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      I heard Ashlee calling me, but I wasn’t stopping for shit. I kept thinking of the last time I saw Cay. The way she said I didn’t even like her. I should have turned back. I should have forced her to take the money, and to move out of that area. If only I was there I could have protected her and Kah. I felt my hand shake as I hit the push to start and peeled out. Grabbing my cell I took a chance and called Cay’s phone a few times, but it just kept going straight to voicemail. “FUCK!” I yelled hitting the call button again. I knew I should call Nicco, but I didn’t want to waste no time when I could be trying to get in touch with shorty.

      I never had regrets when it came to anything, but this shit was the exception. I was hitting ninety when I came to her street. I had to slow down when I noticed all the detectives walking up and down the road. I was tempted to just plow through their asses, but it wouldn’t have done shit, but land me in jail. Every few minutes one of the cops would bend over and pick up one of the many shell casings. I swear that shit had my heart thumping. It was so loud that I couldn’t even hear the police officer shouting at me as I hopped out. “Sir, you cannot go in there it is an active crime scene,” he said grabbing my arm. I looked down at his hand like it was a piece of shit as I took a few moments to allow his words to penetrate.

      “Yo my shorty and kid are in there,” I said as I kept walking. I left my guns in the truck because I knew I would have buss at these pigs the way I was feeling. Ignoring everyone around me I shoved my way through until I was standing in front of the house. Outside on the sidewalk were rows of bodies lined up, women, men and children. All of them where filled with bullet holes. Shit they couldn’t even cover them up, I swear they didn’t show black people any respect. I also noticed a line of ambulances. Since I didn’t see Cay or Kah laid out dead I prayed silently that they were in one of the ambulances.

      Poking my head in each one I didn’t see either one of em. I felt like I was going to pass the fuck out. This shit couldn’t be happening. Rushing up the steps I broke through the yellow tape not giving a fuck about the cops who tried to stop me. “Sir, we already told you that you cannot go in there.” He grabbed my arm and I damn near threw his ass down the steps before continuing on.

      The first thing I saw was Cay’s phone on the floor, the screen was shattered and her purse was spilled out next to it. “Cayane,” I yelled as I walked to the back. I knew she wasn’t leaving voluntarily and her purse and phone where here. Shit she didn’t even take her keys. Once I reached the master bedroom there was still a trail of blood and my heart was racing so damn fast. Glancing to the spot where Cay slept on the bed there was a red stain. I wanted to cry but a nigga was trying to man the fuck up. “Come on Cay, where are you?” I said loud hoping she was hiding somewhere. She was smart she had to have gotten out of this shit with Kah.

      Slowly I opened the door to Kahlan’s room holding my breath as I stepped inside. Letting the air out I was happy as fuck that his room was untouched. I been through a lot of shit and seen a lot of death, caused a lot to. But seeing lil man fucked up would have sent me over the edge. The way his door was tucked away in the back of the hall kept it out of the way of destruction. I still didn’t know where the fuck they were. If Cay would have made it out of the house ok she would have went straight to Ash’s crib.

      All I could do was shake my head in frustration and head back to the front of the house. Seeing a flash of color behind the couch I stopped dead in my tracks. Hell naw, it couldn’t be. The police swept this bitch already and I was sure if a body was in here they would have found it. Leaning over the arm of the couch I saw my worst nightmare. Cayane was unconscious and her clothes were stained with blood, but her shoulder area was soaked. She was balled up and I could tell she was hiding there when shit popped off. I felt my heart break for a girl I hadn’t even known that long. But shorty had got to me in that amount of time.

      Crouching down I pulled her into my arms not wanting to let her go. Not wanting to let go of the dream of her and I. As soon as I touched her I felt her warm skin and light breaths. “YO, somebody come help.” I shouted as I gently shook Cayane. I needed her to wake the fuck up. Checking her body I noticed a few cuts on her head but that was all.

      “Is she still alive?” The slow ass cop asked as he stood there and just looked at me trying to figure out a way to save my girls life. “The ambulances all left so we will radio it in.” He slowly fiddled around his belt searching for his radio. Standing up I damn near knocked him over as I ran out to my truck with Cay in my arms. I was going to make sure she was good one way or another.

      I really wanted to whoop everybody’s ass who called themselves a fucking first responder. How you have lines of bodies outside, a house taped off but my girl was in there damn near bleeding to death. Lucky for them I didn’t have time or I would have aired the block the fuck out and dealt with the consequences later.

      Pulling up to the closest hospital I threw my shit in park right in front of the E.R. doors. Everything else happened fast, finally someone had some act right as nurses and doctors ran out to try and help Cay. Once I made my way into the waiting room I found myself talking to God. Something I hadn’t done in a long time. God, I still don’t know where Kah is and I don’t even know if Cayane is going to make it. I just want you to tell you that if she pulls through I will do everything to make sure she is good. Even if she not fucking wit me I’m going to make sure that both of them are straight.

      It had been a long time since we spoke, but I was hoping he was listening, if not for me than for them. Settling in the hard ass chair I put my head in my hands and waited.
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      I stood frozen when I heard Cay’s street on the local news. When I looked to see the yellow crime scene tape on her house I dropped the plate that I had in my hand. I heard Ca’Shon asked me if Kah was upstairs, and my eyes immediately filled with tears at the thought of him being a victim of another shooting. My heart thumped so hard against my chest and if Nikki hadn’t shaken my arm I would have not heard a word she was saying.

      “Ash!” she yelled.

      “Oh shit,” I cried. I turned to Chaos, but he was already headed towards the door. I told my feet to move as I ran after him, but he was out the door in a flash. “Ca’Shon,” I called out, but he didn’t look back. I ran towards his truck, but he peeled off. I looked down at my bare feet and realized I was still in my pajamas, so I ran back inside and up the stairs taking them two at a time. I hurried out of my boy shorts and tank and threw on the pair of yoga pants that was on the bench at the foot of our bed. Topless looking for something quick to throw on, Nikki came into my room with a million questions that I didn’t have answers to.

      “Nikki, please, I don’t know!” I yelled as I put the hoodie over my head. “Go put on something fast, we have to get to Cay’s,” I ordered. I didn’t want to wait another second, but I needed Nikki, because Nicco wasn’t there to help me stay calm. I slipped on my flip flops and ran back down the stairs and searched for my phone. Realizing it was still upstairs on the charger I raced back up, snatched it from my nightstand and called Cay’s number. My call went straight to voicemail. I tried her several times knowing it was no use because it kept going straight to voicemail and I wished Cay would have let Kah keep the cellphone that Nicco and I had gotten him for Christmas last year, but she argued that he was too young to have it. I headed for my car hoping Nikki would hurry her ass up, because I was going out of my mind worrying about my best friend and God son.

      I pressed the horn, and a few short seconds later Nikki ran out.

      “Ashlee, how do I set the alarm?” she yelled.

      “Don’t worry about the alarm Nikki, just come on, the keyless lock will lock automatically,” I said and she ran and got into the front seat. My hands were shaking and I was praying to God begging for them to be alright. “Nikki, dial Cay’s phone again,” I said.

      She took my phone and did what I told her. “Voicemail,” she said her voice wobbling.

      “Keep dialing it,” I instructed and kept swiping the tears from my face. I couldn’t believe what was happening and I felt so helpless. It seemed every damn light was red before I finally made it to the expressway. I quickly got on it grateful to be off the street. I pressed the gas and wasn’t worried about the police and if they tried to pull me over, I’d let them arrest me in front of Cayane’s house, because no way was I going to stop. When I finally exited, I ran a few lights to get to her place, but I was stopped by a damn train and there were no side streets or alternate routes I could take, so I cried and pray while my little sister-in-law coached me to remain clam. By the time the train cleared the tracks my face was drenched with tears. When I finally pulled up to Cay’s place, I had my door opened before I could put my car in park. I raced past the yellow tape to find her place empty. There was broken glass everywhere and when I saw the blood trail on the floor I made a mad dash to Kah’s room first, but he wasn’t there. I ran to Cayane’s room and she wasn’t there. I ran back to the front and Nikki was at the door.

      “Oh my God Ash,” she cried looking at the horrific scene.

      “Go back to the car and call your brother now!” I yelled. I was in a panic and I needed Nicco, because I didn’t know what to do. I saw Cay’s purse on the couch, and I spotted her phone on the floor smashed. I went for both, then I ran back to my car. Nikki was on the phone trying to explain, but I took the phone from her. “Call Ca’Shon Nikki, I know he had to have made it here before us,” I said before putting my phone to my ear. I tried to talk to Nicco, but he couldn’t understand what I was trying to say.

      “Ash, baby, calm down and tell me what’s going on,” he said again.

      I took a deep breath. “Nicco somebody shot up Cay’s place and I don’t know where they are. There was blood and, and, and,” I tried to say.

      “I’m on my way,” my husband said and then he ended the call.

      “They’re at Ingall’s Memorial,” Nikki said.

      “Text Nicco to let him know and tell him to call Cay’s momma,” I said. I cranked my car and headed to the hospital. I drove like a crazy woman to get to them. When I got to emergency entrance, I hopped out and told Nikki to park my car. I ran in and saw Chaos and when I saw the blood on his clothes I ran into his arms.

      “What happened, where are they, is Kah okay, is Cay okay, Chaos, what’s going on?”

      “I don’t know where Kah is exactly, but he wasn’t there. Cay was shot, she was unconscious when I brought her in, so I don’t know shit as of now,” he said and I could tell he was upset and just as scared as I was. The look on his face told me there was more to the story, but it had to wait. I was just relieved to know that the shot wasn’t fatal, but who the fuck was Kah with if it wasn’t me or Nicco? Just as I was about to dial the police and file a missing child report, Cay’s mother walked in with my God son and to my surprise, my father-in-law was also in tow. I just ran to Kah and scooped him up in my arms.

      “What the fuck you doing here Unc?” Ca’Shon asked.

      “I’m Sister Thomas’ pastor, nephew,” my father-in-law returned “I’m here to pray with the family. What else?” He replied with a slick smirk on his face.

      “And? How you up all bright and early to see about a member of her family? Would you be here if Nicco got shot?” Chaos spat.

      I knew where that conversations would end up, so I interrupted. “Ca’Shon please, not in front of Kah,” I insisted. Chaos hesitated and then took Kah out of my arms and walked away.

      “Who is that?” Rita asked with a frown on her face.

      I was truly not in the mood to deal with her evil ass. I had respect for my elders, but the way this bitch treated my best friend made her one of my least favorite people.

      “My cousin, I mean Nicco’s cousin,” I said, with my eyes locked on my father-in-law.

      “Whatever, where is Cayane?” Rita hissed. “I’m dying to see what kinda ghetto mess her ass is in now,” she said.

      I put a hand on my forehead, because I was a second away from cussing her the fuck out. “Rita there was a shooting, Ca’Shon just barely rushed her here, so we don’t know anything.”

      “Well I’m going to see what the hell is going on?” she shrieked and headed towards the nurse’s station.

      I eyed my father-in-law down and then shook my head at him. “What’s going on daddy? How did you know about Cay?” I asked him hoping that Nikki called him and he wasn’t actually walking in with Rita.

      He cleared his throat. “Hold on Ash, it’s not what you think. I had just dropped by when Sister Thomas got the call from Nicco.”

      I shook my head again. “This early,” I asked in disbelief?

      “Yes daughter-in-law, what are you implying?”

