutta. That young boy could lay you flat on your ass, playboy,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, are we doin’ this or what?” Gutta asked. 
 
      
 
    Nick handed Gutta a notebook so he could study the verse. I sat on the couch to roll another blunt and zone out. Kash sat next to me on the couch to write down a verse for one of Nick’s songs. 
 
      
 
    “We should invite a few broads up here,” one of Gutta’s homeboys said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, hell no, you won’t. Nigga, I just got out of the dog house,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “Being around the ladies makes the flow better. Peanut should understand that,” Gutta said. 
 
      
 
    “My shorty is crazy. I mean insane. She ain’t goin’ for that,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bump that, how do you feel about the ladies comin’ up here, Trigg? I know you can use a few broads right now,” Gutta said. 
 
      
 
    “Stop playin’, nigga you know I’m not on that,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you and Redz called it quits. She’s stayin’ at the same ho…” 
 
      
 
    Gutta was cut off by Melly. “Yooo, shut the fuck up!” he barked at Gutta. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh, shit, my bad fam,” Gutta replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, finish your sentence. Where is my bitch stayin’ at?” I asked Gutta. 
 
      
 
    “I’on know, Trigg. I drank too much Henny on my way over here,” he replied, while looking at Melly. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled, “Oh, you drank too much, huh?” I replied, while standing up. 
 
      
 
    “Yea…yeah. I got her mixed up wit’ someone else,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, stop lyin’ and tell him where his shorty is at,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, because you're on some bitch shit right now,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    Melly and his homeboys grew silent; I don’t think the other two dudes they came with knew what was happening. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up wit’ you, Melly? Do you have somethin’ to tell me?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    He grilled the hell out of Gutta for dry snitching. My mind was racing, and I wondered what kind of relations Melly had with Redz. A few months ago, he tried to holla at Redz, but I gave him a pass because he didn’t know that she was my shorty. Melly copped major weight from me, so I wasn’t going to kill him over a mistake. But now I am regretting keeping him alive. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Can we step in the hallway?” Melly asked me. As soon as we left the room, he began explaining himself. 
 
      
 
    “Redz is stayin’ at the Westin in Glen Burnie. I ran into her the other night, and her face was so messed up bro. She begged me to not tell you where she was, so I assumed you beat her up. Do what you gotta do to me, but don’t take it out on her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “If I ain’t no better, I would think you have feelings for my shorty.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, fam, you know that’s not it. I just know what women go through when they are stuck wit’ niggas that has a street reputation,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, you think I treat my girl the same way I treat y’all bitch-ass niggas?” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Her face is messed up, Trigg. I mean her shit is swollen and bruised. You went too far,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, fuck that! Tell me right now to my face that you have feelings for my woman! Be a man about it, playboy. You ain’t gotta front like, you’re doin’ this to protect her! You don’t even know her like that because if you did, you would know Redz ain’t the type to put up wit’ a nigga beatin’ on her. What me and her go through is our business. Bro, don’t get your block knocked off over a girl that won’t even let you lick the pussy. Tell me what’s up though because I feel like I’m bein’ snaked by a nigga I considered a homie.” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, fuck it then. I do admire her and I think she’s the coldest broad out here. I dig her style and I like her attitude. If I was able to be myself, I’ll be like her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked, in confusion. 
 
      
 
    Melly took off his hat and scratched his head. “I’m gonna be honest wit’ you because I still want to do business wit’ you. I just hope it can stay between us,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and get it off your chest, unless you want your mother picking out a black dress.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gay, fam. I don’t like your shorty like that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I took a step back to get a good look at Melly because Snow White would have a nigga saying anything to get his hands on her. His jeans were sagging like mine, and he had on a durag underneath his baseball hat. I was looking for something to stand out that signified he was gay, but I could not find it. Melly acted and looked straight. I’ve seen him with women plenty of times, and he was the man of his city when it came to the bricks. I couldn’t wrap my head around it; he had to be bullshitting me. 
 
      
 
    “So, what’s next? You have a nigga too?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I do. You are the first person I came out to, so I hope this can stay between us. I still like to do what I do and keep my operation goin’. That should not have anything to do wit’ us on the business tip,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Redz ass is so damn sexy she got niggas lyin’, sayin’ they are gay now. Ain’t no fuckin’ way this man swings like that! 
 
      
 
    I reached into my jeans for my pager, but Melly thought I was reaching for my piece. “Hold on, hold on. I have proof,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He went into his pocket and pulled out a wallet. He handed me a picture, I had to hold it up to the light in the ceiling to get a good look at it. A man with short blond hair and make-up was kissing him. The dude had the same hairstyle as Redz minus the color. The picture looked old though because Melly looked younger. 
 
      
 
    “That was my old shorty who was killed for livin’ that lifestyle. Redz reminds me of him wit’ the whole feminine and masculinity vibe. I admire her but not in the way you think, fam,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “But you do fuck women, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I just be seen wit’ them, so people won’t think I’m like that. I don’t get hard for pussy,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Take your picture back.” 
 
      
 
    He took the picture back. “So, we’re good? I ain’t gotta worry about you judging me, right?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, as long as you don’t come up short wit’ my bread or try to fuck my wife, we’re good. But how are you not feminine? I swear yo, that picture saved your life because I wasn’t buyin’ it.” 
 
      
 
    “You never heard of a homo thug before?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but I thought they dressed like TLC and Immature. Damn, yo, I’m at a loss for words.” 
 
      
 
    “Pretend like I ain’t tell you. But I told you the truth, and now I just need to know if Redz is safe,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty swung on me more times than I could count, and I hit her by accident.” 
 
      
 
    “She's in room 1242. I don’t have her number, so you ain’t gotta worry about me callin’ her to tell her you are on the way,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I was ready to leave the building, but I called out to Melly. “Yo, she still can’t have male friends outside of the crew. And don’t think y’all fittin’ to go shoppin’ together either. I’m serious too, playboy. Just speak to her and keep it movin’ when you see her.” 
 
      
 
    Melly chuckled, “I got you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He went back into the recording room as I headed out of the building. 
 
      
 
    I’m going to stop at the flower shop before I get to the hotel. Yeah, that’s what I’m gonna do. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stepped off the elevator on the twelfth floor of the Westin with a bouquet of red roses. A housekeeper was in the hallway taking clean sheets off the cart. I could not knock on Redz’s hotel room door because she would not open it for me. The housekeeper looked to be in her late twenties, so I figured I could get her to open the door for me. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me shorty, can you do me a favor?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “It depends, what do you need?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can you open the door to 1242 for me? I want to surprise my girl with these flowers.” 
 
      
 
    “I can get in trouble for that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I have a thousand dollars on me right now. It’s our anniversary, and I plan to pop the big question tonight. Can you make that happen for me, sweetheart?” 
 
      
 
    She blushed as she moved her braids away from her face. “I’ll do it,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I sat the flowers on her cart to get the money out of my pocket. I handed her the money on the sly since someone was coming down the hallway. Seconds later, she quietly unlocked the door. “Good luck,” she whispered. I thanked her as she pushed her cart away. 
 
      
 
    The room was quiet as I crept in, Redz’s heels were in the hallway. I walked further into the room but she wasn’t in bed. She was sitting on the loveseat in front of the window. Empty wine bottles were on the floor next to the chair. I knew she was depressed because her favorite tv show In the House was on, but the volume was muted. She took a sip out of the wine glass. 
 
      
 
    “You just could not let me be alone,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You knew I was here?” 
 
      
 
    “I saw you out of the window,” she flatly replied. 
 
      
 
    She stood from the chair to face me. The left side of her face was purple, and she had a few cuts above her eye. She looked worse than I thought; I understood why Melly thought I was beating on her. I placed the flowers on the table before I approached her. Redz’s eyes were puffy and red. I could tell she was crying for a long time. 
 
      
 
    “I guess Melly told you I was here,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Gutta slipped and told me. But that doesn’t matter. Everything was cool between us then suddenly you turned on me. Tell me what happened. I need to know how we got here.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out to caress her face, but she backed away like I was contagious. Tears fell from her eyes, and it angered me because I couldn’t console her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m drained,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She walked away from me and grabbed another bottle of wine from the bar. I sat on the couch and watched her. 
 
      
 
    “Can you get dressed, so we can go home?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    She filled the wine glass to the rim as she ignored my question. I was getting impatient because she was steadily giving me the cold shoulder instead of resolving our issues. She came back to the loveseat, facing the window again. Redz could not even look at me or be near me. She was sitting across the room, sipping her wine while staring out  the window. 
 
      
 
    “My face hurts too bad to argue wit’ you, so it’ll be best that you leave and never look back,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You owe me an explanation.” 
 
      
 
    “I know for a fact you told her,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not following, sweetheart. I need more details.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Tashae came to me in the bathroom at the club. She told me everything, Trigg. She said y’all are plannin’ to have a family because I can’t have any children! She knows why I lost our baby! She knows every fucking thing because you told her! I also know about the family dinners at Diego’s house and her bein’ Diego’s goddaughter. You betrayed me! And you were with her earlier!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    Tashae fooled me because I thought shorty was decent considering her background, but she was a straight up bird. She was the most conniving broad I’d ever met. Shorty set out to ruin my relationship because I didn’t want to be part of her get rich scheme. I wondered how she knew of Redz’s condition when I never told her. The only person I vented to about that was my father. Diego was big on loyalty, so I knew he didn’t repeat it. I broke everything down to Redz., I told her about the conversation I had with Tashae in the pool room. Shid, I even admitted my attraction towards Tashae and how I almost slipped up with her. I was putting everything on the table. 
 
      
 
    “How would you feel if I wanted to fuck another nigga? Matter of fact don’t even answer that. I already know you would not be able to handle it. Even if you didn’t tell her my business, you were still attracted to her! She’s not stupid, she knows you’ll fuck her if she tries hard enough. I can’t believe you!” she fussed. 
 
      
 
    “We weren’t on the best of terms, so yes I was thinkin’ about fuckin’ other broads! We both made crazy choices.  The truth is, I didn’t cheat, nor did I tell her we were havin’ issues.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I still think it’s best if we break up. I can’t compete wit’ a bitch who can help carry on Diego’s legacy. Maybe it was meant for this to happen, Trigg. Your father loves her, and she’s already in the family. She’s not a hood bitch like me and comes from a different background. She’ll make you look good in the long run. I’m your past and she’s your future. And it doesn’t matter what you say or do, I’ll still feel this way. I’ve been feelin’ like this for a while. This is better for us,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want her. I promise you I don’t. I also apologize for not tellin’ you she wanted me to knock her up. A while ago, you told me we can work on our issues under the same roof when I wasn’t comin’ home. Well, I’m gonna need the same from you. This place isn’t safe anyway. Anyone can come in here while you are asleep.” 
 
      
 
    She let out a deep breath. “I'm over it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t over shit, Redz. We’re in this for life sweetheart, so let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    I stood from the couch to collect her clothes and shoes. Redz was still looking out of the window while sipping her wine. “Do you need me to help you get dressed?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not leavin’,” she calmly stated. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you are. I can do this the easy way or the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, look what you did to my damn face! I don’t want anyone to see me! You hit me like I was dude. I’ll be an idiot just like my mother if I leave with you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I have been thinkin’ about that all day and I’m hurt behind that more than anything. I feel like a straight up lame for hittin’ you, but shorty you were goin’ in on me. I forgot you were a woman for a second.” 
 
      
 
    She rolled her eyes and smacked her teeth. “I’m not leavin’,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can I take you to a better hotel?” 
 
      
 
    “Nope, I’m comfortable here. I can defend myself,” she shrugged. 
 
      
 
    I took the wine glass out of her hand and it spilled on her robe. “Trigg, I’m warnin’ you to leave me the hell alone! Go ahead and fuck Tashae like you been planning. Don’t you have a family dinner to go to? Hmph, you ain’t never taken me with you. Are you embarrassed by me? That has to be it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I asked you three times to come wit’ me! But you didn’t want to come because you had to go to Newtowne. Bro don’t even sit here and act like I tried to hide you. I let folks know in heartbeat about my shorty, so you got me fucked up! Open your eyes Redz and be true to yourself. You know I ain’t fuck that girl or told her shit about us. You also know I’m not knockin’ another woman up. Have some faith in your nigga.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was on the verge of snatching Redz out of the chair and dragging her out of the room. Shorty had me heated because she knew I was loyal to her. Tashae’s lies did exactly what she wanted it to do, and that was to make Redz feel less of a woman. I pulled Redz up for a hug; she tried to break away from me, but I held on to her. She let me kiss her forehead and the side of her face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m still not sleepin’ next to you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “But I’m innocent.” 
 
      
 
    “No, the hell you aren’t! You wanted to fuck Single Black Female. I told you she was up to somethin’ when she cut her hair off. But nooooo, you thought I was the crazy one. How would you feel if I want to fuck someone else?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t that type of woman, so watch your watch.” 
 
      
 
    I let her go and she grilled me, “that’s the problem. You think I’m stuck wit’ you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We are stuck together. You ain’t goin’ anywhere, and you ain’t lettin’ another man inside you. I know that for a fact too.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck around and find out,” she warned. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck around and get that nigga head chopped off. Stop playin’ wit’ me and get dressed.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me the middle finger on her way to the bathroom. Getting her come home was the easy part, the hard part was getting her to trust me again. Moments later, she came out of the bathroom fully dressed. I took off my hat and shades to give to her. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm hmm. I got your cheatin’ ass good. I should’ve blackened your other eye,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, don’t get choked out. See, that’s the problem wit’ y’all broads. Y’all think it’s cool to swing on men until we knock y’all asses out.” 
 
      
 
    “I shoot people, so that will never happen to me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She pulled the hat down low on her forehead and covered her eyes with the shades. “I guess I have to get used to walkin’ with my head down. Lolita used to walk with hers down because Big Pete kept knockin’ her out,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, that bruise hurts me just as much as it hurts you. You straight up believed her lies without askin’ me first.” 
 
      
 
    “Why wouldn’t I believe the bitch when she knows that I have uterine scarring? You must have told your father and he told Tashae,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Diego ain’t tell her that.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you know? Diego has known Tashae longer than he has known you. I’m pretty sure he wants her to have his grandchild,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to turn against my father?” 
 
      
 
    “I want you to ask that nigga why he told that bitch my business!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not askin’ him that!” 
 
      
 
    Redz chuckled while shaking her head. “Okay,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    She snatched the bouquet of flowers off the table. I was waiting for her to throw them across the room, but she sniffed the roses instead. 
 
      
 
    “I guess these are pretty,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Just like you sweetheart.” 
 
      
 
    “But don’t think we’re on good terms because I love my roses,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you hungry?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you can stop at Rixies on our way home,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get a kiss now?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I’m not doin’ anything with you until you have that talk wit’ your father. And I mean this from the bottom of my heart,” she said. 
 
      
 
    My relationship with my father and Redz was on the line. Tashae started a whole bunch of unnecessary bullshit and I had to clean it up. 
 
      
 
    ************ 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up to Mary J. Blige’s My Life album playing on repeat. Redz had it blasting on purpose. I looked at the clock on the wall, and it was six o’clock in the morning. Redz did stupid shit like that to start an argument with me. I got out of the bed and went into the living room; she was sitting on the couch naked while smoking a blunt. The movie What’s Love Got to Do With It?, was playing on the TV. Shorty was losing her mind! 
 
      
 
    “Why are you doin’ this when you know I haven’t slept yesterday? Yo, I’m tired! And why are you watchin’ and listenin’ to this sad ass shit?” 
 
      
 
    “You wanted me to come back home, so deal with it,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I’m beggin’ you to stop the bullshit! Grow the fuck up!” 
 
      
 
    She dabbed her blunt in the ashtray. “Grow up? Muthafucka, you grow up!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, go ahead and do your thing.” 
 
      
 
    Redz got up from the couch and then went to the master bedroom. I went back into the guest room and laid across the bed. The bed in the master bedroom was bigger than the bed in the guest room. I was six-foot-three trying to get comfortable on a daybed. The other rooms in the crib didn’t have a bed, so I was fucked. My back was hurting and my neck felt stiff. I left the room again and knocked on the master bedroom door. 
 
      
 
    “Redz! Can we switch rooms? I’m too big for that lil’ ass bed in the guestroom!” 
 
    I turned the doorknob and it was locked. “Go to sleep!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t go to sleep now! You woke me up!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuckin’ well!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Open the door!” I banged. 
 
      
 
    “I’m goin’ to sleep! Stop makin’ all that damn noise!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Bald Head bitch.” 
 
      
 
    One…two…th… 
 
      
 
    Redz swung the bedroom door open. “What did you just call me?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get the master bedroom?” 
 
      
 
    “Can you ask Diego?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll just sleep on the couch.” 
 
      
 
    She slammed the door in my face and locked it. I couldn’t do anything but deal with it. The couch was not as bad as the daybed but I was wide awake. I went into the kitchen to get my cell phone and pager, and they weren’t where I left them. 
 
      
 
    “REDZ!” I called out. 
 
      
 
    “What!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you have my cell phone and pager?” 
 
      
 
    “In case my twin calls you!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “At least let me get the pager! I need that!” 
 
      
 
    “I lost it!” she lied. 
 
      
 
    I felt like I was on house arrest, and it was only going to get worse if I didn’t do anything about it. The only thing that was saving Redz, was the love I had for her. I ended up fixing two sandwiches and poured a glass of Henny. She must have heard the refrigerator door close. 
 
      
 
    “And don’t leave any crumbs on the counter! I cleaned up the kitchen an hour ago!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “SHUT UP!” 
 
      
 
    I was going to clean up afterwards, but I left the crumbs and a streak of mayo on the countertop for her. I chuckled to myself on the way to the living room. Redz was going to be heated once she saw the countertop. I knew how to get underneath shorty’s skin the same way she got underneath mine. 
 
      
 
    I can’t live like this. I need to holla at Diego asap. 
 
      
 
    *********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The skating rink was coming along better than I expected. I was wearing a mask because the scent from the chemicals was burning my nose. There were at least fifteen workers inside the building. Nobody was slacking, arguing, or sitting on the side. Everyone worked as a team, and it reminded me of me and my homies. Diego came into the building dressed in a sweatsuit and tennis shoes. He caught me off guard because he was always in a suit. 
 
      
 
    “Wowww, Hijo. It’s coming along nicely. I can’t wait for the grand opening,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I have you to thank for that. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have known about this company. What’s up wit’ the gear though? You ain’t sick are you?” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t like it?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m diggin’ the fit, but I’m used to you wearin’ suits.” 
 
      
 
    “I cleared my schedule to spend time with you today, so I figured I would dress like you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You can pull a shorty my age in this fit,” I joked. 
 
      
 
    “I like my women thirty-five and over,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I called you this afternoon because I gotta rap to you about somethin’ important. We can talk in the back.” 
 
      
 
    “Lead the way,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door to a hallway with freshly painted walls and new bathrooms. There was a room in the back that the workers used for their lunch breaks. Luckily, nobody was inside when we walked in. I closed the door behind me, and Diego pulled out a chair. I sat at the other end of the table. 
 
      
 
    “Can I smoke in here?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Do your thing.” 
 
      
 
    He pulled out a cigar and lit it. I was gathering my thoughts because I didn’t want to come at him in a disrespectful manner. 
 
      
 
    “You are thinking too hard, Hijo. Say whatever it is you have to say,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I found out why Redz blew up on me the way she did, and it was because of Tashae.” 
 
      
 
    “Tashae?” he repeated. 
 
      
 
    I explained what happened between me and Tashae to Diego. He didn’t look like he had an ounce of surprise that his goddaughter was a scandalous manipulator. But he looked offended when I asked him if he told her about Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Big mistake, Hijo. Big fucking mistake. You think your father is a bitch, eh?” he calmly asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t but you gotta understand I’m not accussin’, I’m just askin’ you. I didn’t even want to ask you, but Tashae knows too damn much about me and Shanessa.” 
 
      
 
    “Tashae uses her father’s connections. It’s not hard for her to get her hands on Shanessa’s medical record. And there’s no inheritance for my grandchildren yet. She tried to trap you with a lie. This hurts me you know; I have known her since she was a baby, but now I can’t trust her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You think she has my shorty’s medical record?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “What hospital did you go to?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Anne Arundel. Actually, Tashae was there the day I took Redz.” 
 
      
 
    “I think her best friend works in the X-ray department at that hospital. Her name is Rakia, I think,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Redz had to get an X-ray. That’s how the doctor saw she had uterine scarring. Goddamn, this is even more fucked up than I thought. Our business is just out in the streets.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take care of it,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’ll handle it.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you do, be smart about it,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I almost lost my girl over somethin’ so petty. Tashae is actin’ like I fucked her, then ducked her.” 
 
      
 
    “Crazy women come from wealthy households too. You can never tell who is in it for your heart or for the money,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I know that now, but what the fuck does she need my money for? She has rich parents and her own business. I can’t even sleep in my bed because of that shit she pulled. That was a low blow, D. I don’t think me and Redz can come back from this. She’s hurt, and I’m hurt because I can’t do anything about it without it affectin’ you. Tashae would be takin’ a dirt nap right now if it wasn’t for her bein’ your goddaughter. I also know it would ruin your friendship wit’ her father.” 
 
      
 
     “I’m going to have dinner at my house tonight, so we can all talk about this. Tashae and her parents will also be invited. I want them to see for themselves what their daughter is up to. My driver will pick you up at seven, does that work for you?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the time on my watch, and it was only two o’clock in the afternoon. “Yeah, we will be ready.” 
 
      
 
    He stood from the table. “I’ll see you soon,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Diego left the break room. I hated how he was caught in the middle of the situation. He had bigger things to worry about other than my relationship. I wished I could have dug deeper to find the truth instead of bringing the issue to him. I called Redz; she answered the phone with Mary J. Blige playing in the background. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, are you still listening to that?” 
 
      
 
    “Why does it matter?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I leaned back in the chair. “What do you have on? Can I eat it from the back when I get home?” 
 
      
 
    “My period is on,” she lied. 
 
      
 
    I heard Kat in the background cussing me out. “Tell that Mexican lookin’ nigga I said we’re jumpin’ him when he gets in here!” 
 
      
 
    “Ain’t nobody scared of Olive Oyl,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I heard Peanut in the background too. “I accidentally flattened one of your tires on your Range Rover, Trigg!” she called out. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care, that's small shit. Tell her to take that gold tooth out of her mouth ‘cause I can smell it through the phone. And those broads better be gone when I get home too. You must've told your lil’ dusty homegirls our business,” I told Redz. 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth, “I just told them about your triflin’ ass godsister,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Speakin’ of that, we gotta go to Diego’s house tonight.” 
 
      
 
    I heard a door close in the background. “What are we goin’ there for? And why can’t he come here?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because he invited us to dinner. Tashae and her parents will be there too.” 
 
      
 
    “What does Diego have planned? I hope he doesn’t expect me to be cool wit’ the bitch,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, he wants everyone to know the truth. So, be ready at seven.” 
 
      
 
    “Umm, okay, I’ll be ready,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Put the phone between your legs and play wit’ it. I wanna hear somethin’.” 
 
      
 
    “Hear what?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “The wetness.” 
 
      
 
    “Bye Kamontae!” she said, then hung up. 
 
      
 
    I stayed in the building for an hour before I left to head home. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Julio drove through the gate and up the driveway to Diego’s mansion. Redz checked her make-up and hair in her compact mirror. My shorty was looking like royalty in a red silk feathered blazer dress and red heels. The red and gold jewelry she was wearing around her neck and wrists looked like it came from an Egyptian ruler. We looked like we were going to two different places because I had on a Coogi sweater, black jeans, and Timbs. 
 
      
 
    “How do I look?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “Too expensive for me,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “That’s because you can’t afford me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I bought everything you have on. Stop talkin’ shit.” 
 
      
 
    Julio opened the back door for us. I got out first so I could help Redz out of the truck. Diego came out of the house smoking a cigar. 
 
      
 
    “You look lovely, Hija,” Diego said to Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You let the lady get dressed up by herself?” Diego asked. 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes you just gotta let the shorties shine on their own,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Come on in. The food will be served shortly,” Diego said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I grabbed Redz’s hand and walked her into the house. Diego’s butler was standing by the door with two margaritas. “Gracias,” Redz said, after she took the drink. 
 
      
 
    “I see you have been practicing Spanish,” Diego said to Redz. 
 
      
 
    “I know a few words,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    Tashae was sitting at the dinner table with her parents when we walked into the dining room. Shorty’s face dropped when she saw me holding Redz’s hand. Mildred and Keith stood from the table to introduce themselves to Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Jesus Christ she’s beautiful, Kamontae,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    “I told y’all the other day how beautiful she was,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Mildred came over to Redz and hugged her. “I’m Mildred, Kamontae’s godmother and this is his godfather, Keith. We’re so happy you have decided to join us,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m ecstatic to have joined you all as well,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    Keith was staring at my shorty like he wanted to fuck her on the dinner table. He went in to hug Redz, but I stopped him. “No disrespect, but a handshake will do.” 
 
      
 
    “I understand youngster, trust me I do,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He shook Redz’s hand, as his eyes undressed her. Mildred was running her mouth too much to notice her husband lusting for a younger woman. 
 
      
 
    “You are one lucky muthafucka,” Keith said to me. 
 
      
 
    Goofy ass nigga! 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be right back. I’m going to see what time the food will be out. I’m starving,” Diego said, before he went into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m loving the dress. Where did you get it?” Mildred asked Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Kamontae bought it for me. He sure does know how to spoil me, ain’t that right baby?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “Always.” 
 
      
 
    “I used to have hips just like yours back in the day. I was a showstopper just like you,” Mildred bragged. 
 
      
 
    “You are acting like a fan, Mother. She’s just a regular girl from the city,” Tashae said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh hush, she’s stunning. City girls have the best fashion,” Mildred waved her off. 
 
      
 
    I pulled a chair out for Redz, and Tashae rolled her eyes at us. Shorty was jealous because Redz was getting all the attention, especially from her parents. Mildred sat next to Redz to talk her head off; Diego returned from the kitchen with a basket of dinner rolls. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t scare her away, Mildred. Let her breathe; she just walked through the door,” Diego said. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t help it, she reminds me of Krisha. It’s like her all over again,” Mildred replied. 
 
      
 
    “I have somewhere important to be, so I will be leaving,” Tashae said. 
 
      
 
    “You can leave after I get a few things off my chest,” Diego responded. 
 
      
 
    The chiefs came out of the kitchen with trays of appetizers. Honestly, I was not hungry. I wanted to get the conversation over with, then go home and sleep. Redz looked at the appetizers with a frown on her face. Diego’s chiefs were serving us escargot, raw oysters, and steamed mussels. 
 
      
 
    “I know this isn’t the food you are used to, Shanessa, but it’s really delightful,” Tashae said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll save it for you since you like sloppy seconds,” Redz fired back. 
 
      
 
    “Are you still mad about the other night?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “What happened the other night?” Mildred asked, with a mouth full of bread. 
 
      
 
    “Shanessa approached me in the bathroom at the club and accused me of sleeping with Kamontae. She blames me for their relationship issues,” Tashae lied. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, you are a fuckin’ liar! Your hoe ass approached me about the loss of our child and claimed Trigg begged you for a baby! Hoe, you betta come correct, or else I’ll beat your ass!” Redz snapped. 
 
      
 
    Mildred held her chest, “you can’t talk to my princess like that!” she yelled at Redz. 
 
      
 
    “I just did, and what are you goin’ to do about it?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone calm down!” Diego demanded. 
 
      
 
    “I want her out of here!” Tashae said. 
 
      
 
    “This is my house, and Shanessa is always welcome here. She’s my future daughter-in-law, and everyone at this table will respect it! I’m disappointed in you, Tashae. I introduced you to my son with high hopes of you becoming an older sister to him. You tried to connive your way into my son’s life and I have a problem with that,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “My daughter would never do anything like that! Tashae is a college graduate! What would she need to lie for? These lil’ niggas can’t resist my daughter, so she ain’t got to be desperate for nobody! Are we going to pretend Kamontae wasn’t flirting with my daughter?” Keith asked. 
 
      
 
    “We both know your daughter has always played the side piece to every man she has been with! Trust me, Amigo, your daughter isn’t an angel here. She is a manipulator, and she used the loss of my grandchild as a scheme to ruin his relationship! She is also driving a wedge between me and my son and now we have a problem,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, so you believe him over me? Kamontae came onto me a week ago, begging me to sleep with him,” Tashae lied again. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, stop lyin’. I already told him what happened in the pool room. You didn’t like how I turned you down, so you went diggin’ for information on my shorty. Be honest about it!” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Tashae was raised with class. Maybe Kamontae is going back and forth between them,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    Diego’s butler came into the dining room and whispered something in his ear. “Send her in,” Diego responded. 
 
      
 
    “Who else are we expecting?” Mildred asked. 
 
      
 
    “You will see,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    Tashae was putting on a show by crying on her father’s shoulder about us ruining her image. Shorty must have thought she was going to use her privilege to get out of the jam.  
 
      
 
    “We have been friends for over thirty years, Diego. I can’t believe you would humiliate Tashae like this. You will never have to see our faces again after tonight. This is a very low blow, considering everything we have done for you,” Mildred said. 
 
      
 
    “What have you done for me, Mildred?” Diego asked. 
 
      
 
    “Keith has done a lot for you! You owe us,” Mildred replied. 
 
      
 
    Diego chuckled while shaking his head, “We will be sitting here for two months if I read off a list of things the both of you owe me as well. Be careful with your insults, Mildred. You might lose your tongue,” Diego calmly said. 
 
      
 
    Keith jumped from the chair. “Have you lost your goddamn mind speaking to my wife like that?” he asked Diego. 
 
      
 
    “You are putting your loved ones' lives at stake, Keith. You and your family are outnumbered,” Diego warned. 
 
      
 
    Keith sat back down while clenching his jaw—he was heated. I could tell that he wanted to challenge Diego just by his facial expression alone. Diego’s butler came back with a heavyset woman. She looked to be in her mid to late twenties and she was wearing hospital scrubs. Tashae’s fake cries stopped when she saw the woman. 
 
      
 
    “What is Rakia doing here?” Mildred asked. 
 
      
 
    “Have a seat, Rakia,” Diego told her. 
 
      
 
    “If you know what’s best for you, you will not say one word!” Tashae threatened her. 
 
      
 
    “What would you like to drink? We have everything, just name it,” Diego told Rakia. 
 
      
 
    “Uh…I guess a long island,” Rakia replied. The butler went to the bar to fix her drink. 
 
      
 
    “She has nothing to do with anything,” Tashae told Diego. 
 
      
 
    “Let me be the judge of that,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    Diego went straight in for the kill after the butler left the dining room. “Do you know this woman sitting next to my son?” Diego asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I saw her at the hospital and at the party,” she nervously replied. 
 
      
 
    “What do you know about her?” Diego said. 
 
      
 
    Rakia embarrassingly put her head down. “I know Tashae hates her,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Tashae banged on the table. “This fat bitch is lying!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Shut up, goddamn it!” Keith told Tashae. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and finish,” Diego told Rakia. 
 
      
 
    “She paid me to make a copy of her medical records. I didn’t want to do it, but I’m behind on bills and was close to getting evicted,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Mildred gasped and Keith looked at his daughter in disgust. “Go on,” Diego said. 
 
      
 
    “She wanted to break them up, so he could sleep with her. She kept going on about how much he loves and spoils his girlfriend, it angered her. She even considered hiring a hitman because he didn't fall into her trap. She has talked about Kamontae for three years now. She knows he goes to your restaurant every Thursday to have dinner with you, so she goes to watch him. She also wanted him to think he would receive money if he was to get her pregnant. And I almost forgot, she slipped a date rape drug in his drink before.  I assume he didn’t drink it,” Rakia said. 
 
      
 
    “Did you pay her to say this, Diego?” Mildred asked. 
 
      
 
    “Stop the bullshit, Mildred. Diego would never do anything like that,” Keith said. 
 
      
 
    “My shorty deserves an apology, Tashae,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, they are lying on me,” Tashae cried. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck those fake ass tears hoe! You are foul for what you did and at this point, fuck an apology. We’re enemies forever bitch!” Redz yelled at her. 
 
      
 
    “FUCK YOU!” Tashae screamed back. 
 
      
 
    Redz took off her shoe and threw it across the table. The heel hit Tashae in the face. Mildred slapped Redz, “you hit my daughter!” she shouted. Next, I saw a red flash like a bolt of lightning; Redz was giving Mildred the business. She had her on the table screaming for her life as she banged her head on the table. Keith was holding a napkin against Tashae’s nose as she cried about taking Redz to court. Mildred ripped Redz’s dress and her titty popped out. I sprang to action, breaking up the fight. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, that’s enough!” I told Redz. 
 
      
 
    Mildred’s hair was sticking up like she was electrocuted. She slid off the table holding her head. “Step outside, Tashae, so I can beat your ass! Come on!” Redz said. 
 
    Diego was chuckling while shaking his head. “I’ll pay for the damages,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about it. I haven’t been this entertained in a very long time,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “My wife and daughter were attacked, and you think this is a joke?” Keith asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Loosen up, Amigo. Your wife and daughter are still alive,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “My noseeeeee!” Tashae cried. 
 
      
 
    Redz was ready to charge into her, but I held her back. “I want you to sue me too, so I can sue your ass back for what you did to me! Oh, bitch you are in trouble now, hoe!” Redz shouted at her. 
 
      
 
    I pulled Redz out of the dining room to calm her down. “That’s enough, sweetheart. You can calm down now.” 
 
      
 
    She fixed the button on her dress, and I noticed her hands were shaking from an adrenaline rush. I fixed the cup of her bra because her nipple was still showing. Diego came out of the dining room smoking a cigar. He was too relaxed with everything that was going on inside his crib. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, Hija?” he asked Redz. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and I apologize for showing my ass. I snapped and forgot I was at someone else’s home. I will pay for the dishes that fell on the floor,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Diego waved her off, “no, you won’t because I don’t want you to,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    “I apologize too. I should not have come to you about me and Redz’s relationship. You and Keith might not even be cool after this,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “That might be true, but it won’t be a loss. My son comes before everyone else,” Diego said. 
 
      
 
    Mildred walked out of the dining room barefoot while crying. Tashae took after her mother—they were unstable. She leaned against the wall and patted her chest. She looked like she was hyperventilating. Keith came out seconds later to hug his wife, but she pushed him away. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe that whale just told me she’s sleeping with my husband!” Mildred screamed. 
 
      
 
    “It only happened three times,” Keith replied. 
 
      
 
    “You fucked your daughter’s friend, Keith! You had an affair with a woman who faithfully comes to our home. I can’t take thissssss,” Mildred screamed. Rakia came out into the hallway, still drinking the long island. Mildred cried harder when she saw Rakia. 
 
      
 
    “Homewrecker!” Mildred yelled at Rakia. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sick of you and your damn daughter saying what y’all want to me. For yearsssss, I tolerated y’all’s insults! So, yes, I fucked your husband in y’all’s Jacuzzi while you were fucking the gardener in the shed, bitch! Tell your husband you paid my car note, so I wouldn’t tell anyone I caught you leaving the hotel!” Rakia replied. 
 
      
 
    “Did you know about Rakia and Keith, D?” Mildred asked Diego. 
 
      
 
    “Me no speak an English,” Diego sarcastically replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hold up, are you fucking the gardener? That nigga is damn near sixty!” Keith said to Mildred. 
 
      
 
    “Well, he fucks like he’s twenty-one, and he can go alllllll night long, noodle dick!” Mildred shouted. 
 
      
 
    Keith choked Mildred; Diego pulled out his walkie-talkie to call in the security on his property. Rakia walked away laughing at them.  
 
      
 
    “You raggedy bitch! I would not have to fuck younger women if your drunk ass acted like a wife! You even raised our daughter to be a hoe!” Keith shouted in Mildred’s face. Security rushed into the house and pulled Keith off Mildred. There was too much shit going on. It was time for me and Redz to go home. I turned around, looking for Redz but she was gone. She was just standing next to me a few seconds ago. I went into the dining room, Redz and Tashae were fighting on the floor. Diego’s chef was trying to break up the fight, but Tashae was pulling his hair and swinging. She thought she was fighting Redz as Redz was jabbing her in the face. Redz’s punches hurt, so I knew Tashae was seeing stars. My shorty could have been an MMA fighter if she had proper training. 
 
      
 
    Diego’s chef was yelling at me in Spanish, it sounded like he was asking me for help. 
 
      
 
    This is a long ass night! 
 
      
 
    Redz elbowed Tashae in the face. “You lied on my man bitch!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “He wanted me!” Tashae shouted back. 
 
      
 
    “You…you…come!” the chef said to me. 
 
      
 
    I rushed over to them when Redz grabbed a knife on the floor. She accidentally stabbed me in the arm when I pulled her off Tashae. The chief ran out of the dining room, yelling Diego’s name. Redz dropped the knife after she saw blood dripping on the floor. 
 
      
 
    She grabbed my arm. “Oh my god, Trigg! Why would you grab me while I have a knife?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You can’t kill this girl in my father’s crib. Y’all muthafuckas are makin’ me dizzy wit’ all this extra bullshit.” 
 
      
 
    “I came in here to get the heel I threw at the bitch, and she started bumpin’ her gums again. That hoe started it with me,” Redz responded. 
 
      
 
    Tashae used a chair to pull herself up. “You hit me first!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You lucky I didn’t give your throat a smiley face. You deserved that ass whippin’! I can’t believe you concocted a whole lie just to fuck my nigga! Hoe, this will never be over between us. We have beef forever from here on out bitch!” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “My father won’t allow it!” Tashae spat. 
 
      
 
    “Your father bleeds just like everyone else, and him being an attorney ain’t going to save you anymore. My pops ain’t sidin’ wit’ y’all against us either. You fucked yourself shorty,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She snatched a napkin off the table and wiped her face. “You will regret this,” she replied, before she left the room. 
 
      
 
    I sat in a chair and rolled my sleeve to see what the wound looked like. The wound was about two inches long but it was deep. Redz began to panic as the blood poured out. She frantically grabbed a few cloth napkins and wrapped them around my arm. I looked up at her, and she was getting teary eyed. 
 
      
 
    “Calm down, my arm isn’t as bad as it looks.” 
 
      
 
    “I blackened your eye and accidentally stabbed you. I’m so toxic towards you. All you ever do is show me genuine love. I can’t even believe you when you tell me the truth. I promise I’ll ask you first before I react,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You just touched a nigga’s heart,” I smirked. 
 
      
 
    “I love you, playboy. And I’m sorry for not believin’ you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too. But I should’ve told you about shorty a week ago.” 
 
      
 
    Diego came into the dining room with a cleaning crew. He walked over to us after he noticed the blood on the floor. I told him I was accidentally stabbed while breaking up a fight.  
 
      
 
    “You need to get this stitched up right away,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Julio came into the dining room. “Everyone has left, and I told the gate security Tashae is banned from the property,” he informed Diego. 
 
      
 
    “Join us for dinner. There’s plenty of food left,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “We gotta take a rain check,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    “Dinner isn’t canceled, Hijo. We will eat after you get that stitched up,” he sternly said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s up to the lady,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “We can stay longer. I’m starvin’ after burnin’ off those calories,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    Redz leaned in and whispered in my ear. “It’s on like popcorn when we get home. I’m gonna ride that dick until I pass out,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I was smiling like a dope boy when he got his first brick. Redz’s ride game was crucial and I wanted it asap. We were back on the right path to building our future together. I knew our journey together wasn’t going to be perfect though, but who else could a love a nigga like me? 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Skeeno 
 
    [image: A person wearing a hat and a necklace  Description automatically generated with low confidence] 
 
   T hirty days of in-home rehabilitation was the hardest thing I ever had to do. I thought the sole purpose of rehab was to get over substance abuse, but it was deeper than that—it was like therapy sessions. I was sitting across from the counselor Agathe in the living room. She was highlighting sentences in a book for me to read in case I relapse. I completed the thirty-day program and was silently panicking. I was going to be on my own without someone guiding me in the right direction. Agathe has spent sixteen hours a day at my crib for thirty days. My normal weight was two-hundred and twenty pounds, but my weight dropped to one-ninety-eight because of the pills. I was back to eating whole meals three times a day, sometimes four. I accomplished a lot with Agathe and it was coming to an end. Trigg, Breonna, and Gramps were rooting for me, and I was afraid of letting them down. 
 
      
 
    “I can tell you are doubting yourself, but I have faith in you, Shyan. Stay true to yourself and give yourself more credit for completing these steps of recovery. You are stronger than you think,” Agathe said. 
 
      
 
    Agathe was a sixty-year-old Latina woman. She had a lot of wisdom and was passionate about helping others. Her angelic attitude was enough to make a nigga want to do better. She cooked three meals for me a day from scratch and made fresh smoothie drinks which helped detox my body. She closed the book and placed it on the coffee table.  
 
    “I gave you the address of the house I live in with my sisters. You are always welcomed there to see me. We have our own garden with fresh fruits and vegetables for your drinks. If you need more help, the doors are always open for you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate everything you did for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you thought about what we have been discussing in therapy?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know how I feel about that. I want to move on wit’ my life and forget about that.” 
 
      
 
    “Is it really that, or are you embarrassed by her? I find it hard to believe you want to move on from her without closure,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s best, if I act like I don’t know she’s my mother.” 
 
      
 
    “Kamontae wanted you to get better before he told you, but your mother is currently living in the house I share with my sisters. He sent her there in hopes to save her for you; but, she’s very sick, Shyan. We’re doing our best to keep her alive so you can see her. She’s waiting for you,” Agathe said. 
 
      
 
    “That woman allowed me to serve her crack when I was fifteen years old. How can I look at her after that? She fucked my homeboy to get high; she was the neighborhood’s prostitute. Suga knew I was her son, and she did that shit in my face. I don’t give a fuck about her.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t know her story,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I know what I read in the letter Lolita wrote me.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you think it’s best if Suga told her own story instead of her enemy telling it for her? Lolita told you what she did to your mother, but she wasn’t in her shoes. She can’t give you the closure you need,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need closure; I need to move on.” 
 
      
 
    I was dead ass serious about not wanting to see Suga. My real parents were nobody to me and I accepted that; fuck both of them. I wasn’t mad at Trigg for getting involved though. For years Trigg has looked out for me. He was the type of brother to give his last without hesitating. 
 
      
 
    “Your mother had an addition, Shyan. She was raped and forced to take drugs while she was pregnant with you. Her trauma led to years of drug abuse and mental illness. I talked to her this morning before I came here, and she told me her story. It is very heartbreaking.  I can’t imagine the guilt she has endured for all these years. The only thing she wants is to say goodbye,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang, but I felt glued to the couch as I processed what Agathe just told me. She left the living room to answer the door after it rang again. Suga being raped and forced to take drugs was new to me. I thought she got on drugs after she was set up by Lolita. It was a tough situation because I didn’t know what to do. Redz, Gramps, and Trigg came into the living room with balloons, bags of food, and a cake. Gramps was holding a poster that read: 
 
      
 
    Happy Thirty Days of Sobriety! 
 
      
 
    “Y’all are ready to make a nigga shed a tear,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Trigg gave me a dap hug after I got off the couch. “I’m proud of you, fam,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Gramps pulled me into a bear hug. “Look at you, Son. You've gained some pounds I see,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you look good, Skeeno. I see you have been workin’ out,” Redz added. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I have been bench pressin’, you feel me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t bench pressin’ more than me,” Trigg chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, your skinny ass ain’t liftin’ what I lift,” I bragged. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I weigh two hundred and ten pounds now. You trippin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Shidddd, y’all are still wet behind the ears. Neither one of y’all can bench press more than me,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “You better school these youngins’,” Redz instigated. 
 
      
 
    “I want to thank you for taking care of my Son. He looks great,” Gramps said to Agathe. 
 
      
 
    “It was a pleasure. I enjoyed spending time with Shyan. He is such a kind boy,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “He gets it from his father, Pretty Lady. My name is Stanley, but you can call me Papi,” Gramps flirted. 
 
      
 
    He kissed the back of her hand causing her to blush. I followed Redz and Trigg into the kitchen. They sat the food on the kitchen island; I could smell Gramp’s gravy coming from one of the bags. I dug in, pulling out food containers. 
 
      
 
    “Gramps and Agathe are about to get all the senior citizen discounts when they go on dates,” Trigg jokes. 
 
      
 
    “Stop playa hatin’. Gramps is probably in there sweet talkin’ her out of her flowery blouse,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Mannnn, I missed y’all a lot. I never went a day without seein’ y’all, but thirty days? I was ready to go to Newtowne, but Breonna hid the car keys. Appreciate you gettin’ me the help, bro,” I told Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t gotta thank me,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “We gotta tell you somethin’ about Suga,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “I already know; she’s very sick. I’ll figure out how I want to go about it tomorrow. Today is about my family, you feel me?” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “I understand,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    I opened the container and my mouth watered. Agathe’s food was healthy and fresh, but I was craving smothered meat with onions. “This must be muskrat,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “You know it. Gramps have rabbit stew and fried duck in the bag too,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all just eat any damn thing in the woods. Who in the hell wants to swallow nut from a nigga that’s eatin’ rats and shit?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “That duck nut got that ass on swole,” Trigg chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, that is my sister. I don’t want to hear that,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Redz wrapped her arm around my neck. “He finally claims me,” she said in excitement. 
 
      
 
    “I guess you can say that,” I smirked. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, so you switched sides?” Trigg asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, he did. I’m the baby sister,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s crazy how I never thought of it like that. Bro, how do you feel wit’ me smashin’ your lil’ sister?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t rub it in muthafucka. But I would rather you be wit’ her than anyone else.” 
 
      
 
    Gramps came into the kitchen with a piece of paper in his hand; Agathe gave him her number. 
 
      
 
    “She gave it up that easily?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “Look at me, Son. I’m in better shape than a person in their forties. Of course, I got her number,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “Agathe ain’t one of the broads that be comin’ to your bar with their titties and ass out. You can’t smash and dash her. She’s a good woman,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Women can have sex at that age?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, fool. It’s y’all who can’t keep it up at that age,” Redz spat. 
 
      
 
    “I know how to play with it. All it needs is a jump like a car engine, then that thing will be ready to fall off the bone,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “I see where Trigg gets his nasty mouth from now,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “You love it though,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    Agathe was in the living room gathering her books after I left the kitchen. She was blushing while putting her books into her bag. Agathe was a nice-looking woman. She was short and curvaceous with long silver hair and had a few wrinkles around her neck and eyes from aging. It didn’t take anything away from her. 
 
      
 
    “I see where you get your charm from. He speaks Spanish very well,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “He was in the military, so he knows a few languages.” 
 
      
 
    I walked her outside to her car. She opened the trunk, and I placed her heavy bags inside. “Don’t forget what I said. My home is always open for you in case you ever need me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “No doubt. Do you know how much longer Suga has to live?” 
 
      
 
    “We never know our death date until the time comes. Don’t have her waiting too long,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “What if I go there and began feelin’ sorry for her? It’s not like I’ll be able to save her.” 
 
      
 
    “She just wants to tell you her side of the story. Suga accepted her fate. I doubt if she wants a pity party. However, I rather you be true to yourself and face her head on,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I want to make that decision on my own without bein’ pressured.” 
 
      
 
    “And you have a right to that as well,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Agathe gave me a hug before she got into her Volvo; I stood in the driveway and watched her leave. Afterward, I headed back into the house and then into the kitchen. Redz was fixing a plate for everyone. I sat near the kitchen’s island; my mouth was watering and I couldn’t wait to dig in. 
 
      
 
    “Can you shape me up after I eat?” I asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “I got you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz set a plate of rabbit stew, mashed potatoes, and greens in front of me and poured fresh lemonade in my glass. The tender meat from the rabbit stew melted on my tongue after I dug in. Gramps passed the dish of honey and buttered cornbread to me. There was nothing like having a meal with family. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Bro, you always attract the crazy broads,” I told Trigg. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting on a stool in the basement getting a shape-up. Trigg had a nigga cracking up while telling me about a shorty named, Tashae. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Redz, almost left me behind her lies. I had to beg her to come home. Imagine what could have happened if I caved in and smashed, Tashae? That broad probably would have broken into my crib. She was crazy as fuck, bro,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Did Redz demolish her? I know shorty ain’t walk away untouched,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “She demolished her and her mother at Diego’s crib. Redz is a lil’ gangsta,” he proudly said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg smacked the alcohol on my neck after he finished. “I got you right,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I looked in the mirror, and I had a sharp line-up. My beard was shaped-up nicely too. 
 
      
 
    “You could have been a barber. This is clean.” 
 
      
 
    “Trigg! We have to go! Breonna is on her way home,” Redz shouted down the basement. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, bro. Hit me up later on,” he replied, giving me dap. 
 
      
 
    “Why do y’all have to leave because of Breonna?” 
 
      
 
    Trigg shrugged, “shid, I don’t know. Redz said she had to talk to you about somethin’,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna has been acting differently for the past few weeks. She’d lock herself in her study room for hours claiming she had a lot of work. I noticed she wasn’t eating much or as talkative as she used to be. I wondered if she was depressed behind her parents. 
 
      
 
    I went to the bottom of the stairs to talk to Redz. “What does she have to talk to me about?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea,” she said, but I didn’t believe her. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, don’t do that. She plannin’ on leavin’ me? Shorty had been actin’ weird lately claimin’ she’s busy wit’ schoolwork. But I’m startin’ to think it’s somethin’ else. Did she tell you she was unhappy?” 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno, I really don’t know,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “They stick together too, fam. Don’t even stress yourself out behind it,” Trigg told me. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Trigg. I have to go to Newtowne!” Redz called out. 
 
      
 
    I walked up the stairs to say goodbye to Gramps. He was on the couch in the living room, snoring loudly. Trigg woke him up, “come on, Gramps. We have to leave asap,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I heard the front door open; I went to the foyer and Breonna was closing the door. She dropped her school bag when she saw me; Breonna rushed over to me, throwing her arms around my neck. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations baby!” she squealed in excitement. 
 
      
 
    I hugged her tightly, lifting her from the floor. She seemed to be in a good mood, so maybe she didn’t have any bad news to tell me. I kissed her, slipping my tongue between her lips while squeezing her ass cheek. Breonna pulled away from me. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, don’t we have company?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “We can do what we want in our crib.” 
 
      
 
    Gramps, Redz, and Trigg walked into the foyer. Breonna hugged Gramps and Redz. Trigg backed away when she tried to hug him. 
 
      
 
    “Really, Trigg?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You think I forgot our beef? Shorty, we ain’t cool,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Let that go, Trigg. I told her to lie for me,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg gave Breonna dap. “What’s up, Bre,” he spoke to her. 
 
      
 
    Breonna laughed at Trigg, “I’m still one of your favs out of the crew. Just admit it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I have moved on. I think my fav is Kash’s lil’ shorty. She’s nice, barely talks, and doesn't hang around y’all. She’s perfect,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “We will get our hands on Naje very soon. It’s only right she joins Lady Mafia,” Redz teased. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. Y’all ain’t turnin’ her out,” Trigg responded. 
 
      
 
    “I feel so offended,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t mind this nigga. He’s just tryin’ to make you jealous,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, bro we’re gone,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “I put the leftovers in the fridge,” Redz added. 
 