      “I’m not implying anything dad, but Nikki will walk up in here any second and Nicco is on his way. If either of them sees you here with Rita, your son will do more than just imply,” I said.

      “Well they can think what they want, however I know my son and I refuse to allow him to make a scene up in this hospital. I am here doing my duty as a man of God.”

      “Yes, neither of us wants that,” I said. He went over to a ranting Rita at the nurse’s station and said something and then he hurried to make his exit, but not before he lightly touched her hand and the small of her back in an inappropriate way I thought. Not having enough time to address it, I was relieved that he was gone before Nikki walked in and before my husband had arrived. It would have been a fist fight if Nicco would have seen his father with Rita that early in the damn morning and touching her the way he just did.

      When Nikki walked in, I asked her to take Kah to the cafeteria to get some juice and something to eat if he was hungry. Rita was so damn loud, yelling at the staff, I hurried over to try and calm her down. “Momma Rita, please calm down,” I said.

      “I will not calm down. I need to know what’s going on with my daughter!” she declared.

      “And I told you as soon as we know, we’ll let you know,” the nurse said giving Rita an irritated look. Rita let out a hiss and then sucked her teeth.

      “Fine!” she said and finally went over to the waiting area. Ca’Shon was in a chair with his head laid back and I knew not to press him or say a word. Chaos was a crazy nigga and rude on a regular and although he had never unleashed on me, I didn’t want that day to be today, so I just sat down beside him with no words.

      “You must be the thug ass reason my daughter is up in here,” Rita snapped standing in front of Chaos. He didn’t even look up at her, so I quickly jumped in.

      “Momma Rita, please let’s just sit,” I suggested.

      She rolled her eyes, but sat by me anyway. After waiting for a while Nicco finally made it and we all sat and tried to be patient, but Rita keep bugging the nurse’s until they threatened to throw her out of there. With that she headed to the cafeteria. Not even five minutes after she had disappeared down the hall the doctor came out.

      She gave us all an update and before I could ask, Ca’Shon said, “When can we see her?”

      “You can see her now. Right now only two people can go back there until she is taken up to her room.”

      He looked at me. “You and Nicco should go,” he suggested, but I saw something in my cousin’s hazel eyes that I had never seen before and that was fear.

      “No you go. Nicco and I will go and get Rita, Nikki and Kah and we’ll go in when she is in her room.”

      “Good looking Ash,” he said and then followed the doctor through the doors. Nicco and I headed out to find the rest of the family.
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      “Hold on Nicco,” I yelled and ran back to my room. I shook Juice’s ass and he stirred out of his sleep.

      “What the fuck Tam?” he said.

      “Shhhhhh,” I said in a panic. “Look nigga Nicco is at the door and if he catches you here yo’ ass is muthafuckin’ grass.”

      His eyes grew larger than saucers and Juice hopped up like the house was on fire. “Fuck!” he said and scrambled for his shit.

      “Get your shit and get in my closet, so I can get rid of him,” I told him and then I hurried to the door. “Brother-in-law, why so damn early?”

      “Because I got shit to do,” he said coming in. “I even missed my wife’s breakfast to get this water situation out the way,” he said.

      “Awww bro this could have waited,” I said nervously. My heart was beating out of my got-damn chest.

      “Nah, I figured I’d square you away before I start my day.”

      “Okay,” I said trying to sound cool, because I was so scared that Juice was going to be the reason my new place was going to become a crime scene, because for sure Nicco would send his ass to the morgue if he caught him there. I followed Nicco to the kitchen and he opened the door to my laundry room where the hot water tank was. I nervously made small talk while he pressed a few buttons messing around with the settings.

      “Okay, I see what the problem is. The temperature wasn’t set high enough,” he said and pressed a few more buttons. “This should work within a couple of minutes,” he said and then went to my kitchen sink. He turned on the water and let it run for a few moments. “Yeah, there we go, it’s warming up a little bit,” he said.

      “Man that was fast Nicco, thanks so much,” I said hoping he’d leave. I needed him as far away from my place as possible.

      “Let me check the bathrooms and then I’ll get out of here,” he said and my heart stopped.

      “No, no, Nicco, I’m sure they are fine,” I said now probably visibly shaking. I didn’t want him to walk into my room. My bed was a mess and I was sure there were condom wrappers on my nightstand. Fuck!

      “No, no, no let me make sure shit is all good before I leave Miss I don’t want no strange man up in here,” he joked.

      “Nicco really, I’m sure it’s all good,” I insisted following him to my bathroom. I stood at the door as he checked the sink and then the tub. He was about to head to my bedroom and I thought I’d pass the fuck out, but then his phone rang. He dug into his pocket to retrieve his cell.

      “Hey baby,” he said and I let out the biggest breath. I couldn’t stand my sister’s ass and hated she couldn’t let him be at my place for all of five minutes before she was calling his fucking phone, but that time I was super happy that she did. “Hold on, slow down,” he said. The disgruntled look on his face made me pause and I wondered what the hell was going on. “Wait, wait Nikki, where are you? Where is Ashlee,” he asked? I knew something had happened, because I could hear Nikki’s voice from where I was standing.

      “Oh shit, okay,” he said heading towards the door.

      “Nicco, what’s going on?” I asked, and he held up a finger.

      “Ash, baby, calm down and tell me what’s going on,” he said. I stood there now concerned with what was happening. I couldn’t wait until he ended the call so I could know what had happened. I wondered was it street business, his parents, Chaos, all kinds of shit was running through my head.

      “I’m on my way!” he said and then ended the call.

      “Nicco, what the fuck bro?” I asked, because it was clear that he was upset.

      “There was a shooting last night at Cay’s and kids were killed and Ash doesn’t know if Cay and Kah are okay.”

      I covered my mouth. “Oh shit!” I said. I couldn’t stand that bitch, but I adored Kah and to think they were hurt had me shook. “Do you want me to go with you?” I asked and wished I could take those words back. I couldn’t leave Juice up in my crib.

      “Nah, I don’t have time to wait,” he said, but before he walked out the door his phone rang again. “Yes,” he answered. “Okay I’ll call them and I’ll be there soon,” he said and hung up.

      “What now?”

      “Cay is at Ingalls,” he said.

      “And Kah?” I asked.

      “I don’t know yet,” he said and ran out the door. I rushed to lock my door and ran into my bedroom. I snatched opened the closet door and scared ass Juice was still naked, posted against the wall.

      “Damn nigga you ain’t even dressed yet?” I said in disbelief.

      “Shit Tam, I was trying to stay as quiet as possible.”

      “Well nigga come yo’ ass up outta this closet so I can get dressed. You gotta bounce because some shit is going down with Cay,” I said and I walked back over to my bed.

      He dropped his shit on the floor and walked over to me with his dick semi erect and chuckled a bit. “That bitch alright. Now she got her new nigga rollin’ around wit’ my damn son.”

      “Come again,” I said.

      “I went through her place last night and confronted her, shots rang out, and some bitch ass nigga tried to get at me, but I got up outta there though.”

      “What the fuck Juice, you just left her there. What about your son?”

      “My son wasn’t there. I followed her inside and she was by herself and I couldn’t care less what happens to that bitch and I’m getting my son back. That nigga she wit’ tryna be my son’s daddy, gon’ catch a bullet too.”

      “Wait, wait, wait nigga, you talkin’ about Chaos. He and Cay together now?” I inquired.

      “I don’t know that pretty muthafuckas name,” he barked and then started massaging my titties from behind. I needed to get dressed, but one more dose of dick wouldn’t hurt. So I didn’t resist him. I didn’t want Cay dead, I wasn’t that much of a hater on that bitch, but I was in no hurry to get to the hospital. Since Juice confirmed that Kah was alright, I allowed him to fuck the shit outta me again. That black and sexy big dick nigga had me up against the wall banging the fuck outta my shit and I was screaming out his name like it was tattooed on my pussy lips.

      By the second round, the box of three condoms were gone, because we had used the other two the night before, so I let him hit it raw.  I was on the pill, so me riding that dick bare was a bonus, because Juice dick was like a magic stick. When I say this brother could fuck, I mean he could fuck. That shit felt so electric and when we finally finished our business I texted Ash to see what was going on while Juice was in the shower. When she didn’t reply, I was about to text Nikki, but my doorbell rang. I was sure my family was tending to the Cay situation, so I grabbed my robe and went to answer it. It was O’ so I let her in.

      “Hey girl,” I said when she walked in without me inviting her ass and she went straight for the sofa and sat.

      “Hey Tam, what’s going on. I’ve been trying to get a hold of Ash and Cay, there was a shooting on her block according to the news and no one’s answering, do you know what’s going on?”

      “I don’t have all the details, but they out at Ingalls. I texted Ash, but she not replying.”

      “I’ve texted her too. I mean we all girls, but them bitches act like they blood sisters,” she said.

      “True, that’s why I don’t fuck wit’em,” I said agreeing. Ash and Cay acted as if they had come up outta the same pussy.

      “Well I fuck wit’em, because they my girls, but all this keeping me outta the loop shit and secrets getting’ old.”

      “I know that’s real,” I said and then Juice walked into my living room without a shirt.

      “I thought that was yo’ ho’ ass voice,” he spat.

      “What the fuck Nigga?” O’ said.

      “Calm down O’,” I said. I didn’t want her to trip because he was there.

      “No bitch,” she said and stood. “You on this shit now nigga?” she asked.

      I wonder what she meant. She knew I didn’t give two fucks about Cay.

      “O’ gon’ wit’ dat noise,” he said. “I ain’t hit yo’ raggedy ass pussy, since Kah was in diapers.”

      My mouth dropped. “You used to fuck with him O’?”

      “Don’t act surprised, that’s my fucking baby daddy,” she shot at me.

      “Aw’fuckin’righty then,” I said.

      “Look boo, I’m hungry. What you got up in here to eat?” Juice asked me.

      “Not shit. I just moved in.”

      “Get dress so we can go get something. I’m starving,” he said.

      I looked at Olivia and she got the hint. “No worries,” she said and moved towards the door. “Later Tam, and fuck yo’ lame old ass Juice!” she barked and then rolled her eyes at him and he smirked. It was a little disturbing to hear that he had fucked around with Olivia, hell especially that they had a kid together, but I couldn’t take my pussy back, so I locked the door and went to get dressed and we went to Nookies to eat.
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      I woke up to the sounds of beeping and voices in the distance. I blinked and tried to sit up, but I felt a sting in my arm and a throbbing in my shoulder. No matter how many times I blinked the room remained dark. My head was banging like the beat of a drum, but I ignored that shit and continued to try and sit up straight. The last thing I remembered was the sound of car tires screeching and the rat a tat from guns, so many guns. “Oh my God Kah, baby, where are you?” I cried out loud, terrified that my son was hurt. I didn’t even know where the hell I was let alone where he was. Ignoring the pain, I jumped my ass out of that bed and when my bare feet hit the cold ass hard floor and my legs gave out sending me crashing to the floor.

      That’s when I remembered his face, Juice was with me. Did he try and kill me? Remembering what he tried to do to me made me panic, and thinking about him near my son made my heart race. My eyes teared up as I tried to lift my body off of the floor, but the pain in my left shoulder was unbearable. “Somebody, help me,” I finally was able to get out. I needed to get off of that cold ass floor and get something to take the throbbing pain away from my damn shoulder. But all of that after I found my son. A second later, the curtains flew open and it was him.

      “Cay what the fuck you doing ma,” I heard his voice as I felt strong arms lift me off the floor and place me back in my bed. I just knew in that moment I had to be dead, because Chaos left me weeks ago and never looked back. I told him to, yes, but my heart broke in the process. Being a single mom meant always putting Kah first, even above my own wants, needs and desires. He kissed my forehead and held me to his chest and instantly I began to calm down and my heart started to slow. He held onto tight until I exhaled a small sigh of relief and the he let me settle into the tiny ass hospital bed. When I was settled he held my hand tight as fuck.

      “Kah,” I managed to get out. I knew he was with my mom before the shooting, but something in me needed to know that my baby was safe. Juice could have gotten to him while he was with Rita. I could cross over to the other side or whatever after I knew he was ok and with his God parents.

      “He is good Cay, so don’t worry. Soon you will get to see him. Everyone is here, and as soon as they get you into a room I promise I’ll bring him in to see you.” I nodded and let the air out of my chest. “Do you remember what happened?” His voice held a sense of urgency that made me question if this was the end for real. Suddenly there was a bright light, it was blinding and a chipper voice was suddenly next to me.

      “We are glad to see you awake Miss Thomas. We have a room for you. I’m going to check your vitals and ask you a couple of questions okay,” she said. I nodded yes, but I needed her to tone down the cheerfulness in her voice and wipe that stupid big ass grin off her face. I knew she wasn’t laid up in a hospital bed like I was, but she acted like she hit the fucking lotto or something. Annoyed at her upbeat demeanor I answered all of her questions as best I could, because all I wanted to do was to get to my son.

      After she explained that the doctor would be up to my room to tell me about the injuries I had sustained, she put the pain medication into my IV. She then assured me that someone would be back soon to take me to my room. I listened intently, but I had no plans to stay there. “Thank you, but I really need to leave now.” I tried to scoot forward, but the both of them refused to let me get up out of that damn bed.

      “We need you to lie back down. You have a gunshot wound in your left shoulder and a mild concussion and there is no way the doctor is going to release you ma’am.  You are lucky you didn’t bleed to death. If you hadn’t gotten here when you did, you’d be dead,” she admonished. “Now we need to keep you here for observation for several days to make sure that you do not have any serious head trauma or infections to the gunshot wound.”

      My head was spinning hearing that I almost died, all because I wouldn’t accept help from my friends, then I suddenly remembered Kah and thanked God he was with my mom. I thanked God Kah wasn’t home, how would I have kept him safe. How would I keep him safe now? “I need a phone,” I demanded as I allowed my body to sink back into the bed. I was weak I didn’t remember ever feeling like this before. It was like my body was fighting against me. “I really need to call my son. I have to hear his voice.” I could tell my eyes were wild as I searched the room for my phone or one I could use.

      The nurse looked at Chaos and he pulled out his phone. She grabbed my chart and then left us alone. After she closed the curtain, I dialed my mother’s cell phone thinking it was a miracle that I had it memorized. It rang over and over again with no answer. Trying my mother’s cell a second time I felt myself shaking with because I was just so anxious to hear my little man’s voice, but she still didn’t answer. I was so fucking annoyed, but then remembered she was probably not answering a number she didn’t recognize, so I handed the phone back to him.

      “Don’t worry, I just told you Kah was fine and as soon as they put up you into your room you will get to see him. Just calm the fuck down. You know I ain’t letting shit happen to little man.” I heard the words that he spoke, but I was losing my mind at that point because I wanted to hold my son so bad. Chaos held my hand and within minutes that pain medication started to take effect, because the uncomfortable aches in my body were starting to subside. I wasn’t feeling as anxious anymore and my body allowed the meds to calm me down.

      I started to zone out, and then I felt him release my hand. I turned to see him pulling the chair closer to my bed and then he sat. He took my hand again and I gave him a weak smile. I had no idea what that bubbly nurse bitch had added to my IV, but I felt as if I had drunk straight shots. I prayed they get me to my room fast because I wanted to be awake to see my baby and I knew I was barely holding on.

      A few short seconds later the curtain was snatched open again and I thought it would be my ride to my room, but it was a doctor.

      “Good afternoon,” she said in a serious and professional manner. I thanked God he wasn’t all bright eyed and chipper like the nurse that had come in before.

      “Hey,” I said. He approached my bed and then hit the button that allowed me to rise up.”

      “I’m Dr. Rhodes and I’m the one who patched you up,” she gave me a friendly smile.

      “Thanks,” I laughed lightly.

      “No problem, that’s what I do,” she joked. “They will take you up soon, but I wanted to tell you a few things first about your injuries.”

      “Okay,” I said with a nod.

      “Is it okay to speak in front of your guest,” she asked? “Sir maybe you should step outside.”

      I looked at Chaos and I could see the attitude all over his face. It almost made me laugh, almost. “Hell naw I ain’t leaving, I ain’t no fucking guest shit she my damn girl so go on and get this started.” I swear he had no fucking manners.

      “Ok there are just a few things to go over. The police would like to come and question you when you are up to it.” Holding up my hand I stopped her, because I had no idea who did this shit to me.

      “Listen I don’t need to speak to the police at all. I was in my house minding my own business when there was a drive by shooting. This is common in Chicago and many other cities. How would I have seen someone or known anything? I just want to get out of here and get my son somewhere safe.”

      “Okay, Miss Thomas, I completely understand and I told them that you were not in any shape to talk to them right now. My only concern is your health and recovery. Since there was bruising around your neck, and the scratches on your inner thighs we did a rap kit just to be safe. Since you were not conscious and your injuries were consistent with a personal attack it’s standard procedure.”

      “What the fuck you mean raped? Ma who did this shit to you? A nigga raped you,” he roared as he got in my face. I nodded my head no trying to get him to calm the fuck down but he was wilding out. Punching the wall he stormed out of the room mad as fuck.

      I nodded and thanked God that Chaos had left the room before he put hands on the doctor. That was something I didn’t want him to hear. The doctor went on and on and on about my other wounds and the recovery time and then she said, “And lastly your baby is fine. Although you went through a traumatic experience your baby is fine and as soon as you are release, you need to see your OB right away to follow up.”

      All I could manage was a blank stare. “My what?” I asked barely audible.

      “I’m sorry,” Dr. Rhodes said.

      “You said my baby, what baby?”

      “Yes, your baby. I know you hit your head pretty hard, but you did know you were pregnant right?”

      My ears rang and my heart thumped and my eyes began to blink uncontrollably. I was speechless. At a loss of words and I didn’t know to think or say. I was happy as fuck that Chaos had vacated the room, because I sure as hell didn’t want him to know that information. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Still not sure I heard what I heard I asked again like a slow person. Maybe that bump on my damn head was serious “I’m sorry Doctor, please repeat that?”

      “Yes, I was confirming that your fetus is unharmed.” I guess the look on my face let her know I knew shit about a fucking baby. “I’m sorry I guess you didn’t know you were expecting. Congratulations you are six weeks pregnant, everything seems to be going well with the pregnancy so far, and since you were unaware I’ll have the nurse get you started on your prenatal pills right away.” I felt my heart sink and the room spin. I couldn’t be having a baby with Chaos was the last thing I thought about before everything went black.
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      When I opened my eyes, I was in a different room. It was quieter in that room and as soon as I gathered my senses and thought about the news Dr. Rhodes had given me I was about to cry, but the door flew open and I damn near jumped out of my skin. My fear turned to joy as my son came flying into the room followed by the Ashlee, Nicco and Nikki. Chaos stepped in behind them, but stood a few feet away off to the side watching everything through his low hooded eyes. I wondered what he was thinking. And I wondered if he missed me the way I missed him? Shaking my head slightly to break out of the trance he always had me in, I gently held my son close to me. Burying my head into his soft curls I let out a sigh of relief.

      “See Kah, I told you that mommy was good,” Chaos said stepping closer to us and putting his hand on Kahlan’s back. Kah looked up and smiled at Chaos like he was the doctor who stitched my ass back together. He had really made a mark on my son and it scared me, especially since he could walk away to easy. Closing my eyes as he kissed the top of my head affectionately all my thoughts drifted away and I smiled.

      “Well I see you with another hood rat that will leave you pregnant and alone Cayane,” my mother said entering the hospital room. Shit I thought she had dropped Kah off and ran up outta there to avoid real mother obligations. Here we go again with this mother hate daughter bullshit. Shaking my head, she cut me off, like always. “Don’t deny it, if he was any good you wouldn’t have been living in that neighborhood that me and your father got out of, because it is like a war zone and you sure as hell wouldn’t have been on the phone begging me for a place to stay.

      “Why don’t you shut the fuck up. You not about to stress my girl out,” he growled and I knew this was about to get all the way fucked up.

      “No I won’t stop Mr. Thug Life,” my mother said with both hands on her hips like she was fucking mother of the year. Chaos scowled at her. My mother was a bitch and I wished she would have gone her ass home.

      He turned around and walked closer to my mother causing me to tense up. I feared for her because this nigga already showed how ruthless he could behave. “As for ya’ old crooked wig wearing ass, watch how the fuck you talk to her. Naw I ain’t no bum ass nigga and I sure as hell ain’t bout to leave my girl out. She was in the process of moving when this shit went down not that it’s your business, and she sure as hell ain’t begging you for a place to live because her and Kah is straight. I’m a real man so I’m gonna make sure of that.

      “Young man you are very rude,” she spat and made her theatrical exit. We all laughed and Ashlee started hugging me damn near cutting off my air supply. “Bestie I am so glad you’re alright. I couldn’t live if something happened to you.” She was soaking my hospital gown with tears as she sobbed. I loved Ash but she was always the dramatic type. When she finally released the strong hold she had on me, I turned my attention back to my son. Planting so many kisses on his face. They all hung around for a while and then my doctor came in to check on me again.

      “Knock, knock,” a voice called out and a doctor walked in. “Hello Miss Cayane, I just need to do a check of your wound and bandage before I leave. Can I have everyone wait outside?” she asked politely. Ashlee got Kah together and her, Nicco and Nikki headed to the door. Chaos stayed posted up beside me like we were attached at the hip.

      “Nigga you a part of everyone, now get the fuck out. My head was starting to hurt and I wasn’t in the mood for him to receive any more clues to what the fuck Juice did to me or about the baby I had growing inside of me.

      He didn’t move an inch so the doctor cleared her throat. “Sir I promise it will take less than five minutes. We have a waiting room outside or maybe she would like some food from the cafeteria.”

      “Yes, I’m getting a migraine, because I‘m hungry. Please get me some chicken soup and crackers.”

      Finally, he let his hand roam over mine before he nodded and left. The doctor, Dr. Rhodes was friendly and I was glad it wasn’t someone new. She told me everything she was doing before she did it just like earlier. I wasn’t really paying attention to the murmuring and checking. My head hurt too fucking bad. When the doctor finally left the room only Ashlee and Kah walked back in causing me to be disappointed that Chaos wasn’t with them.  She sat and my little man climbed back into my bed with me. Ashlee and I talked and then Chaos walked in with my food.

      He sat in down on the table alongside of my bed. “Look shawty Nicco and I got some business we need to go handle. As soon as I’m done, I’ll be right back up here,” he said. “You gonna be good?” I nodded. “Kah, be sure to look after yo’ ma ‘til I get back, aw’ight,” he said and he and my son did some damn handshake and I wondered when did he teach him that.

      He kissed my forehead and then turned to Ashlee. “We gon’ drop Nikki back at yo’ house,” he said.