      
 
    Gramps gave me a dap hug. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Son. Go ahead and spend time with the young lady,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “Stay strong, Bre. Don’t forget what we talked about,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    They said their goodbyes to me and Breonna before they left. Breonna sat on the bottom of the staircase to take off her leather riding boots. She was wearing leggings with a strap underneath the feet. Breonna’s fashion was another thing I liked about her; she dressed sophisticatedly. She unbuttoned her blazer, then took off her painter’s hat. 
 
      
 
    “I’m mad I missed Agathe. I wanted to thank her for her help,” she nervously said. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you seem nervous? What’s goin’ on? It’s just us here now so talk to me.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s why I’m nervous. I was fine before they left,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She took off her blazer and tossed it over the rail. “It’s hot in here. I need a glass of ice water,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I followed Breonna to the kitchen; she got a glass cup out of the cabinet. It slipped out of her hand and shattered on the floor. Redz told her to stay strong before she left so Breonna must have had bad news. 
 
      
 
    “What do you have to tell me, Bre? You let a lil’ nigga in school sweet talk you into steppin’ out? Are you unhappy here? You gotta let me know what’s up because I’m not feelin’ the vibe right now, shorty.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would you think that?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why else would you be this nervous? It gotta be somethin’ bad, right? Are you goin’ back to Arizona?” 
 
      
 
    “Did Gramps bring rabbit stew? I have been dying to try it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “No, you haven’t, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so scared to say it. What if it causes you to get those urges again? It has only been a couple of hours since you completed your steps,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Did you fuck another nigga? Yes or no.” 
 
      
 
    “This isn’t about anyone but us. You know I wouldn’t cheat on you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me what’s up then.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the broom to sweep up the glass so she wouldn’t cut her feet. Breonna came back a few minutes later with a drug store bag. She took a deep breath after she placed a box on the counter. The box was a pregnancy test. 
 
      
 
    “This is what has been bothering me. I wanted to tell you a few weeks ago, but you were getting help so I decided to wait, until you were a hundred percent well. I wanted us to take this together so we can find out together,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, let’s hurry up and take it then.” 
 
      
 
    “But…but what if I am,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll talk about that if it’s positive.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t expecting a baby any time soon. I wasn’t careful making decisions back when I was popping pills. Having raw sex with Bre was something I should’ve waited to do, especially since she was a college freshman. But at the same time, I had to own up to the choices I made. Breonna went into the hallway bathroom, and I went into the den to wait for her. My cell phone rang inside my sweatpants pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Yooo,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Skeeno, this is Antonio. Are you feeling better yet? I have a basketball game tomorrow and was wondering if you were coming,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you’ll see me tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “And can you come play the game with me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you know tomorrow. What are your grades looking like though? I can’t play the game with you if your grades are bad.” 
 
      
 
    “I just got an A on my science project and a B on my math test. They are good, but my mom wants to talk to you,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m very, very upset with you, Skeeno. How can you ghost us like that? I wouldn’t have known if you were still alive if it wasn’t for Gramps being Antonio’s coach. You had us worried about you,” Jessica ranted. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, ‘hi’ to you too.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, but I was really worried about you. Especially since you are with that girl who has crazy ass parents. I thought they had you locked up,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I was sick and on bed rest. I thought Gramps told you that.” 
 
      
 
    “I honestly don’t believe that. You are hiding something from me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna came into the den with the pregnancy test in her hand. “I’ll see you tomorrow before the game,” I told Jessica before I ended the call. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the recliner, and Breonna came over to me with tear-filled eyes. I knew what it meant without looking at the test. She handed me the pregnancy test, it had two pink lines. The tears fell from her eyes, and I realized I ruined Breonna’s life. Her parents warned her that I was going to get her pregnant. I hated it turned out like that for her. 
 
      
 
    “I know this is unexpectant, but we will get through it.  I don’t mean by you having an abortion either. I don’t know what decision you came up wit’, but I do hope we’re on the same page. I can take care of the baby while you are in school, so don’t feel like you have to throw your future away. I’m wit’ you all the way.” 
 
      
 
    I wiped her tears away and then wrapped my arms around her. “I’m so happy you said that because an abortion wasn’t an option. I am scared though, but I have you so I shouldn’t be. This day will forever be embedded in my heart. I can finally relax because I couldn’t function for the past two weeks,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I remember tellin’ your pops I was goin’ to give you some beautiful chocolate babies. You got pregnant right afterward. I was in those guts though. Baby, I was tearin’ that ass up. Our baby is gonna come out lookin’ like his pops.” 
 
      
 
    “You just have to take credit for everything. And I hope it’s a girl because I want to dress her like me. Awww, she’ll be so adorable,” she excitedly replied. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, if she looks like you. But it’s best if we have a son because girls get older and start fuckin’ wit’ ain’t shit niggas. I’ll have to body niggas if they do her dirty.” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, I know you will,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We haven’t done anything together in a month. Where do you want to go tonight?” 
 
      
 
    “I want to stay in the house with my man. We can cuddle, watch movies, and relax in the Jacuzzi. I can also wear that new lingerie set with the cutout middle,” she said, while stroking my dick print. 
 
      
 
    A moan escaped her lips when I kissed the nape of her neck. “I want to take a shower and fix my hair for you,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m diggin’ the Chaka Khan wild hair. Leave it like that.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be right back, baby. Give me a few minutes,” she replied. Breonna rushed out of the den and almost tripped over the runner. 
 
      
 
    “Be careful wit’ my baby, Bre!” I called out. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the couch with the pregnancy test still in my hand. I quit popping pills right on time because I would have been zoned out while Breonna had to deal with her pregnancy alone. I hit up Trigg to share the news. Nas’s song Represent was blasting in the background when he answered the phone.  
 
      
 
    “Yo, turn your music down. I gotta rap to you really quick.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, everything straight over there?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Breonna is pregnant.” 
 
      
 
    “Congrats, playboy. I’m fittin’ to be an uncle. Our kids could have been the same age,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, fam. I should have thought it through before I called.” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I’m your brother. I’m gonna be happy for you regardless,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Who is that on the phone?” Redz asked in the background. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Skeeno. You knew Breonna was pregnant, didn’t you?” he asked her. 
 
      
 
    “We didn’t know for sure, but we knew there was a possibility. Congrats Skeeno! Go ahead and have a girl for us, so she can be in charge of Lady Mafia!” Redz yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I wish you shut the fuck up about some Lady Mafia,” Trigg told her. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t show off, Trigg. I swear I’ll embarrass you; Lady Mafia is gonna blow up, watch. We’re some money-makin’ bitches over here. We’re gonna own hair salons, nail salons, apartment buildings, clubs, car dealerships, and whatever else we can get our hands on! We’re goin’ above the street shit!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, put that cup of Wild Irish Rose down. That liquor got you rowdy, didn't it?” he asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Call me tomorrow, fam,” I said, before I hung up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I turned on the TV to watch the basketball game, but it was watching me. Suga ran across my mind again. I didn’t have a reason to hold a grudge against her. Her past was worse than mine. I could imagine the pain she felt seeing me every day and reliving the moment when she had to give me up. Thirty-five minutes later, Bobby Brown’s song, Rock Wit’Cha was playing throughout the house. Breonna came to the den and almost gave a nigga a heart attack. She knew I was a sucka for white lingerie on her milk chocolate skin. She gave me a backside view of the lace thong one-piece.  
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I think I just busted one. Goddamn, Bre, you almost stopped my heart.” 
 
      
 
    She was also wearing a white lace garter with stockings. I took off my hoodie and t-shirt as she came to me. She straddled me, pressing her breasts against my chest. The heat coming from between her legs made my dick jump. She cupped my chin and then tongue kissed me. I slid the straps down her arms to expose her melons. The essence from her pussy was dripping on my sweatpants as I massaged her breasts. Her body rocked back and forth on my dick; I released my shaft to enter her. Breonna was ready to hop off my lap, but I stopped her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not good with that,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, you was just workin’ your hips on me.” 
 
      
 
    “Trust me that’s not the same,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You will adjust after a while.” 
 
      
 
    The one-piece had a slit in the middle for easy access. I gripped her hips, easing her down my shaft as I entered her. She wasn’t experienced in that position yet because I was always in control. Breonna was extremely tight, I had to tell her to relax. I moved her hips for her in a slow motion. Her center was dripping down my testicles; I grabbed her neck and gently squeezed. She found her own rhythm and started bouncing on the dick. 
 
      
 
    “You feel so gooddddddd,” she moaned. 
 
      
 
    She put her feet on the couch in a squatting position. That position was a soul snatcher. I leaned back into the couch since she was in control. Her slow circular movements had me in a trance. My dick was coated with her creamy nectar. I almost nutted watching her take ten inches of my shaft. I rubbed and gripped her ass cheeks, begging her to go faster. 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhh…uhhhhhhhhh!” I groaned. 
 
      
 
    Breonna was in beast mode. Her pussy muscles began to clamp around my shaft. I roughly gripped her hair into a ponytail, pulling her head back to suck on her neck. Her legs slipped underneath her as her body trembled—she was cumming. I picked her up, laying her on the couch. I took off my sweatpants and boxers to finish what we started. Her fat mound was coated in vaginal honey. I pinned her legs back before diving into the back of her pussy. Her eyes rolled back as I thumbed her clit and slowly stroked her center. She was mute with her face twisted in pleasure. Those silent gasps meant I was deep and hitting the G-spot. Her legs went limp again, and she finally let out the moan she was holding in; Breonna was cumming again. I took off her stocking to suck on her pretty pink toes. Shid, I wasn’t even a feet type of nigga, but Breonna’s body was clean, and she was always smelling good. 
 
      
 
    “Breonnaaaaaaaaaa!” I groaned while busting inside her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I laid on top of her with my dick still inside her. It was my first-time fucking Breonna without drugs in my system. I was like the energizer bunny sometimes after taking a pill. I had to get used to the virgin tight and extremely wet mound while sober. I started chuckling while kissing her face. 
 
      
 
    “What’s so funny?” she asked, while rubbing my back. 
 
      
 
    “I have a tender dick. I usually go longer than this.” 
 
      
 
    “Your body will get back to normal soon. But I came twice so I’m not complaining,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Or I can put on two rubbers, so it won’t be too sensitive. Your lil’ ass almost killed me.” 
 
      
 
    She burst out laughing then snorted. “Imagine what you do to me,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I moved the hair away from her face to stare into her eyes. She shyly looked away, but I turned her face to look at me. 
 
      
 
    “Marry me, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    She pushed me off her as she sat up in shock. 
 
      
 
    “I know my snatch is bomb, but baby is it really that good? Is this after sex talk?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Naw, I want you to be my wife. We can go to Vegas and get married. The big wedding can come later if that’s what you want.” 
 
      
 
    “Is it because I’m pregnant?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s because I love you, and you are the only one for me. I don’t need five or six years to pass us by to realize that. If you can carry my seed, you can carry my last name. I want you to be my wife.” 
 
      
 
    Breonna jumped on me, and we ended up on the floor. She planted kisses all over my face in excitement. 
 
      
 
    “I love you too! And of course, I’ll be your wife. But I have a list of things I want since we’re hitching,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you want.” 
 
      
 
    “I want a real wedding dress. I want us to drive to Vegas, so it can be a road trip. Oh, and I want a nice ring, and not those little bands people buy when they rush to get married,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I sat up, looking at Breonna like she was crazy. I was cool with everything she wanted except for the road trip. It was a two-day drive from Maryland to Vegas and I hate reading maps. 
 
      
 
    “Drive to Vegas? Yo, are you serious?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that way we can spend time together. This will be good for us. I’m on a Thanksgiving break, so I won’t be missing school,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “A road trip?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a dream of mine, a road trip honeymoon,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, we can leave Sunday mornin’.” 
 
      
 
    “YESSSSS!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna tackled me onto the floor and kissed me again. She pecked my lips at least thirty times while squealing in excitement. She wrapped her legs around me, causing me to get another erection. I was worried for a second thinking I wouldn’t be able to go for another round. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna put a dinosaur egg on your finger. They are gonna call you Wilma Flintstone,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “How about we take it upstairs so we can make the Bedrock,” she replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We went upstairs to the master bedroom. Breonna peeled off her one-piece before climbing on top of our platform canopy bed. She laid on the white silk sheets with her hair sprawled out reminding me of an angel. I laid on top of her, entering her again. The second round was more intense than the first one. She held me close to her breasts as I stirred my shaft inside her. I made the right choice asking Breonna to be my wife.  
 
      
 
    The Next Day… 
 
      
 
    I promised Antonio I was going to see him play, but I stopped at Jessica’s house a few hours earlier. She wasn’t going to be happy to see Breonna, but the three of us having a conversation had to be done. I wanted them to at least be cordial for the sake of me. Breonna turned the radio down as I parked in Jessica’s driveway. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, whose house is this?” Breonna asked. 
 
      
 
    “This is Jessica’s crib.” 
 
      
 
    “And why are we here? I thought her son’s game wasn’t until two,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I want y’all to get along. You don’t have to be best friends wit’ her, but cordial enough where you can be around her. She’s like a sister to me, and her son is important to me too. I’m just tryin’ to keep the peace, you feel me?” 
 
      
 
    “How is she like a sister when she wants to fuck you?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you think everybody wants to fuck me?” 
 
      
 
    “That woman was calling you all hours of the night and morning. You might not want her, but she wants you, and I have a problem with it. I don’t need a bitch smiling in my face and wanting to screw my man. Why is this woman so important to you?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “She has no family and she’s raisin’ her son alone. Her son’s father was one of her foster parents. He was raping her until she ran away. I’m just tryin’ to be there for her and help her wit’ Antonio. I feel bad for the lil’ nigga.” 
 
      
 
    “We should hurry and get this over with before I change my mind,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I got out of the whip; Breonna slammed my door after she got out. She was in her feelings over nothing. There was nothing Jessica could say or do to make me cross that line with her, therefore Breonna had to trust me. I walked up the steps to the porch and rang the doorbell. 
 
      
 
    “I would’ve worn a cuter outfit if I knew we were coming here. I look a mess, Skeeno,” Breonna complained. 
 
      
 
    “You look good to me. But your face and body can pull off anything.” 
 
      
 
    “You are only buttering me up,” she blushed. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t lying to Breonna. She was looking good in her tight bell bottom jeans, a black sweater, and a pair of black chained loafers on her feet. Her hair was styled in big bouncy curls, and she was wearing gold door knocker earrings with my name inside. As a matter of fact, she was looking more than good. I squeezed her ass cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, you look beautiful,” I assured her. 
 
      
 
    I rang the doorbell again; I knew Jessica was home because I called her before I left the crib. The door opened when I was ready to ring the bell for the third time. Jessica jumped on me with her legs wrapped around me. She kissed my face. 
 
      
 
    “I missed you sooo much, Shyan!” she said. 
 
      
 
    She slid off me as soon as she saw Breonna mean mugging her. Jessica’s robe came open, exposing her matching panty and bra set. Shorty knew I was coming over and had time to get dressed. She closed her robe in embarrassment as she backed into her house. 
 
      
 
    “What’s going on? Why is she here?” Jessica asked me. 
 
      
 
    “I brought her here so the three of us can talk.” 
 
      
 
    “The thing that pisses me off about you is that you know Skeeno is in a relationship, and yet you constantly throw yourself on him. Bitch you don’t see me standing here?” Breonna asked. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you calling a bitch? You are on my fucking doorstep!” Jessica yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll drag you out of your house hoe!” Breonna yelled back. 
 
      
 
    “Take this fake hood bitch home, Shyan,” Jessica said. 
 
      
 
    “But this ass whipping won’t be fake,” Breonna threatened. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, you ain’t fighting wit’ my baby,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “What baby?” Jessica asked. 
 
      
 
    “The one in my stomach,” Breonna spat. 
 
      
 
    “You knocked this young bitch up, and her parents don't even like your black ass? She’s only fucking you because she has a hood nigga fetish, Shyan,” Jessica argued. 
 
      
 
    “SHUT THE FUCK UP!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    Breonna crossed her arms while grilling me, and Jessica was grilling Breonna. I could have easily lied to Breonna about Jessica to keep the peace at ease, but I was trying to do the right thing and was still catching heat. 
 
      
 
    “Breonna is my fiancée, and she’s carryin’ my seed. I can leave and never come back if you want to act like this. This shit ain’t cool, fam. I brought her over here so she can get to know you and vice versa. So, what’s it gonna be? Are we gonna have that discussion or what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all can come in,” Jessica said with an attitude. 
 
      
 
    Breonna gave me a look that said, “Wait until we get home.” I chuckled to myself because even her mean face looked innocent. Shorty was a sweetheart, though. So if she cussed someone out, they deserved it. I let Breonna walk in first, she smacked my hand away when I smacked her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Where is Antonio?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “He’s still asleep since he went to bed four hours ago. He snuck down here last night to play the game while I was asleep,” she replied, as she closed the door. 
 
      
 
    I was ready to sit on the couch, but Jessica told us to go into the kitchen while she got dressed. Breonna followed me into the kitchen while huffing and puffing. 
 
      
 
    “I see you know your way around the house. We’re gonna have a problem, if I see anything that belongs to you laying around. I’m calling one of my friends so they can beat her ass for me. Ugh, now I understand Redz’s frustration when she was pregnant and couldn’t fight,” Breonna stressed. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, just stop. Don’t let Redz and them turn you into a violent person.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m tired of bitches playing in my face. Redz, Peanut, Latrina, and Kat aren’t violent. They just don’t take shit from anyone. That tramp threw herself on you in front of my face! The hoe still had the tag hanging off her bra. She put that lingerie on when you were ringing the doorbell I bet,” Breonna fussed. 
 
      
 
    “We will get that straight when she comes down the stairs.” 
 
      
 
    “I swear I’m a fool sometimes,” she mumbled. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean by that?” 
 
      
 
    “It means I put your needs first every time, but you can’t even cut her off,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “What about her son? Do you think I’m supposed to cut him off over somethin’ that can be worked out? And what needs of mine did you put first? I hope you aren’t referrin’ to your weird ass parents. I never told you what side to choose when it came to them, your father did.” 
 
      
 
    “Forget I said anything,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “We can finish this convo when we get home.” 
 
      
 
    Jessica came into the kitchen dressed in an oversized pink sweatsuit and house slippers. She sat at the table, gesturing for us to sit down too. Breonna smacked her teeth as she sat across from Jessica. I sat in the middle, scooting closer to Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “Why did you bring her to my house?” Jessica asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because I don’t have anything to hide. What did she do to you anyway, Jess? What’s up wit’ the animosity?” 
 
      
 
    Jessica grilled me because I put her on the spot. I would have given up on shorty if it wasn’t for her son. But I was willing to walk away and never look back if we couldn’t resolve the issue. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like her because she feels she’s better than us, and I also think you can do better. Her parents treat you like shit and she’s a teenager for fuck sake! I’ve known you since we were kids, so I understand you. I know for a fact that I’m the better choice. Is she even pregnant? Have y’all been to the doctor yet?” Jessica asked. 
 
      
 
    Yeah, this bitch is crazy. 
 
      
 
    I was ready to respond, but Breonna cut me off. “You want him miserable because you are miserable. There’s no way in fucking hell you think you and him belong together, if you have to beg him to be with you. Honey, you ain’t trauma bonding with my man. You want him to be stuck in the past when you clearly see he’s happy with me. I’m really tired of y’all bitches using him as an emotional crutch!” Breonna yelled at her. 
 
      
 
    “You haven’t even experienced life yet! You don’t know shit!” Jessica yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I know a hoe when I see one. I also know you want to fuck him but you can’t. You can use all the bullshit psychology you want to, but you can’t have him. I know you wish you were carrying his first born, but that’s too damn bad. And stop bringing up my parents! You aren’t any different from them,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Well, our kids will just have to share him,” Jessica replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hooooo, hold on shorty. We ain’t fittin’ to do that. I love the lil’ nigga and all, but I’m not feelin’ you usin’ him against, Bre. She comes first, just remember that. I think this conversation is over though, and I won’t be coming back over here. I’ll see Antonio at the games, or chill with him at the Boys and Girls club but that’s it. Come on, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    Jessica jumped from the table. “Are you serious? You want to walk away from my son because of her?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “He’ll still see me, but just not here anymore.” 
 
      
 
    Antonio came into the kitchen, wiping his eyes. The yelling must have woken him up. He noticed I was standing in the kitchen and rushed to me. I haven’t seen him in a minute. He gave me a grown man dap hug. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up, Skeeno? I didn’t know you were coming this early.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I had to holla at your mother. I want you to meet somebody,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna stood from the table, “This is my wife, Breonna. Breonna, this is Antonio,” I introduced them. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, she’s pretty Unc,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Breonna shook his hand, “thank you, Handsome,” she giggled. 
 
      
 
    “Can I call you Pretty?” Antonio asked. 
 
      
 
    I playfully tap him in his chest. “Don’t be flirtin’ wit’ my wife,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    We wrestled around the kitchen. He punched me in the stomach, and I pretended it hurt so he’d stop. “Aight, that’s enough. You punch too hard,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    “I be knocking all the lil’ niggas out on the playground,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I thought I told you not to talk like that.” 
 
      
 
    “My bad, Unc. Yo, Breonna, are you comin’ to my game today? You can be my cheerleader,” Antonio said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’ll be there with Skeeno. How old are you again? You speak well beyond your years,” Breonna chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Antonio rubbed his fingers through his curls. “I’m seven, goin’ on twenty-one for you, baby,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’ll be wrong if I body slam you right?” I asked Antonio. 
 
      
 
    “I might take you down this time,” Antonio replied. 
 
      
 
    He took off his Power Ranger pajama shirt to flex his little muscles. He was showing off for Breonna. She was laughing at him as he put on a show. Jessica was standing behind the kitchen island with a frown on her face; she seemed bothered behind Breonna interacting with Antonio. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno and Breonna have to leave. You will see them at your game,” Jessica said to Antonio. 
 
      
 
    “Awww man, they just got here,” Antonio replied. 
 
      
 
    “They have things to do,” Jessica said. 
 
      
 
    “Can we go to the arcade after the game?” Antonio asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but you gotta play like a team player instead of hoggin’ the ball,” I replied. 
 
    “Ma, is it okay if I go to the arcade with Skeeno?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “We’re going to the movies later with Veronica and her kids,” Jessica said. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Ma. We went with them yesterday,” Antonio replied in frustration. 
 
      
 
    Jessica was in her feelings because she realized me and Breonna were rocking with each other heavily. She also realized it wasn’t about her, my dealings were with Antonio. He was the reason why I stuck around. I wanted to be there for the kid since I knew how it felt not having a father when I was his age. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, don’t be like that. I'd rather you keep it a hunnid,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Be like what? Do you think you and this girl are going to play family with my son?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You are only hurtin’ the kid actin’ like this, but you’ll see that for yourself,” I responded. 
 
      
 
    “Pleaseeeee Ma,” Antonio begged. 
 
      
 
    “Fine, you can go,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Aight lil’ man, I gotta bounce,” I said to Antonio. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll walk y’all to the door,” Jessica said to me and Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “See you later, Tony,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “You gave me a nickname? Oh yeah, baby. I’m the man!” Antonio boasted. 
 
      
 
    “Boy, take your ass upstairs and clean your room,” Jessica told him. 
 
      
 
    Antonio left the kitchen and went upstairs. Jessica walked me and Breonna to the door; she slammed the door behind us after we stepped on the porch.  
 
      
 
    “Simple bitch,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, Bre. I didn’t think shorty was goin’ to do all of that.” 
 
      
 
    “Antonio is a cool kid and he’s attached to you. I can understand why you don’t want to let him down. But you can’t come to this hoe’s house ever again. You can make arrangements with Jessica to see Antonio elsewhere,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Look at you callin’ the shots,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    She blew me a kiss before she got in the whip. I was ready to get in the whip too, but a black hooptie crept up to the house. I instantly pulled out my beretta in case it was a set up. November had the most robberies in my city because it was a month before Christmas. Niggas would do anything to feed their family, including running up on you in daylight. The car parked on the strip, and a nigga who used to be affiliated with Heavy T hopped out. Kevo was an older dude between late thirties and early forties. We never had a problem with him, and he copped from my crew a few times in the past. Jessica was the type of shorty that went out looking for love. She was desperate to have a man because she wanted Antonio to have a father figure in the house. Kevo was married with ten kids; he couldn’t give Jessica the life she wanted. He was a short and skinny dude with a baldhead. He had to be around five-foot-seven and was missing a tooth. Jessica was down bad to even lay up with the nigga. I tucked my gun back in my jeans when I noticed he didn’t have anything in his hands. 
 
      
 
    Kevo extended his hand to give me dap. “My man, Skeeno. What it do?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I slapped hands with him. “Shit, chillin’. You know you can’t be creepin’ down the street like that, playboy. You almost got smoked,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I was checkin’ you out. I thought you were someone else. This is a clean ride though. Y’all lil’ niggas got all the bread I see,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “That’s ‘cause the old heads got too comfortable.” 
 
      
 
    My crew rarely had beef with the older hustlas, but they always had something slick to say about our come up. Niggas were hustling for years and still could not cop a brand-new Mercedes fresh off the lot. 
 
      
 
    “What’s the deal between you and Jessica? Niggas are droppin’ like flies over broads these days, and I’m not wit’ that you feel me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “That ain’t my shorty. Do your thing.” 
 
      
 
    “Be easy, brotha,” he replied, before walking away. 
 
      
 
    “So Jessica has a man but was trying to sleep with you?” Breonna asked, after I got in the whip. 
 
      
 
    “That nigga is married wit’ ten kids. A few of them play on Antonio’s team. Shorty is wild for that one.” 
 