      “Thanks, and Ca’Shon please don’t say shit about your uncle coming up in here with Rita this morning,” Ash shot out before he could leave causing me to raise an eyebrow in a questioning motion.

      “I know the deal Ash, I got’chu,” he said and then made his exit.

      “Ummm, what was that about Nicco’s daddy coming here with my momma this morning?” I quizzed.

      Ashlee shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Gurl, let me tell you.”

      “Oh Lord what is my momma up to now?”

      “Girl I don’t know for sure, but he come rolling up in here with yo’ mother this morning, talkin’ bout, he was just dropping by when Nicco called and then he was coming to pray for your soul,” Ash said.

      “How early?”

      “At eight something this damn morning.”

      “So, my mother really came up here with him and not with my daddy?”

      “To be honest, I don’t think either of them even told yo’ daddy that you up in here.”

      I nodded, because I was sure she was right. My dad would have come to the hospital. “So, you think my momma and Pastor Morgan got something going on?” I asked.

      She hunched her shoulders. “I don’t know and if Nicco finds out, he gon’ act a fool.”

      “Grandma was kissing him in the car mommy. Is he grandma’s boyfriend and grandpa two?” Kah asked innocently.

      I looked at Ashlee with wide eyes. “I knew she was spending too much time at that damn church and everything was church this, church function that and she screwing around with him. If Nicco’s mother ever found out,” I said shaking my head.

      “Girl, Beatrice will publicly beat yo’ momma’s ass,” Ash joked.

      “I’d love to see that for real,” I said laughing. I was feeling better due to having Ash and Kah with me and all I wanted to do was get out of that damn hospital and check on my place. The doctor told me that I’d have that stupid IV taken out by nightfall I wanted the nurse to hurry up and get it up outta my arm.

      “Oh, I got your purse and phone in my car. I know you will need a new phone because yo’ screen is done, so let me text Chaos to go and pick you up another one.”

      “No Ash, please. I have insurance on my phone I can get a replacement phone when I go home.”

      “Bitch please, stop it. He can pick you up a phone. All that waiting is nonsense and stupid,” she said and even though she was right I stuck to my original answer. Once Kah had fallen asleep and my arms I told Ashlee the true events about Juice and she was on fire.

      “Bitch you know as soon as I walk in my door I’m telling Nicco and Chaos right?”

      “No Ash, please promise me you won’t say a word.”

      She clicked her tongue. “Bitch you betta pause on that shit, because that nigga don’t deserve to breath and if some nigga’s after him kicked in yo’ door, shit ain’t gon’ get no better and that muthafucka needs to be eliminate Cay. After all the shit he’s ever put you through, what he fuckin’ did to Kah,” she said getter louder.

      “Shhhhhh, Ash, please. That’s why I can never tell you shit, because it can never be me just confiding yo’ ass. I don’t want Chaos and Nicco solving every fucking problem for me,” I yelled whispered. I had my son in my arms and I didn’t want to wake him and he didn’t need to hear any of our conversations.

      “Too bad bitch!” she whispered yelled back at me. “We are your fuckin’ fam Cay your ass could have fucking died last night, don’t your simple ass understand that. We know you strong, independent and all that fuckin’ black girls rock shit, but this what family does for each other. We handle shit. All this time we’ve begged you to move, but that fuck up ass pride of yours just won’t let you listen, so fuck that shit. I’m telling Nicco and Chaos every fucking thing and when they release you from here you and Kah are staying with us until you are well enough to move around, and fuck that shitty ass job of yours.

      “Your only fucking job for now is to go to school and raised Kah, understood,” she deemed and my eyes welled. The hormones were in full force, because I was never a crying bitch and she was absolutely right, Juice needed to pay for everything that he had done to me and my son.

      If I had died, this baby inside of me would have died and Chaos may have never known. I nodded tired of arguing with her for the moment, and she sat on my bed and put a hand on my leg.

      “I’m sorry Cay, but no more doing this shit all by yo’self, okay,” she said softly.

      “Okay,” I said and swiped a tear. “And Ash, there is more, but before I say a word you have to promise me that you will let me tell Chaos and Kah myself.”

      “What is it?”

      “Promise,” I said again.

      “Okay, damn bitch I promise,” she said sincerely.

      I swallowed hard, swiped away another tear and then half smiled. “I’m pregnant.”

      With those words Ashlee’s mouth fell open.
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      I drove home in a daze, trying to tell myself that I wasn’t jealous and I was happy for my best friend. “Pregnant,” repeated for the one hundredth time and I wondered did Cay see the fakeness in the mini celebration we had quietly trying not to wake Kah. I held on to my tears until I strapped Kah into his car seat and stood outside of my car and broke down. I didn’t want Kah to wake up and ask what was wrong, so I stood at the rear or my car and cried until I could shut off the waterworks.

      Never would I not be happy for my friend, I mean this baby would be another addition to our family, but still it would be her child and not mine. I took a few deep breaths and then climbed in the driver’s seat.  I looked over my shoulder and was happy to see that Kah was still sleeping like a bear.  I smiled at his little handsome face and wondered why we still hadn’t conceived. We had only started infertility a few weeks ago and the very first week we got word that Nicco was fine.

      The fertility specialist had us trying the ovulation kit and temperature taking for now and he did tell us it would be a process, but for a little part of me and Nicco, I’d do whatever it took. I was feeling weighed down and needed a drink and my husband to hold me. I needed to tell him about that muthafucka Juice, but I needed him to talk me off the bridge, because learning my best friend was pregnant again, after all the years we’ve been trying had me ready to jump.

      “Please Lord, help me. I know I’m not supposed to question you Lord, but I need to know why can’t I get pregnant?” I cried and then finally pushed the button to start my car. I drove home in a daze trying to think of something else other than Cay’s pregnancy. Olivia’s ho’ ass even managed to be a mother, and everyone knew that ho’s mother card should have been revoked and burned. Her kids stayed at her momma’s house and when she did have them, it looked like their clothes hadn’t been washed and her daughter’s hair was never done.

      Way back in the day I used to shop for her babies too, but one time I caught her ass up in Carson’s returning some shit I had gotten for them. Over two hundred dollars’ worth of nice shit and she tried to tell me that they were the wrong fit. I was like then you’d be exchanging the clothes, not getting a refund, so if I’d take them anywhere with me and Kah, I’d have them bathe and dress at my house. Tam would comb her little girls’ hair and people would comment on how I needed to take them kids from O, but I wanted my own kids with my husband and I just wished God would have mercy on me and allow me the chance to be a mother.

      When I pulled into my driveway, I didn’t expect to see Olivia’s car. She had been calling me all damn day, but I was so concerned and occupied with Cayane I never called her back. I was in no mood to deal with her. I just wanted to feed Kah, get him bathed and down, while I unwound with some red wine. I didn’t want to recap the day with her ass, but she was still my girl. I just wished at times she and I were as close as Cay and I were, and I’m sure she did too.

      “Damn O’, no call first,” I said when I got out.

      “Bitch please, I’ve been blowing up yo’ phone all damn day,” she spat. I noted that she was drunk because she slurred her words.

      I headed around to get Kah out and she followed me to the other side of my car. “I’m sorry girl, this thing with Cay getting shot.”

      “Cayane got shot!” she blasted.

      “Shhhhhh, Kah, is back here sleeping. He knows she is in the hospital, but he doesn’t know she got shot,” I said.

      “Don’t shush me and if Cay got shot, why didn’t either of you bitches let a bitch know? I mean I’m supposed to be yo’ girl too,” she spat and she reeked of liquor.

      “It was just an eventful day O’, damn and you are my girl and you’re right I should have called you,” I said with my hand on the door to open it.

      “You got’damn right bitch,” she yelled in my face.

      I loved Olivia like a sister, but this drunk ass bitch needed to bring all that shit down. My day ended with good and depressing news and all I wanted to do was get inside to my damn Merlot.

      “O’ look now, you gon’ have to bring all that shit down. It’s late and I’m tired and I have to lug this heavy little boy up the stairs, so do you need an Uber?” I asked, because she didn’t need to be driving.

      “Oh, so first you ignore me all fucking day and now I can’t’ come up in yo’ house. If I was Cay, would you be calling me an Uber or letting in yo’ house?”

      Now she was just mad pissing me the hell off. “O’ lower your damn voice, before you wake my God son and if you were Cay, you’d be at home being a mother to your kids and not out here in that ho’ dress, drunk as fuck!” I blasted at her. I was tired and didn’t have time for one of Olivia’s tantrums. She had been that way since we were teens, always saying that I treated Cay different or better and all truth she was right, but Cayane didn’t act like Olivia. Cayane hadn’t sucked damn near every nigga’s dick in Chicago. Cayane put her son first, and Cay never had her hand out. Yes, I had did a lot of shit for Olivia. Paid bills for her, brought her shit, paid for her to go on trips with us, always picking up the tab when we kicked it, but that bitch was never grateful, she always looked at what I did for Cay as if I’d never done a damn thing for her.

      “You know what Ash fuck you! And fuck yo’ Uber,” she said and then stomped away. “And since y’all think so little of me and always keeping me out of the loop, fuck both of y’all and I don’t give a fuck about Cayane’s weak, can’t keep a man ass.”

      “O’ carry yo’ drunk ass home!” I yelled.

      “Fuck you Ash, and I’m about to go by Tam’s. She’s my real fucking friend and maybe me her and Juice can have a threesome,” she spat and tried to hurry off, but I ran up behind her.

      “What you say about my baby sis?” I demanded.

      And she turned back to me and got in my face. “Yeah bitch, you so far up in Cayane’s ass that yo’ lil sis throwing that pussy too and at the rate she going Nicco gon’ get some too!” she barked. My mouth opened, but nothing came out. “Don’t look so surprised. Everybody can see that she is feeling yo’ husband, but yo’ slow ass and just like Juice all up in her shit now, that nigga’ used to be all up in mine,” she said, and I lost it. I tackled that drunk bitch to the asphalt and I pounded on that bitch face until someone pulled me off of her.”

      “What the fuck Ash, what is you doin’,” Nicco yelled, holding on to me.

      “Let me go Nicco,” I yelled trying to break free. I was going to beat that ho’s ass until I was tired.

      She scrambled to get her stupid ass off the ground, huffing and puffing with blood dripping from her nose. “Yes, let that bitch go Nicco,” she barked.

      “Finally, somebody’ don’ whipped yo’ ugly ho’ ass,” Chaos said standing there with his arms folded.

      “Fuck you Chaos,” she yelled.

      “Fuck you, you dirty bitch!” he roared at her. “Hey cuz, let Ash go, so she can wipe the pavement with this filthy ho’,” he said.

      “Olivia, get in yo’ car and get the fuck outta here,” Nicco ordered. I wanted him to let me go.

      “This ain’t over bitch and once Cayane finds out about you and Juice, she gon’ beat dat ass again,” I yelled.

      She opened her car door and got in and started to roll away. She stopped and let down her window and said, “Tell that bitch Cay to bring it and bring that lil Scarface nigga son of her, so he can play with his big brother,” she spat and with that Nicco let me loose and that hoe peeled off so fast, I couldn’t catch her unless I ran her down in my car.

      “What the fuck happened,” he demanded, and I marched over to my car. I was mad as hell and no longer tired.

      “Baby, come and get little man and get him inside. I need to pay Tam’s ass a visit,” I huffed.