      
 
    “I knew that hoe was trifling,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “Antonio said his mother brings a lot of men around him. Shorty is foul for exposin’ her son to all of these niggas.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I drove away from Jessica’s house, feeling sorry for Antonio. Jessica took care of her son, but she disregarded his emotional needs. She was either working or going out with random dudes. I wasn’t a perfect nigga, shid I sold drugs for a living. But Antonio needed proper guidance before he got sucked into the streets like us. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure about tomorrow?” Breonna asked. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed her hand and kissed the back of it. “Yeah, we’re leavin’ for Vegas early in the am.” 
 
      
 
    “I feel bad that we’re gonna do this without telling our friends,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “We’re doing this for us, Bre. We ain’t gotta tell anyone shit. This is our life shorty.” 
 
      
 
    “And what about Suga? Don’t you want to see her before you leave?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure about that yet.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s holding on until she sees you,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “That woman went her whole life without acknowledging me as her son. If it wasn’t for Lolita, she would have died without me. So, all that shit is irrelevant. She only wants to see me so she can pass on peacefully. It’s not right, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m with you all the way with whatever you decide,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I had a few hours left to spare until Antonio’s game, so I drove to the jewelry store to buy Breonna a ring. Everything was finally looking up for a nigga and I was making the best of it. 
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    Thanksgiving… 
 
      
 
   P eanut and Nick were having a dinner party at their house. The men were in the basement watching a football game while the women were in the kitchen. We were putting the finishing touches on the food before we began setting the table. I took the cornbread out of the oven, then drizzled honey and butter over it. 
 
      
 
    “We should go to the strip-club after we have dinner,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Count me out. Trigg is takin’ me to the movies,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Me and Peeboy might join y’all,” I added. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all hoes are borin’,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “We’re just settled down now, plus it’s cold outside. It’s cuddle season,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    Latrina was sitting at the kitchen island, drinking a bottle of gin. She looked stressed, but that has become the norm for her. Her new girlfriend was draining her, and she didn’t have a car because Big Pete stole it. I no longer felt sorry for her because she caused many of her own problems. She was moping around, waiting for someone to ask her what was wrong with her. We ignored her as we continued getting dinner ready. 
 
      
 
    “Can you put the plates on the table?” Peanut asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t y’all see that I’m stressed out?” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you stay home then because bitch we’re tired of it,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    I covered the cornbread with foil and sat it on the table next to the turkey. Redz was putting the icing on the cake she had made. My stomach was growling for food; I didn’t care about anything else, at the moment. 
 
      
 
    “I’m always there for y’all bitches whenever y’all are feelin’ down. What about me, huh? Why can’t y’all help me find Big Pete?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why can’t your slow ass girlfriend help you find him? She’s tough ain’t she?” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Leave her out of it,” Latrina warned. 
 
      
 
    “And if I don’t?” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t get fucked up, Redz. You aren’t the only one who can fight,” Latrina spat. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, I wish you would. I have been dyin’ to tap that ass for the bullshit you have been doin’ lately. You paid all that money to a lawyer for your raggedy ass mommy, and your fake daddy stole your car,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Who has a fake daddy?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “Big Pete ain’t Latrina’s real father, and she knew this before he stole her car. This hoe had the audacity to save him from gettin’ beat wit’ a hockey stick. I was fuckin’ him up for what he did to her and she had the nerve to defend him. Now the stupid ass hoe ain’t got a car, and most of her money is goin’ to that freeloadin’ ass bitch of hers,” Redz fussed. 
 
      
 
    “Wait one goddamn minute. Big Pete ain’t your daddy and you ain’t tell us?” Peanut asked in shock. 
 
      
 
    “Redz ain’t tell y’all that Skeeno is her brother, so don’t look at me like that,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Shut the front fuckin’ door. We knew Big Pete and Suga had a son, but I would have never guessed it was Skeeno,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno has always been a brother to me so it wasn’t worth tellin’,” Redz shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t worth tellin’? Chileeee you know we’re nosey,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “See, this is what I’m talkin’ about. How did this end up about Redz?” Latrina asked. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want us to do? Find Big Pete and kill him?” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I want him gone. I’m serious this time. I really thought forgivin’ him was the answer to the hurt he caused me, but it made it worst,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “How do we know you’re serious this time?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “She’s not serious, Kat. She just wants to play mind games wit’ us. I can see her now tellin’ her hoe ass mama what we did to her husband. Lolita would rat our asses out. Sorry, I don’t trust it,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll be singin’ a different tone if it was Trigg,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg would never put me in a stupid ass position. Anyways, pass me those strawberries, Nut,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    Latrina broke down in tears, “I just feel so alone, and  Monty hates me now,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed her back because I hated seeing my girls cry. Redz took the bottle of half empty gin from Latrina, and Peanut handed her a paper towel to wipe her eyes. Latrina was always going through different emotions, but she dismissed us whenever we found solutions. The only person who could make her happy was herself. 
 
      
 
    “You were cheatin’ on him, Latrina. Do you want him back now after you dogged him out? You have a whole bitch stayin’ at your apartment. I don’t understand why you’re wit’ Penny. She thinks you owe her the world and she give you nothing in return. Like what made you even fuck wit’ her?” Peanut asked her. 
 
      
 
    “I hate when people dictate my life, and Monty was doin’ just that. I always had to check in wit’ him because he didn’t trust me. Penny isn’t like that,” Latrina sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I was the same way. I hated when Trigg put his two cents into the things I did. But I realized he was like that because he cared about me. Sometimes we just gotta fall back and let these niggas love us,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Amen,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg came into the kitchen to get a beer out of the fridge. He looked at Latrina and shook his head at her. I just knew he was about to say something out of the way. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t even say anything,” Peanut warned him. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, I’on care enough to speak on anything,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I could have brought you a beer downstairs. This is a nigga free zone,” Redz told him. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to see you,” he flirted, while rubbing on her backside. 
 
      
 
    Redz blushed while putting her imaginary long hair behind her ear. Trigg left the kitchen after the doorbell rang. She fanned herself as we stared at her. 
 
      
 
    “He must be layin’ that wood down like a lumberjack,” Peanut laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg just came in here to see if the food was ready. This is his fourth time up here. He ain’t slick,” I added. 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, I know what he’s doin’, but he can’t get enough of me,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all make me soooo sick,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hatin’ doesn’t look good on you,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    Moments later, Breonna came into the kitchen with a smile on her face. I have never seen her smile that big.  She gave us a hug, while telling us how much she missed us. Breonna and Skeeno were on a nine-day vacation. I noticed a ring on her finger as she was taking off her peacoat. It wasn’t just a regular ring either, she had a diamond the size of a nickel on her finger. I grabbed her hand, inspecting the pear-shaped diamond ring with sparkling side stones. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, be honest wit’ us right now. Did y’all go to Vegas to get married?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Latrina immediately stopped crying when she saw the ring on Breonna’s finger. Hell, all of us were inspecting her hand. 
 
      
 
    “I was going to wait until after we ate, but yes we’re married! I’m Mrs Diggs now,” she beamed. 
 
      
 
    We screamed in excitement after Breonna dropped the bomb on us. I was happy for Breonna if she was happy. She and Skeeno were fated to find each other because of how they met. I was tickled like I was the one who got married. 
 
      
 
    “Hold up, ain’t Diggs Trigg’s last name?” Latrina asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Gramps adopted Skeeno, so he has his last name. Trigg has his last name too because his mother gave him her last name,” Redz explained.  
 
      
 
    “So, your hot ass has traveled across the world to get married and did not tell us? We didn’t even get a chance to have a bachelorette’s party. Jesus, how dare you do this to us, Bre,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “It was something we wanted to do for us and not anyone else. The trip was amazing and romantic. I have pictures,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Breonna went into her purse and pulled out an envelope. Redz was the first one to get the pictures from Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry girls, but that’s my brother she married. I should see the pictures first,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “But me and Kat met her first! Bitch hand those pictures over now!” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, I have another one. I had this one taken yesterday,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna pulled out another envelope and handed it to me since she was standing next to me. I pulled out a sonogram, and I was extremely shocked. 
 
      
 
    “You are pregnant too?” Latrina shrieked. 
 
      
 
    “Seven weeks,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “You came to Maryland over the summer and is now pregnant and married. Is somethin’ wrong wit’ my pussy?” Latrina asked in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “You can’t get pregnant by cucumbers,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, bitch hush,” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “These pictures are lovely, Bre. You looked like an angel,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “How did he ask you to marry him? Did he get down on one knee, or was he just like ‘yo, be my wife?’” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “He said, ‘marry me, Bre.’ I thought he was asking because we had just finished making love, but then he said it again. He’s so romantic,” she gloated. 
 
      
 
    “I swear Trigg better ask me to marry him soon,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Imagine you are someone's wife. HA!” Latrina replied. 
 
      
 
    “Imagine nobody ever asking you because you can’t keep your legs closed. Bitch don’t play wit’ me because I won’t spare your feelings today,” Redz warned. 
 
      
 
    “Can we all just get along? It’s Thanksgiving and we should be thankful for friends and family. Not too many people have that so let’s cherish it,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you’re right, Bre. Today should be a peaceful day filled wit’ a lot of laughter and love,” Redz replied. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno and Trigg came into the kitchen. Trigg took the pictures out of Peanut’s hand. “My bad shorty, you can look at these later,” he told her. 
 
      
 
    “You little fucker!” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “What’s up ladies?” Skeeno spoke. 
 
      
 
    “You stole Breonna from us is what’s up. Now we won’t be able to see her much,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a selfish nigga,” Skeeno chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “You know what, Bre, you are too good for these bald headed chickens. I’m not talkin’ about Redz though,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “Now you like her again?” Redz laughed. 
 
      
 
    “We’re workin’ on it,” Trigg responded. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand how you have a problem wit’ me. I was the one rootin’ for you and Redz to get back together idiot,” I said to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “But y’all come to my crib and get into shit like toddlers. I hate to be the one to tell you, but y’all get on a nigga’s nerves,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t gotta worry about me comin’ over y’all’s house again,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “I could give you a million dollars right now to keep you away from there. Y’all leave press on nails on the floor, crab claw shells on the couch, and Peanut lost the fossil of her gold tooth in the refrigerator. Y’all drive a nigga insane,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t come for my gold teeth! Matter of fact, you can get out of my house!” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll leave after I get a plate. Is the food done yet?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “If you don’t get your ass out of my kitchen,” Peanut gritted. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno and Monty are our favorites anyway. We don’t fuck wit’ you, Reeko, or Nick like that,” I giggled. 
 
      
 
    “And what did Nick do to you?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “He stole our prize money is what he did. The nigga can never let us shine. We were the best dressed at the party, and that clown came like it was Halloween. We could have splitted that two g’s and gone on the club’s wall of fame,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m still heated that I missed the party,” Skeeno said, as he grabbed a knife and fork. 
 
      
 
    “The food isn’t ready to be served yet,” Breonna said to Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    “Can I at least get a piece of ham?” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, you can get whatever you want except for dessert. I’ll fix the plate for you,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it,” Skeeno smirked. 
 
      
 
    Trigg grilled Peanut, and we burst out laughing because his greedy ass has been checking on the food for an hour. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, bro. I gotcha,” Skeeno told him. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, enjoy your food, playboy. Peanut probably dropped a finger wave in the gravy anyway,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga go straight to hell,” Peanut responded. 
 
      
 
    Trigg left the kitchen cracking up because he got underneath Peanut’s skin. Skeeno sat at the kitchen island with us, waiting for his plate. He looked completely different from when he was going through the drama with Lolita. Skeeno used to be very quiet and somewhat standoffish. This was his first time sitting around us by himself. He was smiling and cracking up with Peanut. I was so overjoyed for him and Breonna that I felt myself getting teary eyed. I was a pure sucka for love. Peanut fixed Breonna a plate too and gave her a slice of cake. 
 
      
 
    “What do y’all want to have? A boy or girl? I hope y’all say girl,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “I want a girl, but Skeeno wants a boy,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not gonna think about it too much because then it won’t happen. I have my fingers crossed for a boy,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “How are you gonna finish school bein’ a married and pregnant woman, Bre?” Latrina asked. 
 
      
 
    “Breonna is still goin’ to be in school,” Skeeno butted in. 
 
      
 
    “You heard that, he’s a husband and a father. I love it! Shid, I might give Nick a baby soon,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nick and Monty came into the kitchen and almost snatched Skeeno off the barstool as they embraced him. Skeeno was tightly holding on to his plate as he tried to eat his string beans. 
  
 
    “Let the man eat!” Peanut told them. 
 
      
 
    “He can eat later! This fool got married and ain’t tell us shit. I’m so hurt, fam. What about the bachelor party?” Monty asked Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    Everyone cleared their throats because Monty and Nick weren’t aware Breonna was in the kitchen too. Nick gave her a hug, congratulating her on the pregnancy and marriage. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Nick,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “My bad, shorty. I ain’t see you right there. We’re just happy for our homie. Congrats on bein’ a newlywed,  you look lovely today by the way,” Monty said. 
 
      
 
    “Suck up,” Latrina mumbled. 
 
      
 
    “That could’ve been us, but you like eatin’ walrus pussy,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “You would fuck Penny with me too. Don’t get brand new now,” Latrina spat. 
 
      
 
    “I might if she ain’t have a beard and wasn’t knocked kneed. I know that pussy is tighter than yours,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all should just stop already!” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Your sister keeps takin’ jabs at me,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    Latrina got off the barstool and stormed out of the kitchen. She missed Monty and didn’t know how to go about it since she’s the one who messed up. Monty left the kitchen to talk to her. It seemed to me that both of them still had strong feelings for each other. 
 
      
 
    “These string beans are hittin’. Who made them?” Skeeno asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well, thank you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, you know we love you, right?” Nick asked, as he rubbed his hands together. 
 
      
 
    “I think I do,” Breonna giggled. 
 
      
 
    “Can we throw Skeeno a bachelor party?” Nick seriously asked. 
 
      
 
    Peanut smacked him on the back of his head with a spatula. We erupted in laughter because Nick was like a grown, badass kid. She was ready to pop him again, but he snatched it away from her and popped her back. I couldn’t breathe as I screamed in tears. Peanut’s wig was lopsided. She was wearing a Rick James wig which we hated so much because it was stiff. 
 
      
 
    “Get your ass out of my kitchen,” Peanut fussed, as she fixed her wig. 
 
      
 
    “This is my house too. I ain’t goin’ anywhere,” Nick chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you have that on anyway?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “He sweated my hair out last night. Mind yah business,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You know what, Nick? Y’all should have a bachelor’s party for Skeeno. Make sure y’all hire the prettiest women to strip for him too. I’ll even help y’all with the expenses,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno patted his chest after he almost choked on his ham; we looked at Breonna like she lost her mind. I wasn’t even that mature yet and quite frankly, I don’t think any of us were. 
 
      
 
    “Whew, girl you are one tough cookie,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m good,” Skeeno said, and Nick gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, your wife is givin’ you permission to see ass and titties, and you don’t want to do it?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Count me out, playboy,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “HA! Now, look at you,” Peanut teased Nick. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, come on. Let’s do it for Grizzy; he would have wanted you to have one,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you really think Breonna is gonna want me to have a bachelor’s party? Shorty said that too easily. It’s a trap, fam. Ain’t no black woman sayin’ anything like that with a smile on their face,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “Breonna ain’t Peanut type of black. She’s Hilary Banks type of black, so you ain’t gotta worry about flat tires and bleached clothes. Bro, she is encouragin’ you to party wit’ your day one homies,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “She braids her hair in six jumbo plaits before she goes to bed. She’s black, black, fam. Don’t let that sweet and innocent personality fool you. Redz and ‘em turned my shorty out,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “He’s right, Nick. I was daring him to go,” Breonna laughed. 
 
      
 
    We burst out laughing again, hurting Nick’s feelings. I even laughed harder when his face turned red. Trigg came into the kitchen with a stack of money in his hand. That only meant one thing, there was a dice game somewhere inside the house. 
 
      
 
    “Peeboy is pullin’ up,” Trigg told me. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, Reeko is comin’ here too,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “I told Kat to invite Peeboy. Y’all need to let that go. That’s Kat’s man and she’s family, and so is Peeboy,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t we bein’ disloyal to Reek?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Gutta still be around y’all niggas, and I don’t trip even though I had to check him before. Reeko should talk to Peeboy himself if he feels some type of way about him. We’re grown ass men, not lil’ boys,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ain’t Gutta and Melly comin’ too?” Trigg asked Nick. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I told them to slide through,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly bruh,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “The problem is y’all don’t think it’s possible to have friends outside of your circle,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have other friends?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, y’all clowns,” Redz laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko needs to get over his jealousy. That’s all it is, and I’m sick of hearin’ about his miserable weird ass,” I said. 
 
      
 
    I left the kitchen because I didn’t want to keep hearing Reeko’s name. It has been a breath of fresh air not seeing him. He was stuck in the house because he was beaten up outside of Heavy T’s club which he deserved. I had a feeling he robbed my mother’s house to make it seem as if my house got robbed because of Peeboy. But thanks to Peeboy, my wardrobe was looking better than ever. Every other day he was taking me on shopping sprees and dropping stacks of cash in my purse while I was sleeping. My new jewelry collection was full of diamonds. I wouldn’t have ever guessed that Peeboy was paid-paid because he wasn’t flashy. The doorbell rang as I walked down the hallway. I opened the door, and my man was standing on the step with two brown paper bags of liquor. He stepped into the foyer, planting a kiss on my lips. His cologne was enticing, and I loved when he wore all black. He was dressed in a Ralph Lauren sweater, black jeans, and Rockport boots. I had to kiss him again because I missed him even though I saw him eight hours ago. 
 
      
 
    “I see you miss me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I do. Where is Giang?” 
 
      
 
    “Wit’ his mother. She wanted to take him to her grandmother’s house. Shorty is a holiday mother,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy followed me into the kitchen to speak to everyone. I was smiling from ear to ear as I observed my man blending in with my people. He had been around them numerous times, but it was his first time coming to Peanut’s house. You are officially considered a family member if you get invited to her house if you let her tell it. Peanut got tickled while going through the bags of liquor Peeboy brought in because he brought her a case of beers. 
 
      
 
    “We are gonna partyyyyy babyyyyy!” she sang. 
 
      
 
    “Are we playin’ dice or what? I’m feeling lucky tonight,” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    “Nice talkin’ to y’all ladies, but the money is callin’ me,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    The fellas left the kitchen to shoot craps and talk shit to each other. Peeboy kissed my forehead before he left the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Ugh, he just got here, and now he’s wit’ them,” I complained. 
 
      
 
    “And you won’t see him anytime soon,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “They just had to mention dice around my man,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Where are Monty and Latrina?” Peanut asked. 
 
      
 
    “Probably fuckin’!” we said in unison. 
 
      
 
    This is goin’ to be a wild ass dinner. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Peanut and Nick’s home was filled with family and friends. I had a slight buzz from the moonshine Peanut’s grandmother, Anne, gave us. Anne was the older version of Peanut. She had a gold tooth, talked shit, and thought she was a member of Salt-N-Pepa. She was seventy-nine years old but thought she was twenty-one. I was sitting in the living room, watching the older folks play Uno on a card table. A handful of people were playing bingo in the corner of the living room. Peanut’s family was talking trash to each other so bad I had to close my ears a few times. 
 
      
 
    “You lil’ limp dick, trout mouth bastard. I ought to piss on your throat for that. I know your sum of a bitch ass is cheating!” Anne yelled at her husband. 
 
      
 
    Anne’s husband, Ernest was ninety years old; she married him ten years ago. They met at bingo and the rest was history. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t see the cards, Anne!” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You betta ask Jesus to guide you. Now come on before I shove that cane up your ass,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so happy I can’t see your wicked face anymore. You ain’t nothin’ but the goddamn devil you old geezer,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, shut the fuck up and play the game. I know dead niggas that can play betta than you,” Anne said. 
 
      
 
    “Crow foot bitch,” Ernest replied. 
 
      
 
    Anne was a hunchback and had a big ass updo that resembled a Christmas tree.  She was wearing a t-shirt with Tupac on it, baggy jeans with a pair of Timbs. She also had on black shades, and a gold chain around her neck that Nick gave to her. Anne thought she was part of The Newtowne Boyz crew. The younger crowd was in the basement, but I was entertained by the older folks. Peeboy came out of the kitchen eating a slice of sweet potato pie. He sat next to me smelling like he smoked a whole marijuana plant. His already slanted eyes looked like they were closed—he was extremely high. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, we smoked some of that Nubian Honey out of a water pipe. I’m fried,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Anne passed her Colt 45 to her caregiver so she could open the top for her. “Yo, pass me my blunt!” Anne shouted. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t got no blunt,” Ernest said. 
 
      
 
    “I got a dick you can suck if you take those teeth out of your mouth,” Anne fired back. 
 
      
 
    “Humpback buzzard,” Ernest said. 
 
      
 
    “I fucked your hospice nurse last week,” Anne laughed. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t got no hospice nurse woman! You are the one who need help wiping that droopy and wrinkled ass,” Ernest replied. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy was cracking up, I was laughing too. Ernest and Anne were the older versions of Peanut and Nick. They were inseparable but fussed a lot. Anne and Ernest loved each other, even though they claimed they didn’t. My laughter came to a halt when I saw Reeko come out of the kitchen. His arm was in a sling, and his right leg was in a cast. I heard he was in a full body cast at one point, but I assumed he was beginning to heal. He was able to use crutches to get around. I hated the sight of him and whenever he came into a room, I'd go into another. He grilled Peeboy, but he wouldn’t say anything to him. As for Peeboy, he acted like Reeko was not there. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to fix you another plate?” I asked Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    “I’m too full,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Can I talk to you, Kat? It’s important,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “No you cannot,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “It’ll be for a second,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    “Are you deaf?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “How can you flaunt this nigga around my homies? Are you tryin’ to embarrass me? Get that nigga out of here!” Reeko replied. Peeboy stood from the couch; I stood up too. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, how about you make me leave. And why is your bitch-ass addressin’ her if you gotta problem wit’ me?” he asked Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “Cause I ain’t fuckin’ you bitch boy,” Reeko replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch boy? I see you like talkin’ shit when you are around folks, but your big ass is scared when you are alone. It’s cool though, I’m gonna do you in for real this time,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck this nigga, Kat, I need to talk to you,” Reeko said. 
 
      
 
    “I wish you would just leave us the fuck alone!” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    “This nigga was the reason your house was robbed,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Why would you bring this drama to someone else’s house and around their family? This is so lame of you,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “What’s lame is you totin’ this Asian ass nigga around!” Reeko barked. 
 
      
 
    Peanut came out of the kitchen sucking on a crab leg. Reeko arrived fifteen minutes ago and was already embarrassing himself. He was overly emotional and didn’t understand what “no” meant. 
 
      
 
    “See, what you are not gonna do is come to my house wit’ this bullshit. I can hear your crybaby ass from the kitchen. The girl said she doesn’t want to talk to you!” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you alright over there, Peanut? Do you need me to come over there? I got my Smith and Wesson in my purse,” Anne called out. 
 
      
 
    “I’m alright Nana!” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “You let me know if you need me!” Anne replied. 
 
      
 
    “Kat, it’s important, shorty. I only need to talk to you for a second,” Reeko pleaded. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy put his arm around my waist; Reeko’s eyes flashed with anger. He angrily bit the inside of his cheek as he grilled Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna go downstairs wit’ my homies. I apologize for the disturbance, Nut,” Reeko said, before he hopped away. 
 
      
 
    “And I hope you fall on your way down,” Peanut responded. 
 
      
 
    “Where is that nasty tail granddaughter of mine, Lolita?” Anne asked, Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “She’s in jail, Nana,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “She got locked up for prostitution again?” Anne asked. 
 
      
 
    “She’s locked up for rape,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, this family is crazy,” Peeboy whispered to me. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t seen anything yet. Wait until their beers kick in,” I whispered back. 
 
      
 
    Ernest was still holding on to the same Uno cards and they were upside down. Anne knew what she was doing when she gave him those cards. She was purposely making him lose. 
 
      
 
    “Can I use your bathroom upstairs?” I asked Peanut. 
 
      
 
    “You know you ain’t gotta ask. There’s a bathroom in the guest bedroom at the end of the hall,” she replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back,” I told Peeboy before I scurried off. 
 
      
 
    I rushed upstairs to the guest bedroom; the moonshine was running through me. I went into the bedroom’s bathroom, pulling down my stockings. I heard someone come into the room. The bathroom door didn’t have a lock on it, and the toilet was too far away from the door. I couldn’t even put my foot on the door to keep someone from coming in. 
 
      
 
    “Someone is in here!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    I went inside my boot and pulled out a pocketknife. Reeko’s weird behavior had me on edge. I couldn’t stop peeing as I heard the footsteps get closer to the door. The bathroom knob turned. My heart was beating out of my chest, thinking Reeko was going to manhandle me. Peeboy came into the bathroom, and I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    “What do you got that lil’ ass knife for?”’ he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t scare me like that. I get paranoid when I drink.” 
 
      
 
    I wiped myself off and then flushed the toilet. Peeboy used the bathroom after me as I washed my hands. I was ready to leave out until he called out to me. 
 
      
 
    “Stay in here,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “My friends might think we’re doin’ somethin’.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s because we will be,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Quickies were, in fact, spontaneous, especially after alcohol consumption. I left the bathroom to close the bedroom door. Next, I took off my boots and my stockings. Peeboy came out of the bathroom while I was sliding my panties from underneath my skirt. I wrapped my legs around him after he picked me up; he sat in the loveseat so I could ride him. He slipped his fingers between my slit as we tongue kissed. I held onto his shaft, easing him inside of me. The moonshine gave me liquid courage because I hated being on top. 
 
      
 
    “Take it easy, baby. I know this dick is too much for you,” he arrogantly said. 
 