      “No baby, calm the fuck down!” Nicco said following me to my car.  I opened the door grateful to see little man still snoring. His face was drenched with sweat and I hurried and pulled him outta of there. Since Nicco wanted to try to reason with me, I handed Kah off to Ca’Shon. “Here cuz, you know the code. Get him inside to Nikki and tell her to make sure he eats something and bath him for me.”

      He took him, without discussion. “I was going to head back up to the hospital, do you want me to just keep him?”

      “Nah, Cay said she wanted him eat and sleep in his bed at my house tonight. I don’t think she wants him to see her up in the hospital like that.”

      “Got’cha,” he said and went inside.

      I was so furious and Nicco was standing in front of my drivers’ door. “Baby, I don’t have time for no family is family speeches. Tam on some goofy shit and I’m about to go check dat’ ass.”

      “Listen baby, I know you are boiling right now and want to go out guns blazin’ on Tam, but you need to calm the fuck down. Olivia is a ho’ and I’ve been telling you that shit for the longest time and now you about to kick down Tam’s door over something O’s ho’ ass said, come on baby,” he said and I just looked at him.

      Then I asked, “Has Tam ever once tried to fuck wit’ you?”

      “Ash, what the fuck kinda question is that?”

      “A question I need an answer too,” I said and he looked away.

      “Nicco!” I said between clinched teeth.

      “Baby, stop, okay, it was nothing,” he said.

      “What the fuck was nothing,” I asked.

      “Look I checked her ass okay and she is not a threat,” he said, and my head tilted to the right.

      “What the fuck, why did I not know that you had to check Tam on some foul shit Nicco!” My blood was starting to simmer.

      “Look, you are upset, it was a comment she made, I told her to get that bullshit outta her fucking head and told her that she better not ever say anything like that shit again to me or out loud.”

      I folded my arms across my chest. “What in the fuck did she say!” I demanded.

      “The other night when I went over, we were chatting, and she said something like, I’d give you a baby if Ashlee can’t,” he said and my eyes bulged. “But when she said it, she pretended like she was joking, and I didn’t tell you, because I knew she was a little tipsy. I told her that that shit wasn’t funny and never to joke like that again,” he said and a before I knew it I slapped the shit outta my husband.

      “Fuck Ash!” he yelled and then grabbed me.

      “Let me the fuck go!”

      “No and don’t you ever put yo’ muthafuckin’ hands on me again!” he blasted.

      My eyes burned with tears, because I didn’t mean to hit him. I was angry at Tam, but it stung to hear those words when all I’ve been trying to do is give him a baby.

      “I’m sorry for hitting you, that was out of line,” I said and a tear fell. He pulled me into his arms and held me. I wanted him to let me go, because as hurt as I was by what he had said, that wasn’t going to stop me from putting hands on Tam. It may not have been that night, but my little sister was going to get an ass whippin’ for sure.
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      As soon as Ash left the hospital I checked the clock on the wall and knew my time was short. She wasn’t going to leave me alone for long, before I knew it her or Chaos would be hovering next to my bedside like I was a half dead baby bird. I took a few minutes to think about Chaos, I wondered what it meant him showing up to the hospital and acting like he cared about me. I appreciated him being there I really did. Over the short time I had known him he had become someone special to me, someone I knew I was falling for. And that had not happened in forever.

      Admitting to myself that I could be in love sent a shot of fear through me that was so intense it caused me to sit straight up in the bed. The fear led to panic, I couldn’t do that to myself. Look what happened with Juice, then how Chaos ruined my chanced of moving by fucking up shit at my job. I wouldn’t go as far as to blame him for all that had happened because I could have allowed him to pay my rent or let Nicco give me the place for free. But the fact that he was somewhat involved in my downfall, which was ultimately my sons downfall caused reality to wash over me. Yep I had to go. Love had never gotten me anywhere but hurt and fucked up. Buzzing miss chipper in my room I looked around wondering what the hell I was going to wear home. I needed to be out of here before anyone got back especially him.

      “Hello Cayane, how are you feeling? Are you ready for more pain meds?” She walked around checking my IV and taking my blood pressure. I wondered about her life, she looked so at ease, so fucking happy just to be alive.

      “No I need my discharge papers, NOW, please.” I added the last part and a fake ass smile hoping she would just hurry the fuck up and not try and talk me out of leaving. Arguing with a nurse was not my idea of a good start to my plan.

      “I wouldn’t suggest you leave but we cannot hold you here. I will grab the papers and your prescriptions. Please get them filled especially the antibiotic and prenatal pills. I will also send home instructions on how to care for your wound.” Nodding gratefully I sank back against the pillow sweating from the pain. I willed myself to get up and get myself together. By the time the nurse came back in I had managed to slip on the hospital socks and my black Nikes. I wrapped up in two of their gowns because I had no other clothes. She raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment. I was glad because the way I was frustrated at the moment I would have dropped her overly cheerful ass. I didn’t even have panties on so I hoped my pussy wasn’t out for the world to see. “Thanks,” I said as I grabbed all the papers and slowly headed out.

      As I made my way to the lobby of the hospital I realized a few things, one I didn’t have a phone and two I had no car to get home. Tightening my grip on my purse I realized that I must look like a crazy person in a hospital gown and a pair of Nikes but fuck it my clothes were shot up and bloody I assumed. I knew I had some cash in my purse so I would just have to take a taxi home that at least solved one issue. Standing outside I grabbed the first one that pulled into the pickup lane. I heard a few people cursing me out since I cut in front of them but I didn’t care, I knew they saw how injured I was, they could wait. I had to get home and start figuring out my life without interference from Ashlee or Chaos.

      The ride was thankfully a quiet one, my driver was an old Middle Eastern guy who kept staring at me with sad eyes but didn’t say a word.  “Thirty -five dollars even,” he said as we pulled up. I handed him two twenties and slowly got out of the car. He sped off as soon as my feet touched the concrete, I guess all the yellow tape and chalk outlines had him shook. It should have had me shook too but this was my hood, I grew up here. I was used to senseless murder.

      I wanted to cry seeing the blood on my front steps but I sucked the tears up. I wondered how much of it was mine. I watched the news earlier and saw the bodies lined up outside and said a quick prayer of thanks that I didn’t end up being one of them. I was sure once I opened the door I would see more shit to cry about. Sure enough stepping inside I had memories of Juice trying to rape me and bullets flying past my head. I immediately went in the kitchen and grabbed a bucket and bleach so I could start cleaning up. I was glad there was no carpet in the living room because I would at least be able to clean the hardwood floors. As I stood from the cabinet I noticed my refrigerator door was opened. Why would the police be messing around in my damn fridge? Peering inside I noticed it was empty except a half-eaten head of lettuce. What the fuck. I had just gone to the grocery store and my shit was full. Looking around closely I noticed my kitchen was bare. The space where my microwave was sitting was now empty and even my toaster was missing.

      I stood really still listening to see if someone was in here with me. My slumlord never came to even board up the shot out windows and now people were squatting in my shit eating my food. My heart was racing and every little sound caused me to jump. I was in no condition to fight anyone so if the thief was still inside I was fucked up. Maybe coming back here wasn’t the best idea.

      As I cautiously made my way through the entire house I realized that everything that wasn’t shot up was missing. But at least I appeared to be alone. Praying I made my way to the last room, my son’s room. Seeing the way it was tossed had me feeling violated. His bed was pushed over, the mattresses on the floor and all his dresser drawers where pulled out. His toys where broken and even the night light was wrecked. Taking inventory with my eyes I realized they stole my son’s clothes, shoes and jewelry. Spinning around fast I felt dizzy as I made my way back to the front. I had to get out of here, out of that room. Stopping at the bathroom I threw up and I had no idea if it was from the baby or the shock of all that was going on. Brushing my teeth I stumbled to the living room.

      Leaning my head against the wall I tried to pull myself together so I could try to think of my next move, it had to be my best move. We couldn’t stay here, even though I wanted to, I mean that was my plan. Come home, clean up and continue on with my life. But now I was going to have to make shit right with my mother because I refused to live off of my best friend. Thinking about my mom made my skin crawl. Dealing with her everyday would be the fucking worst. That bitch had treated me nasty for as long as I could remember.

      I was tempted to at least leave Kahlan with Ash but I knew in my heart I couldn’t. I needed to give her some space, a fucking break from us, I noticed the stress on her today. Plus I saw the hurt in her eyes when I told her I was pregnant. I would never do that to her, make her watch my pregnancy, my second one, while she was still trying to have a baby. I wasn’t cruel. I loved Ashlee with everything in me and she didn’t deserve that.

      Wiping the tears from my eyes I began searching for my car keys but I didn’t see them anywhere. I tried to remember the last time I had them and in which room. I usually left them on the kitchen counter but it was empty. I didn’t see them in my purse so I didn’t think Ashlee picked them up. What the fuck was happening.

      Stepping outside to see if I left them in the car I felt my head instantly ache again when I saw the space where I parked my car was empty. Collapsing onto the steps I leaned up against the wooden railing for support. Someone had stolen my car too. I just couldn’t catch a fucking break. I couldn’t even call the cops to report the theft because I didn’t have a phone. I was stuck here, in a crime scene with no food, no TV and a door that couldn’t lock because it had more holes than fucking Swiss cheese.

      I sat there for hours just crying, people kept walking by staring at me, but no one asked was I ok. By the time it was dark outside I was cold, feeling nauseous and had to pee. I didn’t want to go back inside to what was left of my home so I sat in the same spot. I didn’t know what I was waiting for, no one was coming to save me. I let my hand roam over my belly and I worried about my unborn child, even though I wasn’t sure what I was doing about that situation. Bringing a second child into this life I was living was selfish, even if I knew this one’s father was better than the last.

      Seeing the lights on a vehicle as it pulled up in front of me I felt my body get tense as I envisioned Juice coming to torture me or the people who shot up the block coming back to finish the job. I was trembling as a tall figure in a hoodie made their way towards me. I just knew I was getting raped for sure this time. Juice had no conscious so I knew this would be a prime time for him to get at me. Struggling to get up and run I felt myself falling off the top stair and I knew this was it. I wasn’t making it through the night and maybe it was for the best.

      “Man what the fuck you doing here,” Chaos said as I felt him grab me in mid-air. All the breath left my body as I hit his rock hard abs. It hurt like fuck but I felt emotional relief knowing he was there. “Shorty I fucking thought someone came and snatched ya’ ass when I got to the hospital and you was gone. You always doing some fucking dumb shit. Why you can’t just stay in one place and listen for once. What if Kah would have been wit me when I came back up there? Or what if he needed you? You out here bad, no phone, shot the fuck up, hell no clothes on, nothing.” He was cussing my ass out and I just stood there in his arms taking it because he was right. But how could I go back and change any of this shit? I honestly just wanted to die. I felt a wave of depression so strong that my whole body shuddered and then went still.

      It was like he knew something was wrong in that moment. Chaos always seemed to be in tune with my needs. He pulled me back some to look in my face, his eyes searched me from top to bottom then stopped back at my face. “Ma, what’s wrong, talk to me,” he said in my ear, panic in his voice.

      “It’s all gone,” I said in a low tone, it was all I could manage to get out. My words were stuck inside under all the heartbreak and grief I was feeling. Weakly I waved my hand in the direction of my house. “They even took my car, Kah’s stuff,” I said the last part on a sob. Thinking of my son’s space being violated broke me all over again. Who the fuck stole from a child? Shit it was a crime scene, we could have been dead and they were in there taking our stuff.

      “Ma, fuck this shit, I been telling yo’ ass I got you. Now let’s go. If you need anything from inside this bitch grab it because you not coming the fuck back. Ya ass moving if I have to tie you up and throw you in the trunk and force you. I’m tired of playing wit ya’ ass.”

      I could see the rage in his eyes and I knew he really wasn’t playing wit me so I shut up. I wanted to offer some lame reason why I couldn’t leave or go with him but something told me to just give in and let him take control. Even though I knew I shouldn’t have I trusted him, well at least to take care of me, anything else was a toss-up. I at least wanted to know where I was moving too but the way his fists clenched as he walked through my crib let me know now wasn’t the time. I slowly started packing up my clothes and gathering my personal papers, so I could leave all of this behind. Now my life was in someone else’s hands.

      I guess I was taking too long because Chaos came in snatched shit out of my hands. Once everything was outside I stood there looking around letting the tears flow. This place may not have been shit to anyone else but it was my refuge, my home. When I left Juice it was a step up and represented my independence. “Let’s go, leave this shit where it’s at. All those tears, sadness all that shit ma, it ain’t worth it, you moving up not back.” He picked me up careful not to hit my wounds and carried me the fuck out.
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      When I went to go check on shorty her ass had ghosted all of us at the hospital. I didn’t even want to worry Ashlee with this shit so after I checked with Nicco that they didn’t have her I drove around trying to figure out where the fuck she was at. When I rolled up seeing her in front of her place I felt my heart hurt. Shorty looked traumatized, like she had been through the fire and back. When I felt her body shut down I knew some shit was wrong, I mean more than just what she had already been through. She was just giving up. I couldn’t even lie if I said that seeing the way they did her spot had me feeling some type of way.

      Driving through the streets to my place I glanced over at Cay curled up in the seat next to me. I had given her my hoodie to wear because the night air was chilly and I hated seeing her nothing on but a fucking gown. I fucked a lot of females over the years, even had a “girlfriend” or too but what I felt for Cay was different. Seeing her fucked up in the hospital had a nigga feeling some kind of way. I had to face the reality that if something had happened to her my fucking heart would have been hurt. I actually cared about her and that was a first for me.

      Pulling inside the garage I sat there a few minutes just watching her. Her face was scrunched up in her sleep and she had her tiny hands fisted. I knew going forward shit wasn’t going to be easy. She had been through a lot, some of that shit was still unknown but I was going to get to the bottom of it all. Believe that. Unloading the car I left her until last. My mind was on the information I had come across when I put my ears to the streets, and my money. Money always talked and this was no exception. I knew I needed to get back with Nicco asap, he got snakes on his team and this shit done went beyond someone skimming profits or snitching. If I verify this shit is true I’m killing niggas whole fucking families.

      Bringing Cayane inside last I took everything off of her before putting her in a warm tub of water and washing her up. She didn’t say a word, the pain meds had her half gone and the stress was controlling the parts of her that was aware. Taking her out I gently dried her off and put one of my True Religion tees on her. I didn’t want her wearing shit from that house honestly but I had to grab her some panties. If she left that fat ass pussy out all night I was going to be taking advantage of her in the worst way.

      I barely had food in this bitch since it was just me and I ate out or at Nicco crib most of the time but I knew her ass was starving. Her stomach was making noises that no one’s should ever make. “What you want to eat,” I asked shaking her slightly?

      “Umm, Chinese food please, orange chicken, lo mien noodles, egg drop soup and extra fortune cookies.” She closed her eyes and rolled over on her side. A few seconds later she was snoring. Ordering shorty food I knew she probably wasn’t ‘bout to eat all that shit but fuck it I didn’t care. Whatever she wanted, she could have.

      I sat in the dark living room just thinking, I was a nigga who enjoyed the quiet when I had a lot of shit on my mind. It helped me come up with a plan because these cats who just be jumping around making noise all the fucking time usually turn out to be reckless and always end up in fucked up situations. Hearing a knock on the door I went to grab the food. Seeing my phone light up and Ashlee’s name flash across the screen I knew her bitch as husband couldn’t keep his fucking mouth closed.

      “Thanks,” I said paying the delivery guy as I swiped right on my cell. “Yo,” I answered with an attitude.

      “Ca’shon is she with you, why aren’t you out there searching for her. She is my best friend and no one told me she was gone until now. I am leaving Kah with Nikki and coming to help find her.” Ashlee was losing her damn mind on the other end of the phone. She was the definition of hysterical female lately. I saw how close to the edge she was earlier when she was beating the hell out of Olivia, even though I wanted to break that bitches neck for what she had did to Cay. Now Ash was having a complete meltdown on my line.

      “Yo cuz calm the fuck down. All that shit you doing for nothing, I told Nicco not to say shit to you because I had it handled and I do. She good, I got her and she bout to eat and sleep. You can talk to her in the morning when you bring Kah to me. Go take a Xanax or have a drink. Lately you been acting like you need some dick or something. Nicco not hitting it the right way,” I asked being an asshole?

      The line was totally quiet and I thought her ass hung up on me. “Chaos I hate ya’ ass but thank you for finding my bestie. Don’t fuck wit her, I will come and get her in the morning.” With that she hung up with a bunch of false dreams in her head. Shorty wasn’t leaving my shit period, this was her crib now. I didn’t want her staying wit someone feeling like a fucking burden, trying to find a way to run away and get her own. I was giving her, her own.

      “Cay,” I called softly once I went upstairs to give her the food. She must have smelled that shit because she jumped up and smiled. It was the first smile I had seen on her face in a while and it made a nigga feel warm inside like a fucking bitch. I almost wanted to drop her shit on the floor just to get my feelings back right. I couldn’t be out here like a bitch nigga with feelings and shit.

      “Thank you, not just for the food, but for everything. You came for me, twice. I don’t know why you did it but I appreciate it. No one has ever come for me before.” I just nodded keeping a serious look on my face. Sitting on the edge of the bed I watched as she buss the food down. Wasn’t shit left when she finally finished. I guess she really was hungry. I thought about what I had found out about Olivia and considered telling her. But I knew now wasn’t the time. I just didn’t want to keep secrets and shit since I just got her back in my life.

      “Chaos, I just wanted to thank you again. I really appreciate you.” She was laid back half asleep but trying to thank me.

      “Shh, get some rest ma, you good.” I pulled the covers over her and kissed her on the top of her head.

      “But, I love you,” she mumbled as sleep took over. Hearing her say that had a nigga feeling like I was punched in the chest. I wasn’t ready for that. Making my way into one of the guest rooms I took a shower and passed the fuck out.
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      Cay had a rough few days so Ashlee kept Kah a little longer. Shorty literally did nothing but eat and sleep and have nightmares, she would wake up screaming day and night. It was fucking wit my head because I hated seeing her in so much pain. I had to handle business so I had been gone for most of the day. “Yo Cay, you good ma,” I asked as I jogged up the stairs.

      “Stop, please leave me alone. Please don’t do this,” she cried out in her sleep. Her face was filled with sweat mixed with tears. Not giving a fuck that I had my clothes on I jumped in the bed next to her and took her in my arms. I had been avoiding being close to her because honestly I was scared as fuck about what she had me feeling but I just couldn’t take it anymore.

      “You good ma, I’m here and that nigga can’t touch you again.” I ran my hands up and down her back under her shirt and felt her relax a little. I dint know what the fuck to do so I just started kissing her on her neck and her cheeks hoping that would comfort her.

      “Sorry,” she said trying to wiggle out of my arms. I held on tighter not wanting to let her go. I loved the feel of her, all soft and curves. I swear I missed that shit. Laying her on her back I leaned over her trapping her body with my legs.

      “Sorry for what? This shit not ya’ fault and a nigga been trying to be there for you. Stop pushing me away, just let me be who you need. You know I fuck wit you the long way.” She looked up at me with her pretty brown eyes and I just wanted to protect her, love her.

      “I umm, I don’t want to burden anyone. I feel better now so you can let me go.” She smiled a little and I felt my dick get hard. She was sexy as fuck even with a bullet hole and bruised up body. Realizing her ass was distracting me I moved over a little but still held her in my arms.

      “Cayane you need to tell me who tried to rape you. Ma that nigga needs to get touched.” She was already shaking her head in denial but I couldn’t keep letting this shit go. Since I had a lead on who the shooters where I knew that the rape shit was someone different and I couldn’t let that shit go. Picturing another nigga touching her had me hot.

      “Owww, Ca’shon you’re hurting me,” she cried out and I realized I was squeezing the fuck out of her arm. She knew what it was though because she dropped her head in deep thought. “Look I really don’t want to relive this Chaos. He didn’t rape me, but he tried. It all happened so fast. I came home and he was waiting, grabbed me and, well anyway I fought back. Then the shooting happened and he ran, left me there to die.

      The way she said the last part confirmed she knew who the fuck it was. It couldn’t be the bitch ass nigga from her job because I splattered his brains on the sidewalk. I wasn’t really aware of any other dudes in her life. Was she fucking someone else while she was fucking wit me? I couldn’t even be mad because I never made us official. Hell shorty thought I didn’t even like her ass.

      “You still not telling me who, and before you tell me some dumb shit I know you know who the fuck it was. Don’t fucking play wit me Cayane.” I brought my face close to hers so she knew I was dead ass serious.

      “Juice,” she whispered. “He was mad because you had Kah wit you. He wanted to get to our son, make him understand that he was his father. Punish him for loving you, punish me for allowing it. He was so angry, he wasn’t going to let me go. Nothing was going to stop him. The shooting saved my life.” She curled into a ball and cried. I swear that shit was breaking a nigga all the way down. Juice was already on my hit list for some day but his ass just got bumped up to priority.

      “That nigga got to go ma, I ain’t Nicco, I don’t give a fuck how any one feels about that shit at all. He’s as good as dead as soon as I catch his ass.” She nodded into my chest as I pulled her closer.

      She turned her face to me and started kissing me. I didn’t even feel good about fucking shorty with how she was feeling so I tried to keep shit calm. That was some punk shit to be taking advantage of her when she was down. “Nah ma don’t do that,” I said as her hands made their way to my belt buckle.

      “My bad,” she said and I could hear the hurt in her voice, when I glimpsed her face I saw the rejection and sadness. Fuck! She pulled herself away and was getting up before I could even process what the hell had happened.

      “Where the fuck you going,” I growled as I snatched her back to me. She kept her face hidden, I guess she was embarrassed by how she was feeling. “Yo look at me,” I said forcing her head up. “What you think I don’t want you?” I could see from the look on her face that was exactly it.

      Pushing her down I let her feel my body, how she had my man on brick. “Cayane, I want yo’ ass. I think about fucking you the minute I wake up. Every time I see yo’ sexy ass in my bed, sleeping in nothing but silk panties and my t-shirt, I want to slide up in that fat pussy.” Slowly I kissed her neck, then her collar bone. Snatching the shirt off her I sucked her right breast then her left before going further.

      Making a circle with my tongue around her belly button I could see her juices gushing out of the light blue panties she had on. I wasn’t into doing shit like this but for her it felt right. She was squirming and her breathing was heavy. I had her ready to cum before I even touched her because she was clenching her legs shut. “Baby, open up for me,” I coached as I spread her legs apart. Pushing her panties to the side I slowly licked her pearl that was swollen and ready. Sticking one finger in her tight pussy I sucked on her clit causing her to moan in pleasure.