      
 
    I passionately kissed him to shut him up. He thrust upwards while I rotated my hips. Peeboy lifted my legs, placing them in the crook of his arms. It felt like he grew two more inches because he was too deep inside of me. 
 
      
 
    “Arghhhhh…damn,” he groaned. 
 
      
 
    I bucked my hips forward, causing him to moan my name. My turtleneck was in the way, so I took it off. Peeboy unclasped my bra and cupped my breasts. He slipped two fingers into my mouth to distract me from moaning too loud. Peeboy latched onto my neck while bouncing me on his shaft. My pussy was making those farting sounds I hated whenever he was ramming his dick into my center. I dug my nails into his throat and fucked him back. Something out of the corner of my eye caught my attention. I caught Reeko watching us in the bureau’s mirror through the ajar bedroom door. The nigga was so sneaky that I didn’t hear him open the door. Peanut’s house didn’t have locks on the bedroom doors. I guess it was a blessing in disguise because I wanted him to see that I was completely over him. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhh, babyyyyy! This dick is so biggggggg! You’re in my stomach! I’m ready to cummmmm,” I moaned. 
 
      
 
    “Shit, Katttttttttttt,” he groaned. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to cum inside meeeee. This is your pusyyyyyy!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    The legs on the loveseat were sliding across the wood floor. I was working my hips like I was hula hooping. Peeboy jabbed my G-spot as I continued riding him. 
 
      
 
    “I loveeeeee youuuuuu…oh myyyy gawdddddd!” 
 
      
 
    “Ugghhhhhhhhh…ahhhhhhhhhh!” Peeboy moaned. 
 
      
 
    “I’m cumminggggggg.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    After Reeko dropped what sounded like his crutch in the hallway a loud thump could be heard. I had a feeling his nosey ass fell on the floor. Peeboy stopped stroking my center. 
 
      
 
    “What was that?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    He was ready to get up, but I pushed him back into the chair. I was still horny and wanted to get pounded out again. Getting fucked in front of my ex was turning me on. I slid off the Peeboy’s lap and got on my knees. Peeboy’s dick jerked when I licked the tip of his shaft. I sucked my man’s dick so good, he was begging me to have his baby. 
 
      
 
    “Let me nut in you one more time, shorty. I want you to have my lil’ one,” he moaned out. 
 
      
 
    I climbed back onto his dick to grant him his wish. We have been sleeping around without a condom, so we might as well continue. If having a baby was meant for us, it would happen. I knew what we had was permanent anyway because fate put us together again. Hell, it could have been the liquor talking but either way, I wasn’t hopping off that dick anytime soon. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, what the hell are you doin’ on the floor?” I heard Nick’s voice. 
 
      
 
    “I was lookin’ for the bathroom!” Reeko replied. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, why would you come up here if  you can barely walk? We’re gonna need a hoyer lift to get you up,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy stopped stroking once he realized what was going on. He pushed me on the floor and stood from the chair to fix his jeans. Peeboy closed the bedroom door and locked it. My drunk ass didn’t realize the small latch underneath the knob was the lock. 
 
      
 
    “What did you push me for?” 
 
      
 
    “Did you know Reeko was in the hallway? Yo, and don’t lie to me either, Kat. The door was open, and you were sayin’ shit to me you ain’t never said before,” Peeboy argued. 
 
      
 
    I pulled myself up on the bed. My head was spinning; that moonshine was really kicking my ass. I was drunker than I thought. Peeboy picked me up once he noticed I was struggling to get up and pulled my skirt down before he sat me on the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Kat, was this nigga watchin’ you fuck me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Why would you be mad about that?” 
 
      
 
    He squeezed the bridge of his nose. It was a habit he had when he was ready to explode. I pissed him off and wasn’t understanding why. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not like you have a small dick. What are you mad for?” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you said that shit to me because he was watchin’? You had me thinkin’ I was layin’ down some serious ass wood, but you were fakin’ it? Bro, you are foul for that. You could have at least given me a heads up. You had me lookin’ like a pussy whipped sucka!” he ranted. 
 
      
 
    “Babe, I’m sorry. I just wanted him to leave me alone. He’s constantly callin’ my job and my mother’s house for me. I had six messages on the answerin’ machine of him cryin’ for me to come back to him. I figured he’d stopped actin’ insane if he sees us bein’ intimate. I wasn’t lyin’ about the things I said. You know I love you.” 
 
      
 
    “You let this nigga see you half-naked. I bet that nigga got his rocks off. You just disrespected the fuck out of me, and you don’t see anything wrong wit’ it!” Peeboy spat. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my sweater and bra off the floor. Peeboy threw my stockings on the bed. “Get dressed so we can leave,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Why do I have to leave?” 
 
      
 
    “Because you are drunk. I thought you were just tipsy, but you gotta be drunk to do that lame ass shit. You enticed that nigga even more for what you just did. You were enjoyin’ it too. That was the first time you took the dick like a pro. On a serious note though, what if that nigga would have shot one of us? You can never let your guard down, Kat. I was supposed to know he was at the door,” he complained. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, baby. It was feelin’ too good to stop.” 
 
      
 
    Peeboy helped me get dressed, but I could tell he was still upset with me by the perplexed look on his face. I ran my fingers through his hair while he was putting on my stockings. I apologized to him again because I was only thinking about myself and not his feelings. He kissed my fingertips when I traced his mustache with my finger. I was infatuated with him, and I was scared to lose him. He was such a sweetheart towards me—he spoiled me. He stood me up after I was completely dressed.  
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna tell my homegirls I’m leavin’ and then I’ll be ready,” I told Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    I need some more of that moonshine! Whew lawd that was an experience. 
 
      
 
    We left the bedroom to go downstairs; Nick was underneath Reeko, yelling at him to roll over. Reeko was literally laying on Nick. Their backs were against each other. Nick’s simple ass must’ve tried to help Reeko up and ended up falling himself. Reeko was three times bigger than Nick, maybe four. 
 
      
 
    “Roll your big ass over so I can get up!” Nick screamed, but he sounded out of breath. The poor thing was being smashed to the floor. His face turned red, and the veins in his neck were bulging. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be right back,” Peeboy said, before he rushed downstairs to get help. 
 
      
 
    “Roll off of him!” I told Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t roll! My arms are still fucked up!” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Kat…tell Peanut I love her. I don’t think I’m gonna make it,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    I tried to push Reeko off of him ,but his body was like dead weight. He was screaming in pain because I was pushing on his bad side. 
 
      
 
    “My dick! I can’t feel my dick!” Nick yelped. 
 
      
 
    I slipped in my boots while trying to help Nick. The crew rushed upstairs; Trigg was eating a gigantic turkey leg. I wanted to throw up because it almost resembled a human’s thigh. 
 
      
 
    “I’m crossin’ over! I can see the tunnel! Get this big ass nigga off of me, goddamn it!” Nick yelled. 
 
      
 
    The crew was trying to roll Reeko without hurting him. He was sobbing like a big ass baby, yelling about his arm. Trigg dropped his turkey leg on the floor. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck! I had to kiss Anne’s forehead to get that!” he said in frustration. 
 
      
 
    “I feel like I’m pushin’ an old school Chevy!” Skeeno said, while pushing Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, stop tensin’ up! You feel like dead weight when you do that!” Monty said to Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “My back!” Reeko cried. 
 
      
 
    Peanut came upstairs. She dropped to her knees when she saw Nick sprawled out underneath Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t breathe!” Nick squealed. 
 
      
 
    “My babyyyyyyy!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Reek, but this is fittin’ to hurt so hold your breath!” Trigg said. 
 
      
 
    They shoved Reeko so hard; I heard the bone in his back crack. Peanut rushed to Nick to check on him. She rolled him over on his back; his eyes were closed but he was still breathing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, thank God! My man is alive!” Peanut shouted in excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Why were you up here anyway, Reek? I thought you couldn’t use stairs,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “Why do y’all think he was up here? He was spyin’ on me and Peeboy and then he fell. Nick was tryin’ to help him,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    The crew looked disappointed in Reeko. Peanut cursed him out even though he was still laying on the floor while groaning in pain. I prayed that him seeing me and Peeboy together encouraged him to move on. The man was becoming a serious problem, and I had a gut feeling he was eventually going to kill me.  
 
      
 
    “I want him out of my house! He was startin’ shit downstairs wit’ Kat, and now he’s followin’ her around the house. That nigga to be in a psych ward! I want y’all to wake the hell up and see it for what it is! He’s crazy!” Peanut fussed. 
 
      
 
    Trigg, Skeeno, Monty, and even Peeboy helped Reeko off the floor. They leaned him against the wall as he complained about his back. 
 
      
 
    “Get this chinky eye muthafucka away from me! Y’all niggas ain’t loyal to me! Is he part of the crew now, Trigg? You know me and this nigga got beef! How can y’all pick that nigga over me? But I should’ve seen it comin’ since you handed Kash my spot! And Skeeno, I was there for you when Lolita was gettin’ her head rammed into the walls by Big Pete. I dropped everything I was doin’ to save her because of you. I don’t even fuck wit’ your fiend out ass anyway for what you said to me on the basketball court! I ain’t forget about that and we will never be cool again! Oh, and Monty, you were fuckin’ Fredrika! Y’all niggas are SNAKES! The only nigga I fuck wit’ is Nick anyway!” Reeko argued. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, you need to chill out wit’ that fiend word,” Skeeno calmly warned. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t gotta chill out wit’ shit, Crackhead! You’ll be lookin’ just like the fiends in Newtowne pretty soon. I can see you now pushin’ a cart wit’ Suga. Yo, and you might want to check your wife because she was Gutta’s number one groupie. Shorty might be pregnant for him too,” Reeko chuckled. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno was ready to swing on Reeko, but Trigg pushed him back. “Yo, let it go. He ain’t worth it, fam. He ain’t doin’ shit but burnin’ bridges anyway,” he told him. 
 
      
 
    “Brooo, you are straight buggin’!” Monty said to Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “I’m buggin’? Y’all went against the grain for a nigga that’s not a part of this crew!” Reeko countered. 
 
      
 
    Nick got up off the floor with Peanut’s help. I felt so sorry for him because he looked upset. Watching his brothers argue probably hurt him more than being smashed by Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “You gotta chill wit’ those words, Reek. You don’t want to end up in a box too. Niggas ain’t takin’ the disrespect anymore, fam,” Trigg told Reeko. 
 
      
 
    Did he just threaten Reeko? Whew, boy this isn't good. 
 
      
 
    “Can y’all escort him out of my house?” Peanut asked them. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t touchin’ that nigga. Leave his stupid ass up here. I’m goin’ back downstairs to fix another plate,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy grabbed my hand, “come on, shorty,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “She ain’t goin’ anywhere wit’ you! Nigga, you can’t even stroke her right,” Reeko taunted him. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy slammed his fist into Reeko’s face. Reeko swung back with his good arm, but Peeboy dodged it and jabbed him in the throat. Trigg and Skeeno wrestled Peeboy away from Reeko because he was ready to do more damage. I caught Monty smirking, probably happy that someone swung on Reeko. Reeko’s mouth was reckless, and someone should've been humbled him. 
 
      
 
    “Let him go! Don’t hold him back!” Reeko shouted. 
 
      
 
    Nick’s mother, Lucy, came upstairs. “Nicholas! I have been looking all over for you!” she said. 
 
      
 
    She was shunned after witnessing the commotion in the hallway. Nick’s mother was a Caucasian stocky build woman who sported a mullet. Graphic skull tattoos covered her body, but that was the norm for bikers. Lucy was part of a motorcycle gang called, Raging Ryders. Despite her rough appearance, she was a nice lady. I grabbed Peeboy’s arm, pulling him towards the stairs. He didn’t budge until he noticed Nick’s mother standing in the hallway. Reeko was screaming obscenities at Peeboy while we were walking away. Skeeno was behind us; he was over Reeko’s bull shit too. 
 
      
 
    “This ain’t over muthafucka! I’m comin’ back for my shorty! Your son ain’t gonna have a father soon, China Man!”Reeko shouted at Peeboy. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy stopped walking; I was shaking like a leaf on a twig when he reached for his gun. I feared he would get shot up for killing Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, not in Nick’s crib,” Skeeno told him. 
 
      
 
    Peeboy pulled out his pager; I breathed a sigh of relief because I thought he was reaching for his gun. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t trippin’ over that anymore. He will see me when he comes out of that cast,” Peeboy said. 
 
      
 
    The three of us went downstairs, getting away from Reeko’s nonsense. Redz was sitting at the card table playing tonk with Anne for singles. I told Peeboy to give me ten minutes to say goodbye to everyone before we leave. 
 
      
 
    “I’m leavin, Redz. Call me tomorrow,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Already? The fun is just gettin’ started. Pull up a chair, get a beer and relax,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m feelin’ woozy from that moonshine. I gotta take it in, but call me in the mornin’.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s scared I’m gonna kick her ass in tonk,” Anne slurred. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta save my ones,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    Redz passed Anne her blunt; Anne took her dentures out before taking the blunt. That woman didn’t have a care in the world. I hugged them goodbye and went to the coat closet in the hallway to get my leather trench coat. Peeboy already had his coat on and was waiting for me by the door. I heard Trigg’s voice coming from upstairs. It sounded like he was threatening to kill Reeko. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I’ll body your bitch-ass right now! Fuck are you talkin’ about? You let that hoe-ass broad put that voodoo pussy on you, and now you can’t think straight!” Trigg said as he was coming down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “I can make money wit’ Uncle Roscoe! I don’t need y’all niggas!” Reeko shouted from upstairs. 
 
      
 
    “Your slow ass doesn't know how to count money anyway. Big goofy ass nigga!” Trigg argued. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, we’re gone,” Peeboy said, as he gave Trigg dap. 
 
      
 
    “My bad about that playboy. Homie has been on some female shit lately,” Trigg responded. 
 
      
 
    “Always,” Peeboy replied. 
 
      
 
    “See you later, Kat, but just not at my crib,” Trigg said, before he walked away. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be there tomorrow eatin’ all your lunch meat and snacks!” I called out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Babe, are you still mad at me?” I asked, after we left Peanut’s house. 
 
      
 
    “You and that nigga blew me. The muthafucka is crazy, and you fed into it. But it is what it is. You just had too much to drink,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I got in front of him while he was opening the passenger door of his car. “Tell me you love me.” 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, I was tellin’ you that the whole time I was inside you,” he smirked. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed him by the neckline of his sweater and pulled him towards me. He wrapped his arms around me as I tongue kissed him. I was feeling guilty for inviting him when I knew it was going to be trouble, but Peanut insisted. Reeko’s insults were over the top, and it bothered me that Peeboy had to endure it. I could tell he was playing it safe on the strength of Trigg. I broke the kiss because I was getting emotional. 
 
      
 
    “I feel so bad that he disrespects you and gets away wit’ it.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, don’t feel that way. I promise you that I set him straight before. I had that fool on bed rest and eatin’ through a straw,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “That was you?” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t lie about it,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “My man is a gangstaaaaa,” I sang. 
 
      
 
    I got in the passenger’s seat, happy as hell that my man was the one who whipped Reeko’s ass and put him in a cast. 
 
      
 
    “We’re goin’ to my crib, right?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Always.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you just move in? You have the majority of your clothes, and shoes there and you have a key. What’s holdin’ you back?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know if your son will like that.” 
 
      
 
    “He’s only four, and it ain’t like he dislikes you. I’m not askin’ you to be his mother, you feel me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t want to feel like an intruder. Your son isn’t used to sharin’ you wit’ anyone.” 
 
      
 
    “You are overthinkin’, but it’s no rush. I’m just throwin’ it out there,” he said. 
 
      
 
    My mother would shit a brick if I moved in with the man she hates. I have to sit them down and put an end to this. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Did you have a long night?” Stefanie asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes and mornin’.” 
 
      
 
    I was sitting behind my desk yawning nonstop. Peeboy and I had a long night. My body was exhausted, and the tenants were having many maintenance issues. A slew of kitchen sinks and toilets were clogged because of Thanksgiving. I only had one building under my management, but somehow Stefanie expected me to help her with work orders. The phone on my desk rang. I cleared my throat before I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for calling Woodside Gardens apartment. This is Katherine, how may I help you?” 
 
      
 
    “I miss your sexy voice,” Reeko replied. 
 
      
 
    “Stop callin’ my work phone!” 
 
      
 
    “Please don’t hang up. I called to apologize for last night; I was out of line. I’m back in the hospital because of my back. Can you come and visit me later? I need you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “What will it take for you to leave me alone?” 
 
      
 
    “Death, but I’m willin’ to forgive you for fuckin’ Egg Roll in my homeboy’s house,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “And it was good too. Bye bitch!” 
 
      
 
    I slammed the phone in his ear; the phone rang again, but I didn’t answer, Stefanie, answered instead. 
 
      
 
    “I will have you arrested if you keep calling here! This is harassment!” she yelled into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “This is going too far, Kat. Why don’t you report him to the police?” she asked, as she hung up the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Because I believe in street justice.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s never a good way,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “It’s always a good way.” 
 
      
 
    I went inside my purse to get a bottle of Tylenol. The pain in my head was excruciating. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the moonshine or Reeko. The sounds coming from Stefanie tapping her pen on her desk while flicking through a pile of papers worsened the headache. I have grown to like her though; she was a nuisance when I first met her, but her attitude has gotten better. I tossed the pills back and flushed them down with a cold Sprite. 
 
      
 
    “We should hang out one day?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Hang out where?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged, “maybe a club. I’m looking for a new dick. I miss that darn Grizzy. He was so fulfilling,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “That’s unnecessary.” 
 
      
 
    “How?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “You are married. Focus on that and not other niggas.” 
 
      
 
    “I just want to be happy like you,” she pouted. 
 
      
 
    “Chileeee I was taken on a journey before I got to that point.” 
 
      
 
    The rental office door opened. Latrina walked in wearing a fanny pack where she stored the vials. She was either coming off the corner or on her way there. Stefanie got up and went to the kitchen. She wasn’t a fan of Latrina and vice versa. Latrina was who most people called “too ghetto”; Stefanie was what they called, “too bougie.” They personalities didn’t mix well at all. Latrina sat behind Stefanie’s desk and picked up her family photo. 
 
      
 
    “Can you put that down?” Stefanie asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nice lookin’ family, but your husband is fine,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “You can have him; Kat, do you want a cup of coffee?” Stefanie asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please!” 
 
      
 
    “What time do you get off? I need a favor from you,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Girllll, is it an orgy?” I joked. 
 
      
 
    “I wish you did get down like that,” she winked. 
 
      
 
    “What do you need, Latrina? I hope it’s not about your car and Big Pete because that’s a no-go.” 
 
      
 
    “I want you to drop me off at Penny’s aunt's house on your way to Peeboy’s house. He lives in Alexandria, right?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I can do that. But didn’t you and Monty hook up last night? Y’all dipped off and was gone for a while.” 
 
      
 
    “I still love Monty, but I don’t deserve him. It’s hard for me to be wit’ one person. I like men, women, transwomen, and transmen. I don’t discriminate, so it’s hard to choose one person,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I just think you’re gettin’ ran through. It’s okay to like whoever you want, but why not one at a time? You can catch somethin’ that you can’t get rid of.” 
 
      
 
    She waved me off, “I protect myself. What time will you be ready?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the clock on the wall, and it was 11:30 am. “I’ll be ready by two.” 
 
      
 
    Latrina stood from the desk, “I’ll see you in a few,” she told me. 
 
      
 
    A woman dressed in fancy church attire walked into the rental office as Latrina was leaving. I realized I recognized the woman from Grizzy’s funeral; it was Breonna’s mother. She sat across from me, holding on to her purse as if someone was going to snatch it. I rolled my eyes at her instead of greeting her; I had heard enough stories about her to know she was an evil bitch. But most importantly, what was she doing in Newtowne? 
 
      
 
    “Hi, my name is Sheila Caldwell. I was told by a friend that my daughter, Breonna, frequents this neighborhood. Can you show me the crack house she hangs at with her boyfriend? I believe his name is Skeeno,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry ma’am, I don’t know what a crack house is. But since you do, perhaps you can find it yourself.” 
 
      
 
    She flicked her over processed hair over her shoulder and crossed her leg. Her white kitten heels were scruffed on the side. “Honey, you don’t want to play with me, okay? I can have you fired with a snap of the finger. I know people in higher places,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “Great, you can have the people in higher places find your daughter.” 
 
      
 
    Stefanie came over to my desk; she extended her hand to Sheila and greeted her as the property manager. Sheila smacked Stefanie’s hand away. 
 
      
 
    “Cut the bullshit and show me my daughter’s hangout spot!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    “What is your daughter’s name?” Stefanie asked.  
 
      
 
    “Breonna Caldwell,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Breonna Diggs,” I corrected. 
 
      
 
    “No, my daughter’s last name is Caldwell!” she spat. 
 
      
 
    “I only know Breonna Diggs.” 
 
      
 
    Sheila squinted her eyes at me, “I’m not playing with you ghetto bitches. My husband is a police officer. I’ll have this entire neighborhood shut down!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    Stefanie grabbed a piece of paper and a pen off her desk. “What is his name, and which precinct does he work in?” she asked Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “Are you mocking me?” Sheila replied. 
 
      
 
    “No, but my brother is a police officer. Maybe he knows him,” Stefanie responded. 
 
      
 
    “Her husband is a police officer in Arizona; he has no weight here, so don’t listen to this crazy woman,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Sheila knocked the phone off my desk in a rage. Something strange must have been in the city water because everyone was acting crazy. She picked up my pen holder and threw it against the wall. She was ready to knock over the computer; I grabbed her arm, almost snatching it out of the socket. 
 
      
 
    “I paid for this wit’ my own money. I’ll beat the brakes off your pony lookin’ ass if you touch it. I think it’s best if you leave and never come back,” I sternly said. 
 
      
 
    “Get your filthy hand off of me!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    I released her arm; she picked up a phone book and hurled it towards me but she missed. She threatened to have me arrested for touching her while pointing her finger in my face. Stefanie tried to calm her down by offering her my cup of coffee. She smacked the coffee out of Stefanie’s hand; coffee splattered on Stefanie’s purple blouse and gray skirt. Stefanie rushed into the kitchen to wipe off her clothes. 
 
      
 
    “You will pay for this!” Stefanie yelled from the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll cause more damage if y’all little bitches can’t help me find my daughter!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Please find her daughter so this old goose never comes back!” Stefanie said. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my cell phone and called Breonna so her mother could leave and never return. Sheila was pacing back and forth, calling Stefanie hoes and bitches. 
 
      
 
    “Can you be quiet while I’m on the phone?” I asked Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “Carry on,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Breonna answered the phone. I was more than relieved because her mother was about to get two-pieced out of her church hat. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, where are you at?” I asked Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “I’m in the neighborhood with Redz. I was ready to stop by the rental office to see you. I bought your favorite jelly donut,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Your mother is here; she won’t leave until she sees you. Can you just talk to her? Just know we got your back if anything goes wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “WHAT!” Breonna screamed through the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Tell her to hurry up!” Sheila yelled. 
 
      
 
    “I know you heard that,” I told Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming right now,” she replied before she hung up. 
 
      
 
    Sheila sat back down with a smirk on her face. I was two seconds away from paying a crackhead to beat her ass and steal her church hat. 
 
      
 
    “So, you are friends with my daughter, huh? Is that why she has been acting ghetto lately? I had the perfect child before she came to this roach infested hood. I’m taking her back with me today so you can kiss her goodbye,” Sheila said. 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, Breonna is not going to leave us. She picked a family who has her best interest at heart.” 
 
      
 
    “Best interest at heart? My daughter is screwing a trashy mouth hoodlum. The hypocrisy of it all,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    A few seconds later, Breonna walked into the rental office. She had a displeased look on her face when she saw her mother. Sheila pulled a belt out of her purse and laid it across her lap.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing here?” Breonna asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think I’ll let you off the hook that easily? Your father is suffering a brain injury, and I want justice to be served for what your boyfriend did to him. Harold doesn’t even know his own name, Breonna. He barely recognizes me. I cannot go back home until Skeeno pays for what he did. You are the only witness left to tell the truth; Skeeno committed attempted murder, and he needs to be underneath a jail cell. Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. You can either come with me to the police station and give a witness statement, or I’ll beat the living daylights out of you with this belt,” Sheila threatened. 
 
      
 
    “I think you are delusional, Sheila. I didn’t witness my husband doing such a thing. But I do remember your husband dragging me across the floor by my hair!” Breonna responded. 
 
      
 
    You go, Breonna! Dig into her assssss! 
 
      
 
    Sheila burst out laughing at Breonna, “husband?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    Breonna dangled her ring finger in her mother’s face. Sheila’s jaw hit the floor as she stared at Breonna’s huge rock. 
 
      
 
    “And we’re having a baby. Life is great, Sheila, maybe you should try getting one. I’m no longer your daughter, so please stop contacting me. I care nothing for you or your husband. Y’all have belittled me by talking about my hair, the color of my skin, and weight since I can remember,” Breonna added. 
 
      
 
    “A ba…baby?” Sheila asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma, a baby!” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    Sheila jumped up and swung the belt at Breonna. She struck Breonna in the face. I knew Sheila wasn’t wrapped too tight, but I didn’t think she would hit her pregnant daughter. She struck Breonna in the face again. I rushed over to them and grabbed a hold of the belt; she tried to kick Breonna in the stomach. 
 
      
 
    “You will not shame this fucking family! This baby is a sin and should be cast to hell! You will get rid of this demon!” Sheila screamed, while pulling Breonna’s hair. 
 
      
 
    “BITCH!” Breonna yelled as she backhanded Sheila. 
 