      Once she came twice back to back I made my way up her body kissing her, letting her taste herself. I wanted to fuck her so bad that shit wasn’t funny, but I wasn’t going to. “I want yo’ ass, but I respect you. I can wait until you’re healed because I’m a real man. But don’t ever doubt that I want you Cayane,” I said as I watched her emotions play out in her eyes.
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      I woke up to Chaos snoring next to me. He had his head on my pillow and his hand was on my belly like he somehow knew our baby was in there. Just the thought had me moving his hand a little to the left. I wasn’t ready to tell him about the baby and I still didn’t know about keeping it. I had a roof over my head for the moment, but my son didn’t even have a pair of pants or a coat. All his stuff was gone except for what he had at his God moms and that still fucked with my head.

      “Yo what you over here over thinking,” he asked popping his head up. I shook my head to say nothing. “Naw I know ya’ ass, you probably trying to find a way to run away again. But let me tell you this, try it and I am whooping your ass. I mean it straight like that, Im’ma get a belt and beat ya’’ ass like a child that stole something.”

      I giggled until he kept mugging me and I knew he was serious. Turning my giggle into a pout, I rolled over and gave him my back. “Girl stop playing and go get dressed. I miss my little man he gotta come home today.” He slapped my ass and I felt the cold air hit my skin as his warmth left.

      I was dragging out of the bed at first, but then I thought about having my son with me and got myself together fast. I missed him so much it physically hurt. But I also knew I had to take the time to heal some before having him back full time. Showering I was happy that I was healing, but annoyed at the scar the bullet left. No wonder why Chaos didn’t want to fuck me. This shit looked hideous. Once I was out I looked through the plastic bins of my clothes that we brought. Some of my shit was missing, but they left behind what I had in the totes in the closets and my under clothes.  I pulled out an olive green fitted Nike jogging suit and a pair of sneakers to match. Looking in the mirror I sighed at my hair. I needed it done, along with my nails, toes and eyebrows. I was looking kinda scary right now. Using the brush and some gel I got it all in a ponytail that satisfied me and I was ready. I missed having all the conveniences of home and felt displaced as fuck right now.

      “Yo’ let’s go we got shit to do,” Chaos rude ass said as he came in the bathroom without knocking. Rolling my eyes I grabbed my purse and motioned towards the door letting his impatient ass know I was ready. Following him outside I wondered which vehicle we were taking because there was a few in the driveway and in the garage. It was a bit warm out for me to have on a sweat suit but I didn’t have many fucking options at this point. Stopping to look at myself in the camera of the camera of my new IPhone and frowned. Chaos was next to me looking like a fucking super star and I looked homeless, which I was. “Fuck you frowning ya’ face for, you are looking good as fuck for real. You always do,” he said palming my ass.

      I smiled on the inside, I swear I couldn’t get enough of him. He had my heart and pussy thumping at the same time. If it weren’t for Kah I would have took him back inside and showed him something. “Here,” he said tossing me some keys. I damn near dropped them on the ground.

      “What are these,” I asked looking skeptically at the keys he threw me? One was a fob with a symbol for Benz on it and the other two looked like regular keys.

      “Your keys, house keys, and car keys. Yo’ ass driving by the way.” He walked to a cocaine white Benz that was parked at the end of the driveway and I felt a grin involuntarily cross my face. I couldn’t even accept this shit but the thought and sight of it made me happy.

      “You know I can’t take this Ca’Shon. It’s way too much,” I protested. He just leaned up against the passenger side of the car and folded his arms. I loved the way he didn’t talk too much. Some of these niggas chatted like bitches. He used his eyes to say what he wanted before his words, and his eyes were telling me to shut the fuck up and get in the car.

      “Ma let’s go, this ya’ shit, it’s in ya’ name and its girly as fuck so what Im’ma do with it anyway?” Bark barking the alarm I opened the door and slid into the peanut butter leather seats. I could live in this fucking car it was that nice. Hitting the push to start it silently came to life. I stared across at him not having a clue where we were headed. “Head to your hair shop, you got an appointment with Kisha at nine.”

      Driving I didn’t really want to go to the hair shop, I didn’t have enough money to get my shit done. My extra funds needed to buy my son clothes. But I was embarrassed to tell him that. I didn’t want him to think I was asking for money and shit, especially since he just got me a whip. I almost bounced around in my seat thinking about the car. I wanted to laugh and cry at the same time. A nigga never did no shit like that for me in the past.

      Once I parked in front of the salon he jumped out to come open my door. That shit was sweet, I hated that I fell deeper for him every day because of shit like that. He gently pushed my body against the door and kissed me. My head was spinning as I felt his tongue touch mine. “Really you two, ewww, get a room or something.” We were interrupted by the sound of Ashlee giggling and shit. “Come on bestie we have a whole morning planned,” she said with a fucking Kool Aid smile.

      Slowly he let me go, but not before grabbing my hand. “You forgot something,” he said. He reached in his pocket and pulled out a knot of cash. I was expecting him to give me a hundred off the roll or maybe some twenties. Instead he shoved the whole thing in my hand. “Give me ya’’ keys I will be back to pick you up in a little bit. And Cayane, don’t fucking act up ma. I can see it in ya’ eyes you want to be on some bullshit, but trust me don’t do it.”

      It was like he was reading my mind, because I had no intentions on taking what he was giving. Letting my shoulders droop I put the money in purse and walked inside. “Girl isn’t your car the shit. I picked it out and had it customized so I hope you love it. You got my cousin-in-law gone, he never spends money on females.” Ashlee was like a kid in a candy store hopping from one foot to the other and smirking. Sitting down I relaxed as the shampoo girl washed my hair. “I swear that pregnant pussy got him whipped as fuck. Did you tell him about the baby,” Ashlee said as I sat up.

      “Hell no, and shut up. I don’t want anyone to know,” I hissed. Cutting my eyes at her I needed her to understand that this baby was still a secret. “I haven’t even decided what I’m doing yet. I don’t even have a place to live yet or clothes for my son who I do have.” I felt bad as I saw the sad look cross her face. I knew she was thinking about how much she wanted a baby of her own and talking about throwing away a chance to have a second one probably hurt her. Before I walked to Kisha’s station I gave Ashlee a tight hug. “Look, I’m not trying to throw this in your face or take for granted that I can get pregnant. Ash, I’m just confused as fuck right now. Give me some time and I will know what I’m doing is all I’m asking, k?”

      She hugged me back and squeezed a little and I could feel my best friend’s pain. “Girl, your time is coming. I can feel it. Maybe we will have our next babies close together and they can be best friends too,” I said encouraging her. She smiled and held back tears. Damn, I didn’t want to turn this day sad for her. She was so excited when she came in. “Come on let’s finish here then we can go across the street and get milkshakes.” That made her grin and I felt relief wash over me.

      Two hours later I walked out feeling halfway like a real person. I had actually allowed Kisha to cut my hair into an inverted bob and the style was bad as fuck. It had honey brown highlights and framed my heart shaped face. “Bitch, I still cannot believe you cut ya’’ fucking hair. I love it though,” Ashlee said running her fingers over my new do. We went and had milkshakes and I took out my phone to text Chaos. I almost forgot I needed him to come and pick me back up. “Umm what you doing, we ain’t done yet, we just getting started,” Ash interrupted my message. “We have more stops, you will see ya’ boo later.”

      We hit the nail shop next and I got the works done. Once my eyebrows had that perfect arch I loved my new hairstyle even more. Ashlee and Chaos had clearly planned a whole day for me and I was grateful. Once we headed to the mall I was starting to get tired, but I knew I needed a few things so I sucked it up. I was headed for the children’s section in Macy’s first but Ashlee grabbed my arm. “Naw, he straight already. You need stuff.” I picked up a few things here and there but Ashlee literally had things piled up in her arms.

      “Is that all for you,” I asked with my eyebrow raised? I knew Nicco was gonna fuck her up, she had a slight shopping problem. She smirked at me and just kept picking stuff up and making trips to the counters. By the end of the day we had to have a rolling shopping cart each just to get the shit to the car. Her ass had everything from flat irons to a new Louie bag. One thing about our friendship though, I didn’t hate on her. I was always happy when my friend got stuff. She deserved the world.

      “Ok let’s go eat before Chaos comes to steal my best friend away again.” We went to one of my favorite spots Olive Garden and sat down. I was tempted to order some wine, but between the baby and the meds I was still on I didn’t want to push it. We sat there laughing and talking just like old times. “Ok your man is outside, so let’s go.”

      “Not my man, I don’t even know what the fuck he is. Chaos, is, complicated.” I wished he was my man, but he had never committed himself to me and I wasn’t about to force shit. Thinking about it kind of brought my mood down a bit. I mean shit I was about to have a whole baby by a nigga who was basically a fuck friend. I knew I said I wasn’t sure about keeping the baby, but I knew at this moment I was. I could never get rid of my child. I had a vehicle again I could go to emergency housing, snag a second job and keep it pushing. I could be strong for one more baby, because being a mother was my priority. I knew with God on my side I could make this work, plus I would be out of school by the time I had him or her.

      Seeing Chaos jump out of the car and head my way I felt something I never felt before, peace. “What’s up girl, you looking good as fuck.” He pulled me into him and tongued me down. It felt good for a nigga to want me, like really want me and he was someone I wanted back. Seeing Ashlee open the trunk she started putting my bags in the trunk of my car.

      “Ashlee some of those are yours,” I said seeing her grab shit from Armani and Steve Madden.

      “Nope, all this shit is for you, well except the Victoria Secret. That’s for Nicco,” she said laughing causing me to make a face.

      “I hope you wasn’t buying lingerie and shit wit my money Ash, I don’t want no parts in that,” Chaos said with his shit frowned up. “Ya nigga got money.” We both bust out laughing at his attitude. I wanted to make a scene, but what was the point. They both played me and now I had a new wardrobe. Honestly, I was too tired to fight anyone at this point. I needed my pain meds and some sleep. Seeing my baby in the back seat I jumped back there with him and kissed his sleeping face. He had on some clothes I never seen before so I knew his God parents probably bought him all new shit. He had a fresh line up and a brand new blinged out chain. Closing my eyes I heard Chaos get in the front seat and start the car, I was asleep before we even pulled out of the parking lot.
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      I woke up with Cay in the middle of me and Kah on her other side. A nigga was happy we had a king-sized bed. Little man had his own room, it was three bedrooms in this bitch, but I hadn’t even shown Cayane how I set his room up. I knew she was having a hard time accepting all this shit I was doing for her. And to be honest I wasn’t even sure why I was doing all this shit either. Dropping a couple of bands for shorty to get her hair and nails done yea, but I copped her ass a whip and everything. I ain’t never did none of that so I was shocked. Cayane and Kah just got to a nigga, made me wanna give her little ass the world. I had always been one to stay away from relationships because I didn’t trust these bitches. But Cay could be the one. I was falling in love with her ass. For the first time ever I didn’t want another bitch.

      “Morning,” Cay said turning to wrap her arms around me and I felt my heart beat fast. Yea I should have been running from this shit, but I wasn’t.

      “Morning ma, what you on for the day?” I asked.

      “I really should go in to work and put myself on the schedule. I’m surprised they held my job this long honestly. Then I need to start looking for a place.” She was pissing me off at that point. I already told her that she was staying here. And she stayed running back to that whack ass job when she needed to focus on school.