      
 
    Sheila fell against the wall, holding her face in shock. Stefanie was on the phone calling the police. I hated five-0, but I was sure as hell glad they were coming. Sheila was the type of woman that would not leave on her own. She had to be escorted out. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you ever talk about my child like that! You have taken it too damn far!” Breonna screamed. 
 
      
 
    “You are only nineteen!” Sheila cried. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care about a fucking age! I’m still going to school, and I have a great man that supports me. I’m happy with him, so get over it!” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “The police are on their way to escort you out of here. You are no longer welcom on these premises and I’ll also be pressing charges for throwing hot coffee on me,” Stefanie said to Sheila. 
 
      
 
    “You wouldn’t dare do that to a Christian woman!” Sheila replied. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, I will. I’m suing the hair off of your scalp! And what kind of mother are you? How can you be a religious woman and act like this? You should be ashamed of yourself,” Stefanie said. 
 
      
 
    “You ghetto bitches don’t know shit!” Sheila shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I know you tried to kill your unborn grandchild. I will be telling the police that too. You are going downnnnn!” Stefanie told her. 
 
      
 
    “I want nothing to do with that grandbaby; and I wish it nothing but a lifetime of pain and suffering. That child is the seed of Satan, Breonna. You are making a mistake,” Shelia cried. 
 
      
 
    “You will regret saying that to me. I promise you will!” Breonna sneered. 
 
      
 
    “Your father would have put you out of your misery for shaming this family!” Sheila argued. 
 
      
 
    I have never seen a parent speak to their child that way before. Sheila would have been dead if we weren’t inside the rental office. I would have taken pride in killing the bitch myself. We had to protect Breonna at all costs for the sake of her unborn child. I went into my purse in search of my can of pepper spray. Breonna was ready to leave to escape her mother’s sadistic rants, but Sheila grabbed the hood of Breonna’s coat. I could tell Breonna was holding back from beating her mother’s ass. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you walk away from me!” Sheila demanded. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll shoot you if you touch me again!” Breonna shouted. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, so you are a thug now like your boyfriend?” Sheila asked. 
 
      
 
    “He’s my husband bitch now get the fuck off of me!” Breonna replied, as she pushed Sheila. 
 
      
 
    I told Breonna and Stefanie to step away after I found my pepper spray. “You wouldn’t dare do that to me!” Sheila challenged. 
 
      
 
    I sprayed that bitch like I had a can of Raid, and she was a pregnant cockroach. Sheila slid down the wall, screaming that I was killing her. “STOPPPPPPPP!” she cried. 
 
      
 
    “Finally, the witch is melting,” Stefanie laughed. 
 
      
 
    There was a loud knock on the door before the door opened, “police!” they announced themselves. It was two officers, one older white cop and a black cop who looked to be in his thirties. I have never been so happy to see five-0. The white cop took his shades off to get a good look at Sheila; she was sprawled out on the floor. 
 
      
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know this woman?” Stefanie asked him. 
 
      
 
    “We had an issue with her and her husband a while ago. This woman has tried to get us fired,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Can you please lock her up? She hit me with a belt and then attacked me after I told her I’m with child. She’s a threat to me and my baby,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno came into the office with Redz. “What the hell is going on? We heard yelling and screaming coming from here while we were outside,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “My mother attacked me,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, she did?” Skeeno asked. 
 
      
 
    “I want to press charges on the skinny light-skinned whore who pepper sprayed me!” Sheila cried, while rubbing her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, ma’am. You are coming with us,” the black cop said. 
 
      
 
    He roughly snatched Sheila off the floor by her arm. “Get your hands off of me!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    He threw her against the wall and handcuffed her. “You should have stayed in Arizona. You have been a pain in my ass since you got here,” the white officer gritted. 
 
      
 
    “You are going down, Myers, and so is your black porch monkey!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Get her ass out of here!” the black cop told his partner. 
 
      
 
    “Help me, Breonna! Tell them you lied on me about threatening you! I didn’t lay a finger on you! That thug turned you against me. He pistol whipped my husband, and now he’s stuck in a hospital bed! I only came here to talk to her about her father!” Sheila screamed. 
 
      
 
    The black cop opened the door for his partner so he could escort Sheila out of the office. She was kicking and screaming for help as spit flew from her mouth. The bitch was a loose cannon! 
 
      
 
    “A night in a psych ward is what you need!” Myers gritted, as he tussled with her. 
 
      
 
    Stefanie clapped her hands when Myers finally pushed Sheila out of the door. Skeeno said something to the black cop, but I couldn’t hear what they were discussing. The black cop was nodding his head in agreement. 
 
      
 
    “Will do,” the cop told him. 
 
      
 
    “I cannot believe what I just walked into. Are you okay, Bre?” Redz asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m fine,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, the show is over. Come on, Kat, let’s get back to work,” Stefanie said. 
 
      
 
    “You ladies have a nice afternoon,” the black cop said before he left. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I should’ve gotten his number. That man was cute,” Stefanie said. 
 
      
 
    “She won’t fuck wit’ you anymore shorty, so you ain’t gotta worry about that again,” Skeeno told Breonna. 
 
      
 
    “Is that her husband? Does he have a brother that looks like him? I love a chocolate man with pretty teeth,” Stefanie whispered, while fanning herself. 
 
      
 
    “Girl, if you don’t get back to work,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll see you when you get off, Kat,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I’ll see y’all soon. Keep your head up, Breonna. It only gets better from here!” I called out to her. 
 
      
 
    “Trust me, I know,” she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Do y’all need help cleanin’ this up?” Skeeno asked, while looking around. 
 
      
 
    “No, the maintenance man will get it. But thank you,” Stefanie replied. 
 
      
 
    Skeeno, Redz, and Breonna left the rental office. I went back to my desk and plopped down in the chair. Stefanie sat on my desk and crossed her arms. I rolled my eyes at her because I knew she wanted to gossip. We talked about the other people in the neighborhood, but my friends were off limits. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
      
 
    “So, is your friend really married to that fine brother that just left here?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Did you not see that ring on her finger?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged, “I know plenty of unmarried women with rings,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, they are married.” 
 
      
 
    “Did he marry her because she’s pregnant?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Bitch, if you don’t leave me the fuck alone. Did your husband marry you because you were pregnant?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, he did. We hate each other, but we come from strict families, so we had to get married,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I understand why you are so miserable. But unfortunately, that’s not the case for my friends. They love each other, and they were in love when she got pregnant. Now, if you don’t get your stale ass off my desk, shat.” 
 
      
 
    Stefanie was pouting as she slid off my desk. “Can you hook me up with one of your male friends?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “They are taken. Every single last one of them, but you can have my ex-boyfriend. He loves spending money on women, and his dick is a decent size. His head game isn’t too bad if you like a man who uses a lot of spit.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not that desperate,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Stefanie picked a few things off the floor before she sat at her desk. Meanwhile, I was too tired to lift a finger. Between Reeko and Sheila’s shenanigans, I was extremely burnt out. I couldn’t wait to cuddle with my man so she could spoil me. 
 
      
 
    Fuck this, I’m getting off very soon! 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I unlocked the door to my mother’s house before I walked in. My stomach growled when I caught a whiff of the aroma coming from the kitchen. I walked into the kitchen, and she was standing at the stove frying potatoes while holding a glass of wine. 
 
      
 
    “You got off work early?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I wanted to take a nap before I drove to Peeboy’s house.” 
 
      
 
    She took a sip out of the wine glass before she continued frying her potatoes. My mother hated whenever I brought up Peeboy. She swore up and down he was responsible for robbing the house. 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s time you sit down and have a talk with him, Ma. He asked me to move in with him last night. I have been considerin’ it.” 
 
      
 
    “Katherine, sweetheart, I have nothing to say to that man. I support whatever makes you happy, but I don’t have to like him. But are you sure you want to do that? You have your whole life ahead of you and you want to settle down with him? He has a child that you’ll have to eventually play mother to. That same child he created while he was with you. Do you really think he changed? And let’s not forget about our things being stolen because of him,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I do. I love him, Ma. The both of us have matured this time around. I know what he wants, and he knows what I want. But I keep tellin’ you, I think Reeko was responsible for stealin’ from us. He has been showin’ his ass since I got back wit’ Peeboy. He’ll do anything to make him look bad.” 
 
      
 
    “I know Reeko is a little touched, but I don’t believe he would do that. That boy has always respected me. I hope you aren’t covering for Peeboy so he could get on my good side because it’s not going to work,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, he didn’t have anything to do wit’ that. I know this from the bottom of my heart. Reeko is a manipulator, and he’s not as innocent as people think. He’s crazy.” 
 
      
 
    I went into the fridge to get a wine cooler. My mother looked so disappointed in me. I understood where she was coming from, but I knew for a fact he wasn’t the person she thought he was. Yes, he cheated when we were teenagers, but we are adults now. Peeboy has shown me I could trust him again, therefore I stopped listening to others’ opinions about him. 
 
      
 
    “Be honest with me, Kat. Are you settling because your friends are in a relationship?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I hate to admit this, but that was why I was with Reeko. I felt so left out with my friends being in a relationship, so I hooked up with him. But what I have with Peeboy is real.” 
 
      
 
    “What about Peeboy’s son’s mother? I thought she was a problem,” she responded. 
 
      
 
    “She hasn’t been harassin’ us lately. Well, we had gotten into a few arguments, but it’s not as bad as it used to be. Maybe Reeko is keepin’ her satisfied.” 
 
      
 
    “You are saying it as if it’s supposed to be like that. That whole situation is beneath you.” 
 
      
 
    I kissed her cheek and wrapped my arms around her. “I promise I’ll be okay, but it’ll mean alot to me if you support our relationship. That’s all I ask of you.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, but it won’t be anytime soon. I’ll have a sit down with him once I see how serious the relationship is because right now, it seems like y’all are just fucking and shopping,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Really, Ma?” 
 
      
 
    “I saw those hickeys on your neck last week,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Your nosey behind,” I joked. 
 
      
 
    She playfully swatted a spatula at me. “I’ll beat your ass,” she chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “When will the food be ready?” 
 
      
 
    “Go and have a seat at the table. It’ll be ready soon,” she said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I ate lunch with my mother and caught up on the gossip she heard at work. One thing about my mama, Lynn, is she could talk for hours about her job. She called it her second home because she spent more hours there than she did at her own house. I used to think she'd get lonely with me gone all the time, but she was living her own life. I guess that’s one of the cons about growing up. The people you see every day will eventually become the people you see a few times a week—it was a part of life. 
 
      
 
    Six hours later… 
 
      
 
    I was laying on the living room floor next to Peeboy’s son, Giang, while coloring with him in a Power Ranger’s coloring book. He was such a good kid.  I couldn’t tell if he liked me or not because he didn’t talk much. I did things with him anyway so he could loosen up around me. But I was beginning to think that was just his personality. Peeboy came out of the kitchen eating a bag of chips. He stood over us, inspecting our pictures. I was never artistic and couldn’t color inside a line to save my life. A four-year-old could color better than me. 
 
      
 
    “Shorty, don’t tell me you don’t know how to color. You are too old for that, baby,” Peeboy teased. 
 
      
 
    “Good job, Kat,” Giang said. 
 
      
 
    “Aww, thank you, Giang. You are such an inspiration,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I raised my son to be polite, that’s all,” Peeboy chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Daddy, can I have a snack?” Giang asked. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want apple slices? Or carrots and ranch dressing?” Peeboy replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ummmm…carrots and dressing,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go get it,” I told him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I got up from the floor and went into the kitchen. Peeboy had dinner in the oven and vegetables on the stove. He was a family man, and I loved that about him. He was pretty much a single father because Fredrika roamed the streets more than he did. I blushed while thinking about having plenty of children with him in the future. His cell phone on the counter rang while I was rinsing off Giang’s carrots. 
 
      
 
    “Your phone is ringin’!” I called out to him. 
 
      
 
    “You can answer it!” he shouted. 
 
      
 
    I answered the phone and heard LL Cool J in the background. I knew who it was without even asking. 
 
      
 
    “Girl, what do you want?” 
 
      
 
    “Put my baby daddy on the phone! And why are you answerin’ his fuckin’ phone anyway?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I left the kitchen to give the phone to Peeboy. He was sitting on the couch watching TV. 
 
      
 
    When I handed Peeboy the phone, he pushed it away. “Nah, I’m good. Hang up on her,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Tell him to get on the phone! He cannot keep me away from my son!” I heard Fredrika scream. 
 
      
 
    I hung up the phone; I wasn’t in the mood to argue with the hoe, especially not in front of her son. 
 
      
 
    “What happened?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “I found out earlier she had my son hidin’ in the closet at a hotel. Bro, I’m so mad about that shit. I gave her too many chances to be a better mother, but she failed. My son pissed and shitted on himself for bein’ in the closet for I don’t know how long. I asked him why he didn’t use the bathroom. He said his mother was on the bed with a man wit’ one arm. So, obviously, he saw her havin’ sex. He also told me he would be punished if he came out of the closet. Yo, Kat, I was mad as fuck earlier. I was ready to have that yellow tape in front of her house if you know what I mean,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You should’ve called me. I would’ve worn her ass out again. Damn, now I’m mad. She’s always callin’ and cussin’ you out because Giang be around me, but she has him hidin’ in closets.” 
 
      
 
    “Then he’s scared of the dark. My son was cryin’ for three hours earlier,” his voice trembled. 
 
      
 
    I heard the pain in his voice, and his eyes were getting watery. I wasn’t a parent, but I could only imagine how angry I would be if my child had to go through that. Shit, I probably would have been sitting in jail. I hugged Peeboy because I knew he was breaking down on the inside. Giang noticed his father was feeling down, so he climbed on the couch and hugged his father too. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t cry, Daddy,” he said. 
 
      
 
    His small hand patted his father’s back. It was the cutest thing I’d ever seen. I wanted to protect them from the world. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Reeko 
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    Six Weeks Later… 
 
      
 
   I  left the doctor’s office feeling like a brand-new man. My casts were off, and I no longer needed crutches even though I still walked with a limp. Nick was waiting for me in front of the building. I opened the passenger’s door of his truck, letting out a cloud of smoke.  
 
      
 
    “About damn time you got those casts off you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Good lookin’ out, fam. I appreciate you for pickin’ me up. The cabs out here take too long.” 
 
      
 
    “Anytime bro,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Nick pulled off after I got situated in the seat. He was the only homeboy I was rocking with at the moment because everyone else were straight-up busters. The last time I saw them was on Thanksgiving. I was having nightmares of Kat giving that pussy ass nigga, Peeboy, what belonged to me. My homies since elementary have betrayed me for an outsider. They let Peeboy put his hands on me, and that nigga was able to walk out the crib afterwards. I would have laid anybody down for disrespecting my homeboys like that. See, I was cut from a different cloth than those clowns. I lived by loyalty, but those fools dishonored the true meaning of brotherhood. Nick passed me his blunt. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, what are you gonna do about the rest of the crew?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m out of the crew, fam. I can’t be where I’m not appreciated,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    He turned the radio down, “are you serious?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Am I serious? Hell yeah, I’m serious. That nigga, Peeboy, swung on me, and nobody did shit! I caught Skeeno’s bitch-ass smirkin’ too. Monty fucked Fredrika and didn’t tell me. There’s a possibility he’s still smashin’ her. And Trigg handed Kash my position, and now his lil’ ass is drivin’ around in a Benz. They counted me out, Nick. How am I supposed to feel?” I vented. 
 
      
 
    I got teary-eyed every time I thought about how my homies crossed me. Nobody but Nick reached out to me after that night. Monty was supposed to be my right-hand man, but the clown couldn’t reach out to me and apologize for backstabbing me. 
 
      
 
    “I gotta keep it funky, Reek. You have been startin’ shit wit’ Peeboy for a minute and for no reason. Bro, you be on some bully shit, and niggas are tired of givin’ you a pass. What even possessed you to follow him and Kat upstairs? I ain’t gonna lie, a muthafucka would be dead if he was spyin’ on me and my shorty. That shit is weird, fam,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t like that. I thought Kat was upstairs by herself. But don’t tell me you are takin’ their side.” 
 
      
 
    “Bro, it’s 1996 now, you feel me? We’re gettin’ older, and I think this beefin’ over a woman bullshit is played out. As a matter of fact, it was never played in. I know we’re boys, but that doesn’t mean I gotta pretend you don’t be doin’ wild shit. Fredrika ain’t your girl, and neither is Kat. Imagine how weak you look cryin’ over broads that ain’t yours?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you are trippin’. Kat knows she still loves me.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, you are trippin’ if you think she does,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    Nick didn’t know what he was talking about. Kat was mine, and I made that clear a long time ago. I spent money on her and fucked her. Fredrika was the least of my worries, since shorty was too much of a hoe to be saved. But Kat wasn’t like that. She was decent and had a good reputation. I was confident with her knowing not too many men smashed. My love for Kat was getting deeper every day. She rejected me, but not because she didn’t love me. I knew what she was doing; she was using Peeboy to make me jealous. Kat thought I was still in love with Fredrika so I had to prove to her I wasn’t anymore—I had it all figured out. 
 
      
 
    “Are you slidin’ to Newtowne wit’ me, or do you want to go home?” Nick asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll slide through wit’ you.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t go to Kat’s mother’s house either, bro,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, chilllll. I’m not goin’ anywhere near that house. I’m just glad to be walkin’ better, you feel me?” 
 
      
 
    “No doubt,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I hit the blunt a few times and passed it back to Nick. The weed had a sweet aftertaste to it. I was already feeling the after effects of the joint. 
 
      
 
    “Where did you get that weed from?” 
 
      
 
    “This is Breonna’s weed, Nubian Honey. I love this shit, bruh,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I still can’t believe Skeeno married her, bro. She’s not even attractive. Shorty has too much weight on her, and she’s a lil’ dark. I’on know, fam; I always thought Skeeno would have a model type broad. You know the tall, slender, and light-skinned type of woman.” 
 
      
 
    “Yo, don’t talk about that girl like that. She ain’t do shit to you. Goddamn, you be trippin’, fam,” Nick replied. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever, bro.” 
 
      
 
    Big snow flurries started falling from the sky. I reminisced about the old days when we used to stand on the corner to serve the fiends in snow blizzards. We used to be bundled up too. Sometimes we wore three pairs of pants and four pairs of socks. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, I love when it snows. It reminds me of the good ole days when Grizzy used to drag us outside to help him serve the fiends. I miss that nigga,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “We ain’t have shit but each other back then.” 
 
      
 
    Nick turned the radio up, blasting Lost Boyz’s song, Renee. 
 
      
 
    Fuck Lost Boyz for making a song about a dead bitch that I killed. 
 
      
 
    “A ghetto love is the law that we live by,” Nick rapped. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, turn that shit down!” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I fucks wit’ this song. Here, smoke this so your whiny ass can take a nap,” he replied.
  
 
    He passed me the blunt; I smoked the rest of it until I dozed off. 
 
      
 
    *********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stood against the wall inside an abandoned apartment watching a dice game. Every winter, we used whatever apartment we could find to shoot craps. I was penny pinching with my money, so I couldn’t play. Fredrika drained my stash. Shorty was threatening me with the evidence she found in my safe, but that was coming to an end. Nick was talking hella shit to Stacks as he rolled the dice. 
 
      
 
    “Give me mine bitch-ass nigga!” Nick said, as he scooped up the money. 
 
      
 
    Kash and Trigg came into the apartment. Trigg had his puppies with him; the dogs had diamond collars around their necks. They were small the last time I saw them, but now they had to weigh at least forty pounds. Kash was looking like big money instead of the average dopeboy. He had on a Rolex, two thick diamond chain necklaces, and a fur coat. I wanted to dead him and Trigg for replacing me at the round table. Trigg claimed it was because I was on bed rest, but I doubt it. Him and Skeeno treated Kash like he was their little brother; I was sick of all these muthafcukas. Trigg saw me and gave me a head nod. I waved him off because I wasn’t with that fake shit. Kash came over to me and gave me a dap hug. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, I haven’t seen you in a minute,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I have been chillin’. I see you turned your flyboy on. Check you out.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m tryin’ to be like y’all niggas,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Come over here, Kash, so I can get your money too!” Nick called out. 
 
      
 
    Kash walked over to Nick like a groupie ass nigga. I left the apartment because I felt broke watching them gamble with thousands. The snow was coming down harder, covering the ground and the apartment buildings. My cell phone rang while I was leaving the building. Trigg’s new black Bentley Continental was parked on the strip. I knew it was his because Nick had told me back in December that Redz copped it for his twenty third birthday. That joint was slick; I almost cracked a smile for him because not too many shorties were dropping bags on their niggas. My heart was beating faster when I saw Kat walking down the sidewalk with Redz and Peanut. I watched her from across the street, waiting for the perfect opportunity to talk to her. I wanted to apologize to her for harassing her, hoping she would take me back. Her nigga was soft, and she needed a real man. My cell phone rang inside my coat pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko! Get your ass over here and pick up this baby! I got shit to do!” my mother yelled into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Fredrika ain’t got her, yet?” 
 
      
 
    “No, the bitch ain’t come to get her. I don’t know what made you lay down with that trifling ass wench. She's a horrible mother, and you don’t make it any better. How about you spend time with your daughter! You didn’t mind seeing her when you were still fucking on her mother!” she snapped. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, I’ll be there shortly,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    “Ummm hmmm. What did the doctor say?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “She said everything was good, and the limp will go away over time, but I’m not on any restrictions.” 
 
      
 
    “Umph, be here in ten minutes or else I’ll come through Newtowne and embarrass you in front of your nappy headed friends,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not in Newtowne.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a goddamn lie! Betty is looking at you out of her window. She called me as soon as she saw you getting out of Nick’s truck. I know y’all are in that building gambling; she said that building has a lot of traffic coming in and out. And I thought I told you not to hang around those boys anymore! Keep on, you’ll be laying on another hospital bed. Your bitch-ass never learns!” she yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, I can’t hear you! The wind is blowin’ too hard!” I lied. 
 
      
 
    “REEKO!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t hear you!” I replied before I hung up. 
 
      
 
    I powered my phone off so she wouldn’t bug me. Fredrika dropped our daughter off at my mother’s crib because she was going out of town. She said that she’d be back in three days—that was nine days ago. I was relieved shorty was gone because she wasn’t in my pockets. Redz and Peanut walked Kat to the rental office building. I waited until Peanut and Redz disappeared down the sidewalk before I walked across the street. Going to Kat’s job was the only choice I had to talk to her alone. As I turned the rental office’s doorknob, I was somewhat nervous hoping she wouldn’t reject me. Kat was putting her coat on the coat rack when I walked in. The scent of her perfume filled my nostrils. She was wearing thick leggings, snow boots, and a loose turtleneck sweater. Even dressed down, shorty was still a bombshell. Her hair was styled in jumbo braids, which looked freshly done. Her back was facing the door, so she didn’t know it was me. 
 
      
 
    “How may I help you?” she asked in a professional tone. 
 
      
 
    Kat dropped her purse on the floor after she turned around. Her beautiful face was free of make-up minus the deep red lipstick. She hurriedly picked up her purse, pulling out a glock. I put my hands up when she pointed the gun at my head. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko, I’m not playin’ any games wit’ you. You need to leave,” she said. 
 
    “Can we just talk?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    I sat at the desk that had her name on it. “I’m not gonna touch you,” I promised. 
 
      
 
    Kat sat behind her desk, with her gun still pointed at me. I knew she wouldn’t shoot to kill me, but I played it safe anyway. She had so much hatred for me in her eyes, but I convinced myself it would go away once I explained myself. I caught a glimpse of the picture she had on her desk. It hurt my stomach seeing her sitting next to a Christmas tree with Peeboy’s son in her lap. They had on matching plaid pajamas, and Kat’s smile shattered my heart into pieces. She looked so happy with that nigga’s bastard. 
 
      
 
    “You accepted his child but couldn’t accept mine?” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, I didn’t know you had a fuckin’ child! You said the baby was your cousin, so let's start there! Plus, I love him, Reek. And you can’t love a man and not accept his child, so I love his son too. You need to let the hurt go,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t stop thinkin’ about you. I’m healed now, so we can go on dates like we used to. How about I take you out tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “How about you walk off a bridge and take Fredrika wit’ you. Maybe y’all can finally be together in hell,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Do I have to kill this bitch too? Nah, I’m gonna give her more time. She’s just upset because I cheated on her. 
 
      
 
    “I deserve your hate right now, but you’ll forgive me once I prove how much I love you.” 
 
      
 
    She burst out laughing. I wanted to reach across the desk to snap her neck in half, but I had to talk myself out of it. If only shorty knew I didn’t like bitches making a joke out of me. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you’d get the picture after you watched us makin’ love to each other. I let that man nut in me and down my throat. You can’t possibly think you want me. I’m not playin’ these games wit’ you anymore bitch. You robbed my mother’s house and wrote that shit on my bedroom wall,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I would never do that!” 
 
      
 
    “I have a feelin’ you did. It’s obvious you are crazy!” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Kat, I’m tellin’ you how much I love you, and you shoot me down like this? I thought about everything since that night I watched you wit’ Peeboy, and I realized you were drunk. Shorty, you ain’t know what was happenin’, so I forgive you. We can move forward wit’ this,” I pleaded. 
 
      
 
    “Tareeco Dennis Jones, I don’t want you. I don’t love you, and there’s nothin’ you can do to make me be wit’ you. You will have to kill me to stop me from bein’ wit’ Peeboy. Get it through your fuckin’ head now leave before I blow your fuckin’ brains out. You are stalkin’ the wrong bitch,” she sternly said. 
 
      
 
    The door to the office opened. Trigg walked into the rental office with his dogs, and one of them growled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Chill out, Cocaine!” Trigg barked. 
 
      
 
    I stood from the chair to leave because I knew his bitch-ass was going to speak up for Kat. Kat still had the gun pointed at me, waiting for me to leave. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doin’ up here, Reek? I thought we made it clear that you stayed away from her. Nigga, are you hard of hearin’?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “You ain’t the boss of me muthafucka!” 
 
      
 
    “Bro, leave before I have you dragged out. I’m not playin’ any games wit’ you,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “What happened, fam? We used to be boyz, and you switched up on me.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, you switched up back at Nick’s crib when you started sayin’ a bunch of fly shit. But this ain’t about that. I’m just here to make sure you don’t do anything crazy to Kat since you don’t understand what ‘no’ means,” he responded. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, you just care about her because she’s part of Redz’s operation, which you make a profit from. This is about the bread as always because you don’t care about anything else, not even friendship.” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, we just don’t want shorty to come up missin’,” he insulted. 
 
      
 
    “I see what this is.” 
 
      
 
    Trigg grabbed my shoulder, “I’m glad you do,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I left the rental office, letting the door slam. I heard a picture fall on the floor and shatter. If only Kat knew that I wasn’t backing down and nobody could keep us apart. A cab was leaving the parking lot when I left the building. I ran in front of the cab, almost slipping on the sleek snow. The driver slammed on the brakes as he blew his horn. 
 
      
 
    “WAIT!” I told him. 
 
      
 
    He put the driver’s window down. “Get out of the street!” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I need a ride.” 
 
      
 
    “Get in!” he angrily spat. 
 
      
 
    I got in the backseat of the cab while stepping over the trash. 
 
      
 
    “Where to,” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Picodillas.” 
 
      
 
    My plan was to convince Diablo to sell a few bricks to me, so I could set up shop in a different state. Since I didn’t have a team behind me anymore, I had to play it safe and not do anything stupid. I rather make money with him instead; I just hope my sentiments were true and that he was Trigg’s connect. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked into the restaurant, and Spanish music was playing loudly out of the speakers. It was an upscale restaurant, and the waitresses were gorgeous. They wore black dresses with heels, and their make-up was done to perfection. For a minute, I thought I was on an island. A hostess stopped me at the rope. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sitting at the bar, or will you be dining in?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I got straight to the chase, “I need to speak with Diablo.” 
 
      
 
    Her smile turned into a frown. “Excuse me?” she asked. 
 
    “Diablo, the owner of the restaurant. Don’t you know who you work for?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, but no Diablo owns this place. Perhaps you have the wrong restaurant,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg sent me here. I have an important message to relay to Diablo.” 
 
      
 
    “And what is your name, again?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Reeko.” 
 
      
 
    I was testing the waters to see how far Trigg’s name would get me. If Diablo didn’t know, Trigg, I was willing to turn around. But hopefully, I was right about their connection. The waitress pulled a walkie-talkie out of her apron. She held down a side button and spoke Spanish into the walkie-talkie. I could only make out the words “yes” and “no”. 
 
      
 
    “Follow me,” she said, as she lifted the rope. 
 
      
 
    So, Trigg really does know this nigga. Whew! I’m a smart muthafucka! 
 
      
 
    My eyes were glued to the hostess’s nice round ass as I followed her. We walked through the restaurant and then cut through a set of double doors which led us down a hallway. A second later, the hostess stood next to what looked like a private dining room. She patted me down for any weapons, thankfully I left my gun outside underneath a bush. 
 
      
 
    “You can go in,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Diablo was sitting at the table, reading a newspaper and smoking a cigar. He didn’t look menacing like how Uncle Roscoe described him. 
 
      
 
    “Have a seat,” he gestured. 
 
      
 
    My eyes scanned the room, thinking someone was going to be standing in the corner with a rifle. To my surprise, we were alone. The hostess rolled her eyes at me before she strutted away. Shorty didn’t even offer me anything to drink or eat. Diablo set the newspaper on the table and then took off his reading glasses. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you have something to tell me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t get my words out because I was a little nervous. The wrong word could possibly get me killed. Diego unbuttoned his suit jacket before he pulled out a giant ass machete from underneath the table. He got up and closed the door. 
 
      
 
    “I was told you had a message to relay. You can speak now,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I was sweating like I was running a ten-mile race in July. The machete had razor-sharp ridges like shark teeth. I ain’t never seen anything like it before, but I knew it could do a lot of damage. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have a message. I just wanted to privately speak to you. I ummm…I  need product.” 
 
      
 
    “Product?” he confusingly asked. 
 
      
 
    “Snow White.” 
 
      
 
    He got on his walkie-talkie, “hey, Amigo, I have a friend here who wants Snow White. I think it’s Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs to be exact…let me ask,” Diablo said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want the book or the movie?” he asked, with a straight face. 
 
      
 
    He was making a fool out of me, so I stood to leave. Diablo pointed his machete at me. “Have a seat.” 
 
      
 
    “I got somethin’ to take care of,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    “And so do I; have a seat until I let you go. You came and wasted my time, so your time isn’t valuable to me,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I sat back down, “I would assume you were wearing a wire, but luckily I’m a legit businessman,” he said. 
 
      
 
    There was a knock on the door; I was ready to shit a brick. I had a gut feeling I wasn’t going to make it out alive. 
 
      
 
    “My guest is right on time,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He opened the door, and Trigg walked in. His smile faded when he saw me sitting at the table. I was actually excited to him because Diablo would have chopped me up.  
 
      
 
    “Bro, what type of shit are you on?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    Diablo closed the door. “Your Amigo here said he had an important message to relay from you. He came here and asked me about Snow White,” Diablo said. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, Reek, I knew you were slow, but I didn’t think you were this slow. You really tried to use my name wit’ this fuck ass shit you got goin’ on?” Trigg asked. 
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to do business on my own. I assumed this was your connect. Uncle Roscoe said he saw y’all together, so I figured this was him,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Trigg chuckled while shaking his head, “my connect?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, my Uncle Roscoe said he was the distributor of Snow White,” I lied. 
 
      
 
    I hated to put dirt on my Uncle Roscoe’s name, but I couldn’t look stupid in front of them.  
 
      
 
    “I might as well be honest, D, since I have been keepin’ this secret for too long,” Trigg said to Diablo. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead,” Diablo replied. 
 
      
 
    “This is my Pops, Reek. I found out about five months ago. Now, you see why I ain’t wanna rock wit’ you on that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Trigg spared my life by not telling his pops I plotted to have him robbed. But he still didn’t get any brownie points for that sucka ass shit he was doing with Peeboy. That nigga was still a snake! 
 
      
 
    “You don’t wanna rock wit’ me on anything! You are just out for yourself, Trigg. How come we ain’t know you had a father if we’re supposed to be homies? You are one secretive muthafucka so you can’t be mad when your secrets are exposed,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, just leave. We can discuss this later,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t have to tell me twice. It was an awkward situation that I no longer wanted part of. Diablo was mean mugging the hell out of me as if he was contemplating chopping me up. I saw that menacing glare in his eyes as he stared at me. 
 
      
 
    “Be careful with your accusations, Reeko. You might not ever wake up again,” he threatened. 
 
      
 
    I rushed out of the dining room, almost tripping over my shoelaces. Diablo was possibly going to send his goons after me. I bumped into a waitress while heading towards the door. The tray of drinks she was carrying crashed onto the floor. The cab driver was still waiting for me outside; I grabbed my gun from underneath the bush before I got into the cab. 
 
      
 
    “Hurry up and pull off!” 
 
      
 
    “Aye, man! Did you just rob that place?” he asked, while looking over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    I realized I still had my gun in my hand. “Hell no, I didn’t. They pat you down when you go into the restaurant, so I hid my piece underneath the bush.” 
 
      
 
    “I come here a lot, and I never get patted down. Bro, you are gonna have to get the fuck out of my cab! I’m already on probation and don’t need this heat on me,” he complained. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, drive this fuckin’ cab before I put a bullet in the back of your head!” 
 
      
 
    “Aight, man, just put the piece up,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I tucked my gun in my jeans and then wiped the sweat off my forehead. My cell phone rang. “WHAT” I barked into the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Tell your big back ashy ass feet mother to stop callin’ my goddamn phone! That bitch calls more than you do!” Fredrika screamed. 
 
      
 
    “At least she ain’t on crack though.” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, shut up! Now what time can I pick up the money,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you have enough money now? And you still be strippin,’ so what else more do you need?” 
 
      
 
    “I strip, so I can meet niggas to fuck,” she spat. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, where do you want to meet?” 
 
      
 
    “At your mother’s house because we do need to talk,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Aight, bruh, what about our daughter? My mother can’t watch her anymore, so you are gonna have to take her wit’ you.”  
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you her father? You need to be spendin’ time wit’ her!” she shouted. 
 
      
 
    “I’m takin’ Kat somewhere tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “HA! That bitch doesn't want you either. She’s at my baby daddy’s crib helpin’ him take care of our son. That hoe ain’t got time for your weak dick ass,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Be at my mother’s crib in an hour,” I said, and then hung up. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you goin’?” the cab driver asked. 
 
      
 
    “Take me to the Shoppers grocery store.” 
 
      
 
    “This nigga is gonna rob another place. I’ll be goddamn,” he mumbled. 
 
      
 
    I need to get the hell out of this cab for I kill this nigga! 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked into my mother’s crib and the aroma coming from the chili she was making caused my stomach to growl. I was beat from the long walk with a bad leg. My mother was at the stove stirring the chili when I walked into the kitchen. My daughter was sitting in a highchair nibbling on peas. I tried to pick her up, but she cried. 
 
      
 
    “That’s ‘cause she knows you don’t like her,” my mother said. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t dislike her; I just don’t have an attachment to her after knowin’ what type of woman her mother is.” 
 
      
 
    “Whose fault is that? Your simple ass laid down with her because of her hair and light skin. I keep tellin’ you to stop chasin’ looks. You need to chase their hearts instead. You are pathetic,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “When will the chili be finished? I need to eat before I pass out.” 
 
      
 
    “And when are you going back to your house? I’m tired of having a grown ass man under my roof. Your room is a mess and you don’t clean up after yourself. You need to dig yourself out of that depression,” she fussed. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t, Ma. I miss Kat. I hate how she did me. That bitch is treatin’ Peeboy’s son like her own but didn’t get the chance to meet Tyreeka.” 
 
      
 
    “Reeko, Son, I love you; but I’m really tired of you messing with these lil’ bitches that don’t want you. You have been like this since middle school. You used to come home crying when a little girl ain’t like you back. I’m to blame too; I should have corrected it. Now you feel like every woman needs to love you because you love them. Maybe you should see a therapist,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I just love hard.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t like Kat anyway. The bitch couldn’t even come to see you while you were in the hospital. And when is she getting her clothes and shoes out of my basement? It’s blocking the washing machine,” she vented. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll get it soon.” 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang, followed by a knock. “Bring me my money!” Fredrika screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Why does she come and get money from you so much? She rarely has her damn daughter!” my mother fussed. 
 
      
 
    That hoe is blackmailing me! 
 
      
 
    “It’s a long story, Ma.” 
 
      
 
    I left the kitchen to answer the door. My mother yelled from the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Tell her I can’t babysit! I have a date tonight!” my mother shouted from the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    I opened the door, and Fredrika was standing on the porch dressed to kill. The broad was wearing a black fur coat with the matching hat. She was carrying a Chanel bag and was also wearing Chanel jewelry. I was giving that bitch between fifty to eighty g’s every couple of weeks it seemed. 
 
      
 
    “Well, can I come in?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I stepped to the side to let her in, “smells good in here,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She took off her fur coat and handed it to me like I was a servant. 
 
      
 
    “Lay that on the couch. Make sure it doesn’t touch the floor,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    I laid her coat on the couch. My mother being home was messing up everything. I had to end Fredrika before she ended my money. I had to figure out a way to get my mother out of the house. 
 
      
 
    “You need to take your daughter with you. I have a date tonight. Bring her back in a few days if you have to, but I need a break,” my mother said to Fredrika. 
 
      
 
    I went into the kitchen, and Fredrika was in my mother’s chili pot. My mother pushed her into the fridge. 
 
      
 
    “If you don’t get those fishy ass fingers out of my goddamn chili!” she yelled at her. 
 
      
 
    “I’m hungry. Can I  get a little bit,” Fredrika pleaded. 
 
      
 
    She talked mad shit about my mother, but she wouldn’t dare say it to her face. Shorty almost seemed like a normal woman standing in my mother’s kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Have a seat at the table,” my mother replied. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Ms. Ernestine.” 
 
      
 
    “Ummm hummm,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I sat at the table as well, angry that I still had some type of feelings for Fredrika. Shorty was so pretty, and at times, it was hard to be mad at her. She picked up our daughter and sat her on her lap. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, fat girl. You sum chunky,” Fredrika cooed. 
 
      
 
    Tyreeka smiled, showing her four teeth. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take her home wit’ me, Ms. Ernestine. I have been busy makin’ money so I can buy new furniture for my five-bedroom house,” Fredrika gloated. 
 
      
 
    “The house wit’ my money.” 
 
      
 
    “All you had to do was give me the address and keys to the house you claimed you bought me, and it wouldn’t have gotten this far,” she claimed. 
 
      
 
    My mother served us a bowl of chili. “I’m going upstairs, Reeko. Wash your dishes when you’re finished. And leave some chili for your uncle, he’ll be over here soon. I’ll be upstairs relaxing in the tub,” she said, before she left the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Fredrika blew on the chili before she gave some to Tyreeka. “I always wanted a family,” she blurted. 
 
      
 
    “Sure you did.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m bein’ honest. My mother bein’ a junky destroyed my youth. I was gettin’ raped by her boyfriend and then I moved with my grandmother. My uncle started raping me too. I had my first child at thirteen in a bathtub. I drowned the baby, so the family wouldn’t know I was getting raped. My grandmother showed my uncle favoritism amongst her other children. I knew she would have put me out if I told her what her son was doin’ to me. I got pregnant again at fifteen and had to do the same thing. By the time I was sixteen, I was prostituting, so I could move out of my grandmother’s house. By then, I became coldhearted and only money and sex showered me wit’ the love I needed,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Why are you tellin’ me this shit now?” 
 
      
 
    “Because my son hates me. I did somethin’ so bad and foul. I was only thinkin’ about my needs, and I ended up neglectin’ his. Peeboy won’t allow me to see him, and I miss him. I need a favor from you, Reek,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Let me guess, more money.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I want you to kill Peeboy. I’ll burn what I found in your safe right in front of you, and I won’t ask you for any more money. I just want my son back so I can start over,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “What do I have to gain?” 
 
      
 
    “Kat,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Killin’ Peeboy won’t be easy. He’s always wit’ his crew.” 
 
      
 
    “But you have killed before. I know your crazy ass killed Renee. Unless you only prey on women because they are easier for you to kill,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You think you know me that well, but you don’t know shit!” 
 
      
 
    “I know what you show me, Reek. You are a coward when it comes to men,” she teased. 
 
      
 
    “I knock niggas out! What the fuck do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure you fought men that you knew you could beat up. But you wouldn’t dare stand up to a real man,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “How much money do you need today? I’m done talkin’.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you off the hook today since this chili is the bomb. And maybe you can eat my pussy afterwards,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She reached underneath the table and grabbed my manhood. As good as it sounded, I couldn’t do it. I moved her hand away, and she licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    “I love when a nigga acts like he doesn’t want me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Why would you want me to touch you if you think I’ll hurt you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not afraid of you, Reek. Plus, I know you love me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She leaned over the table and licked my lips. I thought about the times she kept begging Peeboy to be with her. She was the reason why I hated that nigga. He had her heart at one point, and I couldn’t compete with him. 
 
      
 
    “Put Tyreeka in her playpen in the living room, then come to the bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    She got up from the table and left the kitchen. Her cell phone rang in her purse. I didn’t trust Fredrika, for all I know she could have been setting me up for Peeboy. That hoe loved that nigga too much to want him dead. I got her cell phone out of her purse on the table. 
 
      
 
    Why in the fuck is my uncle callin’ my baby mama? 
 
      
 
    I answered the phone but remained quiet. 
 
      
 
    “Ayyyee baby. Where are you at? My teeth are on the nightstand so you know what time it is. I’m tryin’ to lick that cat and make it go meowwwww,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I hung up the phone and put it back when I heard her walking back to the kitchen. Tears filled my eyes because I vented to my uncle damn near every day about Fredrika. Shorty was constantly shitting on me. I almost spared her because of her sob ass story which she probably lied about. 
 
      
 
    “Where is the room?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    She followed me to the bedroom. Tyreeka was crying, but she told me to ignore it. “We won’t be long,” she said, as she laid across my bed. 
 
      
 
    I turned the radio on, so my mother wouldn’t hear anything. Fredrika was rubbing on her breasts, while licking her lips. Shorty was a stone cold freak. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Reek!” she shouted over the music. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my hands around her throat. “You were fuckin’ my uncle!” I shouted. She dug her nails into my arms as I applied more pressure around her neck. She kicked over the lamp, struggling to breathe. 
 
      
 
    “All of that shit I did for you, and you treated me like shit when I needed you the most! I told you I wasn’t goin’ to forget that shit!” I gritted. 
 
      
 
    I raised her off the bed by her neck. Fredrika’s legs weakly dangled as her mouth was gaped open to breathe. Her eyes were turning red before her body went limp. I squeezed her neck until her eyes were lifeless. Afterward, I laid her down and then pulled the blanket up her body to make it look like she was asleep. I sat in the recliner in the corner of my bedroom and pulled out Kat’s pink thong from between the cushions; the thong was from her dirty clothes hamper. The natural scent from her pussy was gone, but it didn’t stop me from getting aroused. I pulled out my dick and jerked off, imagining I was Peeboy sitting in a chair and getting rode by Kat. A minute later, sperm was shooting across the room. That nut knocked me out… 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up in the chair with my limp dick in my hand. I fixed my clothes and then wrapped Fredrika up in the blanket to cover her whole body. The digital clock read 10:30pm. I slept for three hours. I turned the loud music down before I left the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “MA!” I called out, while standing in the hallway. 
 
      
 
    The house was quiet minus the sounds coming from the living room TV. I went into the basement to get cable wires and duct tape. I didn’t want to take it too far, but I was getting Kat one way or another, even if it meant I had to kidnap her mother to lure her out. Fuck Ms. Lynn anyway since she didn’t answer my calls anymore. I grabbed a backpack to put the cable wire and duct tape inside, next I grabbed a shovel to bury my piece of shit baby mama. Ms.Lynn got off at eleven on Thursdays, and her job was fifteen minutes away, so I had to hurry before I missed her. I rushed upstairs to get Fredrika’s car keys. As I walked down the hallway to go to the kitchen, I noticed a blood trail. I dropped the backpack on the floor as my heart dropped to my stomach. I instantly panicked, thinking something happened to my daughter and mother. The blood trail led to the living room. The scene was straight out of a horror movie. Blood was splattered everywhere. It was on the walls, curtains and TV. I dropped to my knees after witnessing my mother and Uncle Roscoe’s headless bodies sitting on the couch with their heads in their laps. I rubbed my eyes, thinking it was a nightmare. Shid, maybe all of it was a nightmare, and Fredrika was still alive. I heard a pair of footsteps coming down the stairs. The man was wearing a black hoodie, and was holding a bloody machete. I was devastated when the man took off his hood to reveal his face. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Bro, why in the fuck are you doin’ this shit to me?” I asked Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “Is that how you talk to a man who just babysat your daughter?” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, have you gone crazy? This is me, Reeko! Snap out of it!” I begged. 
 
      
 
    “Your time is up, playboy. I told you to stay away from, D, and your bitch-ass ignored me. I don’t know what type of games you were on, but I don’t take chances wit’ niggas I’on trust anymore. Peeboy beatin’ you damn near to death should have given you a second chance at life. You were tryin’ to get the drop on my pops to set him up,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, I swear on everything, I just wanted to know if he was the connect! Come on, Trigg. We had our differences but to kill my fuckin’ mama, nigga!” 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I’on trust you, especially after the shit you said to me at Nick’s crib. But the way you disrespected me today in front of my father was the cherry on top. I have too much to lose by keepin’ you alive,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I heard footsteps leaving the kitchen; there was someone else in the house. “Looks like someone was about to do somethin’ fishy,” a voice said from behind me. 
 
      
 
    I turned around, and it was Redz holding my backpack. “You too?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, me too. Did you think you were goin’ to keep harassin’ Kat and gettin’ away wit’ it?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t do shit to Kat! I was just jokin’ wit’ her. It’s your homeboy, Reek. Don’t let this crazy ass nigga turn you against me!” 
 
      
 
    “You have Kat’s stolen items in your basement! And who were you gonna kidnap, huh? Ain’t that Fredrika lyin’ dead in your bedroom? You can’t duct tape a dead bitch, can you? Isn’t that pointless? You were gonna do somethin’ crazy to Kat I bet. We came here right on time,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You killed Grizzy, didn’t you? Heavy T warned me, bro. He told me you’ll do this shit! You are a snake!” I said to Trigg. 
 
      
 
    “Call me what you want, fam. But I gotta protect the people who mean the most to me. You could have just asked me to be your connect. That’s where you and Grizzy fucked up at! I would have sold those bricks to you and you could have done whatever you wanted with them, but y’all be tryin’ to go around me on some snake shit! What if Diego wasn’t my pops? He could have had my fuckin’ head chopped off for thinkin’ I blew his cover! Talkin’ about ‘Trigg sent me to relay a message’. I would never do no shit like that! I actually feel bad for doin’ this though, and I’ll make sure you have an open casket for the crew.” 
 
      
 
    I saw Renee standing next to Trigg with a smile on her face before she disappeared. I knew she wasn’t real, but her face has been popping up in my mind lately. Maybe she was warning me that I would soon be with her. 
 
      
 
    “Who will take care of my daughter?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll contact your aunt in Philly, but don’t worry, we’ll look out for her until then. I don’t know why it matters because you ain’t want her anyway,” Trigg replied. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, please tell Renee Campbell’s parents that she’s buried in the woods next to our old high school. Her body is about ten feet away from an old well.” 
 
      
 
    “And Kat was next, huh? Nigga, rest in piss, bitch,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    She aimed the gun at my head; I closed my eyes. 
 
      
 
    BOW!... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Epilogue… 
 
    Breonna 
 
    [image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated with medium confidence] 
 
    Six months later… 
 
      
 
   I  woke up to Skeeno kissing my belly. It was six o’clock in the morning, and he was up getting on my nerves. I felt like a turtle lying on its back because I couldn’t turn over to lay on my side.  
 
      
 
    “Skeeno, go to bed. Please go to bed.” 
 
      
 
    “Why do you act old now, Bre? Goddamn. I can’t touch you; I can’t look at or kiss you,” he complained. 
 
      
 
    “I piss all hours of the night. I’m big and uncomfortable. I just want her to come so I can get better sleep!” 
 
      
 
    I sat up on the edge of the bed and couldn’t see my feet. My stomach was so big that people thought we were having twins. Skeeno massaged my shoulders to relieve my stress. I was due any day now, and my nerves were a wreck. I kept worrying about our daughter’s health and how painful going into labor would be. Technically, I was afraid and worried I’d die during childbirth. 
 
      
 
    “Skeeno, what if I bleed to death and leave you and Ryan behind? Then you’ll marry someone else to find a mother for her. I should not be freaking out, but it keeps popping up in my mind.” 
 
      
 
    “The doctor told you not to worry, Bre. You gotta think positive, shorty. I promise nothin’ won’t happen to you. Do you want some warm milk?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and pancakes.” 
 
      
 
    “You know I can’t cook. I burn our food every time,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He got off the bed, looking like a sculptured warrior statue. Skeeno worked out a lot, and he jogged every morning. His white linen pajama pants were sagging, showcasing the “V” in his lower stomach. He wasn’t wearing any boxers, so his manhood hung low. I had gotten to the point where I felt like he looked too good for me. Marrying Skeeno has probably been the best thing I have ever experienced. I was now twenty years old, but I felt like I was at least thirty, not physically but more, so mentally. I’d say mentally because we were so in sync that it seemed like we had been married for years. He pulled me off the bed and wrapped his arms around me. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like when you talk like that, Bre. I feel helpless when you do that. We will be straight, you feel me?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, I just know black women die at a higher rate during childbirth more than any other race. I don’t trust my life in their hands.” 
 
      
 
    “Which is why you have a midwife,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think Agathe knows what she’s doing?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Bre, the woman is legit,” he said. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my hand and led me out of the bedroom. Our daughter’s room was right next to ours. On her bedroom door hung an angel nameplate that read: Ryan Shyan Diggs. 
 
      
 
    I went into her room to replace my stress with joy. Skeeno leaned against the doorway, undressing me with his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Those titties look so juicy,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Please don’t flirt with me knowing you are afraid to penetrate me. It’s not fair, Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not tryin’ to have my dick touchin’ my baby’s head. Shorty, you know I’m workin’ wit’ some heavy meat,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “The doctor said it’s normal.” 
 
      
 
    “But it doesn’t feel right to me,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to put it in my ass?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, just stop, sweetheart. You know I’m not doin’ that,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I chuckled, “I’m just playing with you.” 
 
      
 
    I scanned Ryan’s room to make sure everything was in place. Her room was decorated in soft pink, purple and blue colors. I couldn’t wait to sit in the rocking chair to read to her from the many children’s books on her bookshelf. 
 
      
 
    “Do you feel better now?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I do. But can I ask you something?” 
 
      
 
    “It depends on what it is,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “What happened to my mother once she was escorted out of Kat’s office?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Well, is she alive?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Bre. Your mother was crazy as shit and deserves whatever happens to her. The broad threatened our daughter, and you want to know where she’s at?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “That keeps me up at night sometimes too. My parents were supposed to support me through life changing experiences, and I get sad because we don’t have that. We have Gramps, but I wished I had a mother figure to guide me through this.” 
 
      
 
    My father was in a rehabilitation center because of his brain injury. Last I heard he was in adult diapers. But my mother was missing, and I had a feeling she was killed. As harsh as it may sound, I loved Skeeno more than I have ever loved my parents. Even if he had my mother killed, I was still going to love him the same. Maybe if my parents loved me, things could have turned out differently. 
 
      
 
    “Suga is your mother-in-law. Are you not cool wit’ that?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t even talk to her. It has been seven months since you found out she was your mother, and you haven’t said a word to her. When are you gonna see her? She’s no longer on her sick bed and even has a job I heard.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll talk to her when I’m ready. I’m just holdin’ off being disappointed,” he admitted. 
 
      
 
    “That’s your daughter’s only grandmother. Just think about that.” 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, come on downstairs,” he said, before he walked away. 
 
      
 
    I wobbled out of the bedroom, closing the door behind me. Skeeno was waiting for me at the stairwell. He didn’t let me go up or down the stairs alone since my stomach has gotten bigger. 
 
      
 
    “The apartment would have been so much better. This big ass house is wearing me out.” 
 
      
 
    “You gotta get used to it, Bre. We’re gonna have more kids after this,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “HA!” 
 
      
 
    We walked down the stairs and through the kitchen. I sat at the table while Skeeno warmed the milk. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want chocolate syrup in the milk?”  
 
      
 
     “No, thank you.”  
 
      
 
    “Now you don’t like chocolate,” he smirked. 
 
      
 
    “Stop teasing me unless you wanna pick me up and put me on the counter.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t pick you up anymore. We’ll both be on the floor, like how Reeko was on top of Nick,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Hush your mouth! I’m not that big,” I shrieked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Reeko committed suicide after he killed his mother, uncle, and daughter’s mother. He was found in the house with a bullet wound to his head. According to the street gossip, Reeko lost his mind after he found out his uncle was fucking his baby’s mother. It was an awful situation because his daughter didn’t have either one of her parents. She was better off without them anyway since neither one of them cared for her. Skeeno talks about him and Grizzy everyday, but I was glad he dealt with the pain the natural way. He has stayed true to himself and has been cleaned for eight months. Skeeno brought a glass of milk and a warm cinnamon bun to the table. He sat next to me and put my legs over his lap. He massaged my swollen ankles and feet. 
 
      
 
    “Bre, these feet are lil’ rough. You can’t walk around the house barefoot,” Skeeno said. 
 
      
 
    “My feet are the least bit of my concern.” 
 
      
 
    “But you know I suck toes when I’m bangin’ out the pussy,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll put some socks on when you climb on top of me, well behind me.” 
 
      
 
    “I can wait,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You know we won’t be able to have sex for four to six weeks after the baby is born. You better come and get it while it’s hot.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll be too busy wit’ a newborn to fuck anyway. Shorty, there’s nothing you can say or do to make me change my mind. Your water will break any day now. Hell no, Bre, I just can’t do it,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I put a piece of cinnamon bun in his mouth. “I still love you.” 
 
      
 
    He wiped the icing off my lips with his thumb, “I love you too.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Skeeno came into my life and gave me a full experience of what it is like to be loved. We had our ups and downs, but we overcame them. We rarely argued anymore unless he comes into the house too late. But I married a drug dealer and knew how much time it required being in the streets. Nonetheless, I couldn’t have picked a better man. He wasn’t just my husband though; he was also my best friend and problem solver. Skeeno had also blessed me with a group of friends who have had my back since I came to Maryland. So, not only did I gain a wonderful husband, but I also had a loyal crew of friends who I called family. We had many years to come therefore, our journey was just beginning. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Trigg 
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   I  had a private grand opening at my skating rink for my crew. The official grand opening was tomorrow, but I wanted my crew to get the full experience without the crowd. Gramps catered the food from his pool bar, so we were feasting on fried fish, collard greens, crab cakes, fried chicken, and baked macaroni and cheese. Redz and Kat were skating to Jay-Z’s song, Feelin’ It. Kat’s mother was holding Peeboy’s son’s hand, trying to teach him how to skate. Kat’s a good shorty for stepping up and helping Peeboy with his son, and she finally had her mother’s support. If Reeko was still alive, I doubted Kat would have been able to have her mother’s approval. Everyone was at the table, eating and drinking while listening to Nick and Peanut arguing. They were arguing because she wanted a big wedding, and Nick wanted a small wedding. They have been engaged for five months and were bumping heads because they couldn’t agree on wedding plans. 
 
      
 
    “How about y’all have a medium-sized weddin’,” Peeboy suggested. 
 
      
 
    “I want my weddin’ to be like a concert, Kat. I want Boyz II Men, Luther Vandross, and Johnny Cochran to be there,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “I swear I’m about to take that ring back. You want me to go broke for a goddamn weddin’? We should do what Skeeno and Breonna did or go to the courthouse. I’m gettin’ gray hairs because of this shit,’ Nick complained. 
 
      
 
    “Study shows people who don’t have expensive weddings stay together the longest,” Breonna added. 
 
      
 
    “That’s not true, celebrities have expensive weddings and stay together for a long time. Denzel Washington and his wife have been married since 1983,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all single broads are always instigating. Your opinion doesn’t hold weight, shorty,” Nick responded. 
 
      
 
    “Me and Monty are back datin’ again, and we’ll be gettin’ married soon,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    Monty almost choked on the champagne he was sipping, “calm down, shorty. We just got back together a week ago. And I don’t believe in marriage,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, me either,” Kash added. 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, you are only nineteen. Of course, you don’t,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “How can you embarrass me like that in front of our friends?” Latrina asked Monty. 
 
      
 
    “Because we’re just enjoyin’ each other’s company. We both know you ain’t the relationship type. You can’t commit to shit,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m in therapy, Monty. I’m tryin’ to change now,” Latrina said. 
 
      
 
    “Can we have this conversation later?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    Latrina threw her napkin down on the table. “I’m goin’ to skate,” she replied, before she got up. She skated away from the table to join Kat and Redz. 
 
      
 
    “You hurt her feelings, Monty,” Peanut said. 
 
      
 
    “I ain’t tell her to say that shit. Shorty was doggin’ me out for a bitch named Penny. She ain’t come back around until Penny big-ass got locked for robbin’ a gas station,” Monty replied. 
 
      
 
    I just sat back and nervously tossed back shots of Henny. I promised myself I was going to ask Redz’s hand in marriage as soon as my skating rink was finished. It just seemed like it was the right thing to do since I now had a real business. I named my skating rink, 1990. It was a simple name, but that was the year me and the crew started pushing bricks. That year was also the year I met my father. Skeeno put his hand on my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, are you good?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’m straight.” 
 
      
 
    “You look like you are stressin’ about somethin’. Bro, you just opened the hottest skatin’ rink in the DMV. You gotta cheer up, fam, and enjoy the fruits of your labor,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “My stomach is hurtin’ from those crab cakes. I think the crab meat was bad.” 
 
      
 
    Gramps grilled the shit out of me as he bit into a crab cake. “I handpicked that meat myself. You are tellin’ a goddamn lie,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just sayin’, Gramps. Maybe you put a bad batch in there,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “You know I can beat your ass wit’ a belt, right?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe it was the collard greens. You know greens mess up my stomach sometimes.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my presidential Rolex, and it was close to ten. Diego said he would be at, 1990, at ten on the dot. I couldn’t ask Redz to marry me without my father being present, so I was holding off until he arrived. That incident with Reeko made me realize my homies should know about Diego. He wouldn’t have gone to Diego’s restaurant on that sucka-ass shit if knew that was my pops, but then again, he could have used my pops to get at me. The nigga was getting reckless and becoming disrespectful towards our crew. However, his death wasn’t as personal as Grizzy’s so I actually mourned the loss of a homeboy. Diego gave me two choices that day, it was either I kill Reeko, or we would have to end our business relationship. My pops were going to stop supplying me if I chose to keep Reeko alive. But I didn’t have the heart to kill him, so Redz took him out. My shorty knew it was a hard thing for me to do without me having to tell her. I didn’t lose respect for my father because of what he made me do, shid I would have done the same thing. Redz skated over to me, wanting me to skate with her. 
 
      
 
    “Get up, Trigg. You have been sittin’ here since we got here,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “You know I don’t skate like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you skate wit’ me?” she asked, while twirling. 
 
      
 
    I was damn near putty in Redz’s hand. She could get anything she wanted from me. I got up and went to the bench to put on a pair of skates. She sat next to me, smiling from ear-to-ear. 
 
      
 
    “So, when are you gonna ask me to marry you? And should I be overly dramatic or act unfazed by it?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “What are you talkin’ about? Who said I was gonna marry you? Shorty, don’t get too big headed.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” she asked, pursing her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, really.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you were snoopin’ in my rings to find my ring size for nothin’? And you asked me what my dream engagement ring is. Why would you give my hopes up like that?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “What made you think I would propose to you tonight, though? We have on regular street clothes.  I wouldn’t ask you to marry me in front of Latrina and Peanut anyway. They suck the mood out of everything,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever, Trigg. I thought that’s why you had a special night for all of us. Ugh, maybe I should stop overthinkin’ it,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, that’s what you get for watchin’ my every move.” 
 
      
 
    “I gotta keep my eyes on your fine ass, Trigg. I’m addicted to you,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, right. You just want me to fold, but there’s no proposal. Me and you still have a long way to go, sweetheart.” 
 
      
 
    Diego came into the skating rink dressed in regular clothing, and he didn’t have any bodyguards with him. He immediately recognized Gramps, so he went over to him. Peanut got up from the table and rushed over to us. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, is that your daddy?” she asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn, your big gold tooth ass didn’t even give me a chance to say shit.” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, shut up! You look just like that man. Is he single? I want to hook him up with my aunt,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Ewww, Nut. Your father’s sister is so damn ugly she can make an onion cry,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “So, what. I can give her a makeover,” Peanut replied. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe he can date Ms. Lynn. Ms. Lynn is attractive and thick in all of the right places. We can have one big happy family,” Redz beamed. 
 
      
 
    “You gotta be drunk,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I skated to the table, almost busting my ass on the skates. “Whoaaa, Hijo. You gotta take it easy. Give me a pair of skates so I can show you how it’s done,” Diego chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I introduced Diego to my homies and vice versa. He had a seat at the table, getting to know my people. It was long overdue, and I hoped he could build a relationship with everybody, except for Latrina because shorty had a friendly pussy. Ms. Lynn skated to the table with Giang. 
 
      
 
    “Ms. Lynn, this is my father, Diego. And Diego, this is Ms. Lynn. She’s Kat’s mother,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “You have one fine-ass daddy. Oops, excuse my language. I had too much wine,” Ms. Lynn giggled. 
 
      
 
    “I love a woman with an expressive tongue, Ms. Lynn. You should never apologize,” he flirted. 
 
      
 
    “You and Kat are gonna be step-siblings in the future, Trigg,” Redz whispered. 
 
      
 
    “I'd rather eat bullets,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Do you skate, Mr. Diego?” Ms. Lynn asked him. 
 
      
 
    “I speak with actions, so I’d rather show you,” Diego replied. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, give your daddy a pair of skates,” Ms. Lynn said. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll get them. What size?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “Thirteen,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, Trigg, can I play my mixtape?” Kash asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, go ahead. Just skip that song wit’ Gutta though,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Kash chuckled, “bro, you are wild. But I gotchu,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Redz gave Diego a pair of brand-new skates, and he sat on a nearby bench to take off his tennis shoes. Redz looped her arm through mine and pulled me to the middle of the skating rink; I held on to her hips and she clowned me. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, you are embarrassin’ me,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “This shit is messin’ wit’ my gangsta,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “You are still thuggin’,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz had my name tatted on her neck with a set of red lips underneath. I had her name on my neck too but written in red ink. We have been glued to each other since Tyshae fabricated that story between us. Speaking of Tyshae, she and her mother moved to Texas to start a real estate business. Diego didn’t have to tell me, but I think he played a part in Tyshae relocating. Either way, I was glad I did not have to see them at his crib again. Redz pressed her body against mine, while swaying her hips side-to-side. I gripped her bubble ass and squeezed her cheeks. Kash’s song blared from the speakers in the ceiling. He was taking rap seriously, so Nick opened a studio to start a record label. Kash was his first artist. We couldn’t depend on drug money for too long, so my homies were looking for other things to get into. Redz bopped her head to the beat. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Kash! I see you playboy!” Redz shouted. 
 
      
 
    I saw everyone rushing toward Breonna who looked like she was ready to fall off her chair. Redz skated towards them, and I took my skates off before I jogged over to the table. Skeeno looked nervous like he was ready to faint. 
 
      
 
    “What’s goin’ on?” Redz asked. 
 
      
 
    “My water just broke,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “We gotta go home and meet Agathe there,” Skeeno replied. 
 
      
 
    “The hospital is around the corner, bro. You live fifty minutes away from here,” Nick said. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t go to the hospital; I refuse to go. I’m not having contractions yet, so I’m fine,” Breonna replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll drive y’all, come on,” Gramps said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna lock up, and then I’ll be at your crib,” I told Skeeno. 
 
      
 
    “Where is everybody goin’?” Kash asked. 
 
      
 
    “To Skeeno’s crib. Breonna’s water broke,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll keep Giang, just pick him up in the morning, Kat,” Ms. Lynn said. 
 
      
 
    Everyone left the skating rink except for Diego, Ms. Lynn, Giang and Redz. Peeboy’s son was in the arcade area, playing a game. I sat on the bench to put my shoes on and Redz sat next to me. Since it was just me and her off to the side, I was confident about doing what I came to do.  
 
      
 
    “Redz?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She looked up from me while tying her Jordans. “Yes, I will,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Bro, you keep messin’ me up.” 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, I stayed back so you could propose to me. Trust me, I would have been left if I didn’t think you weren’t goin’ to. I have a surprise for you too. Remember when I had a stomach virus two months ago, and I was lying in bed for a few days? Well, I had a hysteroscopy to remove the scarred tissue on my uterus. In a year we can try again to have a baby so that the results can turn out better,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I would have gone wit’ you. Why didn't you tell me?” 
 
      
 
    “Because I wanted to make sure it worked first, and now it looks better than before. I’m positive we will be able to start our own family, after we get married of course,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the small black box out of my pocket. Redz was already kissing me. We had a solid relationship, and she knew how much I loved her so I didn’t need a long ass speech. I opened the ring box and she held her chest. Redz loved red so much that I got her a ring with a ruby stone and regular diamonds in the band. 
 
      
 
    “It’s so prettyyyyyyy,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, give me your finger.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m gonna be a wifeeeee. I’m gonna be a wifeeee,” she danced. 
 
      
 
    Diego and Ms. Lynn clapped their hands. “I never seen a proposal like that before, Hijo, but you did well,” Diego chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Redz, can never be normal. She harassed me all night and ruined the moment,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations! We should have a drink before you two leave,” Ms. Lynn said. 
 
      
 
    “Trigg, you do know you proposed to me when you were seventeen, right? You were like ‘I want you to be my wife as soon as I get this money for us’. That was your proposal, and now I’m just gettin’ the ring. You kept that promise and that’s what made it so special. I love you forever,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Til death us part,” I added. 
 
      
 
    Redz jumped up and ran to Diego and Ms. Lynn to show off her ring. I would have still asked Redz to marry me even if she couldn’t conceive. Diego walked over to me with his arms stretched out. 
 
      
 
    “Give me a hug, Hijo,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I was ready to give him a dap hug, but he pulled me in for a real one. “This is from your mother too. I know she’s looking down on you and wishing you the best of luck. You have a great woman, never forget that,” he continued. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Being a hustla was like both an emotional and dangerous roller coaster. I had to deal with crazy women after my bread, niggas hating on me within my circle, and getting blood on my hands. But the upside of it was that my crew was still pushing the purest cocaine throughout the DMV and we were still at the top—my team was more solid than ever. But through it all, I had a woman that understood the dirty game of being a hustla, and she got her hands dirty too to protect our empire. My mother would have been proud of the woman I chose to be my wife. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Skeeno 
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    A week later… 
 
      
 
   I  pulled up to Jessica’s building to drop Antonio off from school. Jessica went from living in a decent neighborhood to living in Newtowne. Shorty got pulled over with Kevo and he had drugs in the car. She lost her job because she caught a charge, and now she was on house arrest. Antonio hated his new neighborhood and I didn’t blame him. He wasn’t accustomed to that hood lifestyle but could easily get snatched in it. 
 
      
 
    “Why can’t I live with you, Skeeno?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “I wish you could, but you can’t right now lil’ man. Your mother won’t let you.” 
 
      
 
    “I hate that bitch,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “Watch your mouth, boy!” 
 
      
 
    Tears fell from his eyes, and I wished I could do more for him, but I wasn’t his father. Jessica’s pride was affecting her son because I told her I could put her in a better place. Breonna even offered to help, and she hated Jessica. 
 
      
 
    “Look, Antonio. I know it’s rough out here, but this is only makin’ you stronger in the long run. I promise you, you can come live with me when you turn sixteen. I can’t do anything unless your mother tells me I can take you until then.” 
 
      
 
    He wiped his eyes, “okay,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his backpack out of the back seat. “Come on,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Life has a funny sense of humor because Jessica lived in Lolita’s old apartment. We got out of the car and walked up the stairs; niggas were shooting dice inside the building. I gave a few dudes dap as I made my way upstairs with Antonio. Fuck Big Pete was written in permanent marker next to Jessica’s door. Big Pete was facing life in prison for murdering Suga’s nephew, Marcus. Lolita snitched on him to knock a few years off her ten-year prison sentence, but they added more time. Shorty had to do twenty years in prison. I opened the door to Jessica’s apartment. She was in the kitchen when we walked in. She looked completely different than how she used to look. She was six months pregnant, her hair wasn’t done, she had bags under her eyes with juice stains on her camisole. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby, how was school?” she asked, Antonio. 
 
      
 
    He went straight to his bedroom and slammed the door. “Don’t be slamming the fucking doors!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Let him live wit’ me, Jess. At least until you get back on your feet. This neighborhood would turn a kid out. You don’t want him to get sucked in like I did.” 
 
      
 
    She smacked her teeth, “you aren’t his damn daddy, Skeeno! You don't have to keep throwing it in my face that I’m struggling! I made bad choices, okay?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Mannn, I’m tryin’ to help you! Y’all can pack up right now and move somewhere else. Just think of it as a brother lookin’ out for his sister.” 
 
      
 
    “No, I’ll pick my own self up again,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Are you doin’ this on purpose? I’m startin’ to think you are makin’ Antonio suffer because you know that’s the only way you can get to me. Is it because I have a wife and daughter, now? Be honest wit’ me because I don’t get it! And then you got pregnant by a married nigga that has ten fuckin’ kids. You already know he ain’t gonna help you when he get out of jail. Shorty, just let me put y’all in a better neighborhood.” 
 
      
 
    “I hate you so much! You and your wife have a perfect life, and I gotta hear about it every time Antonio leaves you. How do you think that makes me feel? My own son wants to be part of your family! He even says he has a newborn sister! He doesn’t even care about his sister that I’m carryin’. You and that bitch have poisoned my son!” she cried. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back tomorrow to drop him off from school.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please leave. You don’t need to come in here anymore. Antonio is old enough to walk in the building by himself,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Or you can wait for him in front the buildin’.” 
 
      
 
    “Nigga, get the fuck out!” she screamed. 
 
      
 
    “You need to mop your floor and do your hair. Bum-ass bitch,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Your fat wife!” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Somethin’ that you’ll never be, Jess. And stop disrespectin’ my wife. She’s more than you’ll ever be.” 
 
      
 
    “Asshole!” she shouted 
 
      
 
    I left her apartment, feeling disappointed in myself for losing my cool. Jessica was trying her best to make me feel guilty about marrying Breonna. A woman pushing a cart walked past my car. Her trench coat was filthy, and she was wearing a baseball hat. Agathe told me Suga was drug free, so I couldn’t understand why the hell she was on the streets again. She was looking through my car and trying to unlock the door. I jumped down the steps in front of the building and jogged over to my car. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doin’? I thought you were gettin’ clean!” I barked. 
 
      
 
    She turned to face me, it was Retta. I heard shorty was sniffing cocaine, but she had to have been doing something harsher. She looked like a fifty-year-old woman when she was only twenty-five years old. I figured she was shooting up by the needle marks on her hands. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh, Skeeno. I should’ve known this car belonged to one of y’all,” she chuckled with yellow teeth. 
 
      
 
    “Why are you down here, Retta? What happened to you stayin’ wit’ your mother?” 
 
      
 
    “That bitch took my daughter and banned me from her house, so I’m stayin’ with a friend. Do you have any change on you?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I gave her three-hundred dollars even though I knew she was going to shoot up with it. She snatched the money away from me and hauled ass. Shorty left her cart behind with water and sodas inside. I got in my whip and drove off. I have been away from home for more than I was supposed to. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I parked behind Agathe’s truck in the driveway when I arrived at the crib. Redz’s Porsche was in the driveway too. I already knew they were passing my daughter around like a hot potato. I unlocked the door and immediately heard my daughter crying. I ran to the living room to check on her. A woman sitting next to Breonna was holding my daughter. Her hair was braided into a bun, and she looked like the woman in the picture Trigg gave me of my mother, but just older. She was wearing a sweatsuit with a pair of Reebok’s. Suga smiled at me with a mouth full of white teeth that I knew were dentures, but she looked healthier, nonetheless. Redz scooted away from her, so I knew she was probably the one who brought her to my crib. 
 
      
 
    “Oh heyyyy, hubby. We’re just talking,” Breonna nervously said. 
 
      
 
    “Why do I feel like he didn’t know she was going to be here,” Agathe said. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhhhh, yeah about that,” Redz spoke up. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck it, Skeeno; I reached out to Suga and had Redz bring her here,” Breonna said. 
 
      
 
    “I needed to talk to her anyway,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Whew, thank you! I thought I was banned,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
    “Y’all wenches could have told me he didn’t know I was comin’,” Suga said. 
 
      
 
    Breonna, Redz and Agathe left the living room. Agathe was temporarily staying with Breonna since she was a new mother. She was showing her how to nurse our daughter and offering her support. That woman was a godsend since Breonna’s mother was sitting at the bottom of a river. Lance and Myers never took her to the police station that day. I would never tell Breonna her mother’s body was catfish food. 
 
      
 
    I sat across from Suga, watching her to see if she was holding my baby right. 
 
      
 
    “How have you been? You are still as handsome as ever,” Suga responded. 
 
      
 
    “I have been good, and you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m maintainin’. I work down at the consignment shop on Forest Drive. It’s not much, but I’m savin’ to buy a typewriter,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “What do you need that for?” 
 
      
 
    “I want to tell my story, Shyan. From the time I was born until now. I was waitin’ to die after you found out I was your mother because I couldn’t face you. I never wanted you to find out who I was because of the lifestyle I lived. So, please don’t think you weren’t loved. I just knew you deserved so much more than what I could offer. But once I found out I was going to be a grandmother, I forced myself off my death bed to get better. Agathe and her sisters helped me a lot. I couldn’t even wash my ass at one point, but they kept me alive. I know it is too late for me to be your mother, but I can be an awesome grandmother. This baby saved my life,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for tellin’ me that. I can finally get that chip off my shoulder of feelin’ neglected by you. But we can start over and get to know each other one day at a time.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    Ryan began crying again, so Suga got up from the couch and placed her in my arms. Ryan was her mother’s twin. She had Breonna’s mouth shape, nose, and upturned eyes. A mass of curls framed her forehead; she was going to have hair like her mother when she got older. Breonna was in labor with her for twelve hours, and I recorded the entire process. 
 
      
 
    “That’s a beautiful baby,” Suga said. 
 
      
 
    “Appreciate it. I’m gonna order Chinese food. Do you have anything to do?” 
 
      
 
    “How about I cook for y’all. You still haven’t tasted my fried chicken. I’m gonna use a stove this time, so you don’t have to worry,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I had come a long way, because the old me would have kicked Suga out of my crib. But Breonna grounded me, her way of caring for others is what I needed. She used to have me heated in the past with her constant bickering and pushing me to express my feelings, but she made me a better man. Breonna stuck her head into the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, stop bein’ nosey and show Suga to the kitchen. We have chicken, don’t we?” I asked her. 
 
      
 
    “Chicken breasts,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “You can call me, Shanate. Suga was my prostitute name, and I want to leave that behind,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “I can do that,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, my sweet baby,” she said. 
 
      
 
    She followed Breonna to the kitchen. I didn’t realize I was crying until tears fell on Ryan’s forehead. I wiped them away when Breonna came back into the living room. She handed me a tissue and then sat on the coffee table in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know where that came from.” 
 
      
 
    “I know I betrayed you, but I felt so bad knowing how much she wanted to meet Ryan,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s cool, Bre. I wouldn’t have ever gotten the chance to talk to her if you weren’t nosey,” I chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “Nosey my ass, now give me back my twin. You just thought she was going to come out looking like you. But this is all me right here,” she gloated. 
 
      
 
    I playfully mushed her, “I was doin’ all of the work Bre. I worked hard for this precious baby, and you just laid on your back.” 
 
      
 
    She burst out laughing, “but you love when I lay on my back,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    Redz came into the living room with her arms stretched out. “Okay, Aunty’s turn to hold the baby. I waited for an hour. Hand her here Skeeno,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I gave my daughter to Redz, and she kissed her forehead. 
 
      
 
    “She’s gonna be a gangsta like her aunty, smart like her mama, and a hustla like her daddy, but I’m not talkin’ about sellin’ cocaine,” Redz said. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End for Now… 
 
      
 
    ****If you want to hear more from this crew, join my Facebook reading group and let me know if you aren’t ready to see this crew go just yet****** 
 
    Natavia’s Reading Group 
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