      Getting out of bed I grabbed Kahlan to go put him in his room while I mugged her ass. “Yo’ dead all of that shit. I told ya’ ass already this yo’ shit. You don’t like something change it, buy some pink curtains or a purple comforter. And that job shit is a fucking dub, you need to get ya’ ass up grab that laptop and do some school work. Then we can Netflix and chill or whatever.” I didn’t give her a chance to respond before I walked out. Slowly she followed as I opened little man’s door.

      “Chaos, when did you do this,” she gasped. Her eyes roamed around taking in the cherry word bunk beds, matching dresser and end table. I found a picture in a magazine and basically had a store recreate it. I had an accent wall painted green, little man’s comforters and pillows where red, green, blue and orange with dinosaurs on them. I made sure to get all the matching shit with it, carpet and curtains and all of that. I peeped his room at Nicco’s crib and knew I had to do better. I made sure to grab him a PS4, Wii Switch and an X-Box One. I wanted him to have everything. I felt like Kah was my shorty, I really loved his little ass. Plus I was killing his pops this week so I was the only dad he was ever going to know.

      Cayane kept glaring at me as she looked at all the toys, opened every drawer that was filled with clothes and then she stepped in the closet. “Chaos, why the fuck he got so many damn shoes in here. Kids grow out of stuff fast as hell so this is a waste.” She was fussing, with tears streaming down her face. “You didn’t have to do all of this. You shouldn’t have done all of this,” she whispered as she began sobbing.

      “Ma come on, hush, you bout to wake my shorty up,” I said and then led her out the room and held her in my arms. “You want this dick huh,” I asked with a laugh. Seeing her blush I knew she wanted it. “That’s the only thing that get ya’ ass to act right, but not now you got school work to make up.” I led her to the new MacBook I had copped her and set her down. She started setting it up and her excitement made a nigga feel warm inside. Damn she was turning me soft as fuck. I leaned back and watched her for a while, her joy making me happy.

      I knew I had to go handle business for a little while so I was just enjoying the moment. Watching my shorty on her belly in our bed had a nigga feeling some kind of way. Seeing her fat ass in the air with only her boy shorts on had my dick rocked up. I went into the kitchen and then grabbed a water out of the fridge knowing now wasn’t the time to slide up in her fat pussy.  All these years I been grinding and stacking my bread just for me. I never had anyone to share it with and now, I did. That shit made me feel like more of a man, made me want to go harder knowing I had her and Kah at home depending on me. But it wasn’t just about providing for them it was about protecting them. I handled my hygiene and threw on my signature hoodie, jeans and Timbs. Grabbing my nine off the dresser I tucked it in my waist and got ready to head out. “Babe I got to go handle some shit. You straight?”

      I leaned down to kiss her on the cheek, but she rolled on her back and brought me down on top of her. Sticking my tongue in her mouth I let my fingers tangle in her hair. “Mmmm,” she moaned into my mouth damn near tempting me more than I could take.

      “Girl I gotta go, but later Im’ma tear that ass up.” I grabbed her breast through the thin t-shirt she had on until her nipple got hard. “Be good for daddy,” I smirked as she pouted and crossed her arms. Throwing a stack of money on the bed I stood up. Looking back I caught her slipping a finger inside her boy shorts and closing her eyes. Shorty played hella games but I had something for her ass. Checking to make sure Kah was still passed out I made my way back in the bedroom and locked the door.

      Taking off my hoodie I unbuckled my pants and pulled my dick out. Stroking him I just watched her playing with her clit then dipping her finger into her wet hole. She had already taken her clothes off and had a smile on her face. She knew how to get her way, I should nut and leave her ass stuck but I loved the pussy too much to not see it squirt.

      Snatching her by her legs I pulled her to the edge of the bed. Kissing her thighs she was shaking from my touch. Quickly I rolled her over so her ass was in the air and I was looking at that fat ass. Rubbing the head of my dick over her pussy lips I damn near lost it. Not giving her time to get comfortable I plunged inside of her and started giving her what she really wanted. “Damn girl this pussy wet as fuck,” I said trying not cum. I swear her shit was better than the last time. It was like she was sucking me in. Feeling her pussy clench I looked down at the creamy white cum that covered my dick.

      That was all it took, I told myself I bust quick because I had shit to do but honestly Cay had me fucked up. I stayed inside her a few more minutes until I eased down on the bed and pulled her in my arms. Gently kissing her neck I realized I still ain’t strap up with this girl and we never even talked about birth control. I wondered what it would be like if she had my baby, I don’t think I would be upset about it. My hand rubbed on her flat belly and I could imagine her with a little baby bump. “Aw’ight ma I really got get out of here.” She nodded and I knew she was gonna miss a nigga.

      After cleaning myself up I made my way to my truck. Hopping inside I peeled out to go make my rounds. It took everything in me to meet with these niggas my cousin had working as his top generals. I could smell a snake a mile away which was why I had covered my ass from jump. My men King and Dame let me know that everything I suspected and more was correct. Dialing Nicco’s line I waited impatiently while it rang.

      “What’s good cuz?”

      “Where you at I need to meet with you sooner than later,” I made sure he knew by my tone that I was serious as fuck.

      He hesitated for a minute before responding. “Come check me at the barbershop.” I hung up and made a U-turn, the faster I could get this shit handled the faster I could go lay the fuck up with my girl and lil man. I walked in and all the thirsty bitches were calling out to me from the Salon side. I just nodded and kept it pushing until I made it to the back where Nicco’s office was. I walked in not even bothering to knock.

      “Nigga I almost blasted ya’ light bright ass, don’t be running up in my shit like you own the place.”

      I ignored him and sat down propping my booted feet up on his desk. “So ya’ mans and them Narelle and Dizzy, they some real bitch made ass dudes. I got my people out here watching everything I got going on and two of them gave me some disturbing information today. Not only did they kill ya’ boy Reese, but they also shot up my girls crib thinking I was there. I’m telling you, because I’m killing them along with Juice. There is no way around this shit.

      “Wait you didn’t trust me? You brought in your own people from OT? That’s pretty fucked up,” my cousin said running his hands over his face with a stressed out look.

      “I trust you, I don’t trust them. Now let’s talk about how we gonna handle this shit.
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      It had been three weeks since Cay had been released from the hospital and two since she told me the real deal about my pops and her mom. At first, I’ll admit I thought Cay was still on some of that head injury bullshit and I thought she didn’t have her facts straight, but after having a little conversation with Kah and he explained how his granny would make him put on his headphones and watch movies while she let Pastor Morgan pray over her in the bedroom, I knew my dad was a cheating snake.

      Now I wasn’t a righteous man, far from it, but since I met Ash, it had always been Ash. Yes, I won’t lie and say that I’ve never fuck another ho’ or let a bitch, or two or maybe five suck my shit until I exploded all over their tits and face, but once I married my Ashlee, all of the ho’ing ceased. It came to a complete and abrupt halt although I didn’t follow the laws of God to the fullest. I fell in line with the laws of marriage.

      I repented on so many occasions, because I sent a few dozens of nigga’s to their graves, and sold so much drugs to addicts that I couldn’t even count, but to betray a loved one was foul and as long as I tried to not confront him or hold my peace I could no longer do it. My mother along with my wife, my lil sis, Cay and Tam were the ladies in my life and I’d die for them all if I had too because they were a part of me.

      When I met Ash, Cay was her ace and no matter what we did or where we went Cay was a part of our outing or plans. We grew close and even though they lived on a side of town that my parents didn’t want me to be a part of, my cousin Ca’shon lived out there. I met Ashlee at a very young age and even though my auntie Clara up and moved out to New York with my best friend and cousin Chaos, I still went out to spend time with Ashlee whenever I could. By high school Ash and I were in love and my parents adored her. When her mom got sick and she was struggling to keep a roof over their heads and food on the table for her and Tam that is when the hood thug in me began.

      I’d go to church like a good kid to please my father and then hit the streets to hustle for my baby. Ashlee’s mother check was so small it barely afforded the basics, so I hustled hard back then as a teen just to make sure she and Tam had food, shelter and clothes. By the time I graduated high school I was a full-fledged hood nigga and some of the shit I was doing to keep money flowing and eliminating small issues on the street caused for me to move up in the ranks super quickly, so I said fuck college.

      There was no desire for me to roll in my father’s footsteps because my position in the street was growing fast. Yes my life was every bit of opposite from what I was raised and taught to believe in, but my father wasn’t going to step in and give Ashlee and Tam a roof or the essentials, so I had no regrets or remorse for the path I chose for myself and my walking in to confront my father for his extra martial affair he had going on with Cay’s mother, Rita didn’t make me feel out of order or disrespectful.

      “Dad,” I said when I entered his office.

      He looked up and the scowl on his face was enough to confirm that I was the last person he wanted to see.

      “Whatever you need street thug, I’m sure I can’t help you,” he said going back to the task at hand on his desk.

      I laughed. “Street thug,” I said rubbing my hands together. “Is that all you got to for your only son?”  I quizzed.

      “Nope, but that’s all I have time to offer.”

      I walked all the way into his office, uninvited, shut the door and then took a seat.

      “Dominic I truly and honestly don’t have time to entertain your visit. I have God’s work to do and I’m sure Satan has gotten your name written on a few things that he’d love for you to be doing right about now,” he said.

      I laughed. “You know what dad, you are absolutely correct. Some product came in this morning that was less than what was initially discussed. A couple of my clubs need to be visited because the numbers aren’t what they should be and my biggest headache is two of my top generals, muthafucka’s I trusted are going to be toe tagged soon, because it took Chaos to discover that they are responsible for Reese’s death pop! Chaos and I have to weed out all that are loyal to those muthafucka’s and deal with them too, yet I have to pay your ass a visit,” I explained. “Do you have any idea of how urgent that shit is to me right now?” I said trying to maintain my composure.

      My father put down his pen. “So, if you have so much pressing thug shit to handle why are you here in my fuckin’ office?”

      “There the fuck he is,” I smirked. “You sit yo’ holier than thou ass up in here with your tailor-made suites and leather engraved bibles, crucifixes and perfect image, but you are no different than me.”

      “Oh son, I’m nothing like you,” he said with annoyance.

      “Oh, but you are.” I leaned in close. “I’ve done some evil and shitty things in my day, but I’m loyal to the ones that I love. I couldn’t give a shit about the nameless muthafucka’s I’ve crossed, but my family will never be on the receiving end of my shit and you have the superciliousness to sit here in my face when you know you are betraying my mother makes me want to lay yo’ ass to rest.”

      “You gon’ believe the words of some ho’ and street nigga’s kid? That little boy needs an old fashion ass whippin’ for lying on folks,” he laughed.

      It took everything inside of me to keep from leaping over my father’s desk and choking the life out of him. “My God son is not a liar and if you want to walk around in fear for your life dad, I’ll tell your favorite nephew Ca’Shon that you called his woman a ho’,” I said, stood and then placed my palms on his father’s desk. By the time I made it to the hospital the good reverend had left. They waited a week to even fill me in on how he showed up when Mrs. Thomas and not her own fucking husband. How convenient to be at Rita’s house that early when Mr. Thomas was at the church working on a task that my father had given him.

      “End it with that whore and get back to trying to be a descent husband to my mother. I love you dad, I do, but for my mother, I will end your life, so shut it down with Cay’s mom. If my mother shed’s one tear over this you will be sorry,” I said and moved towards the door.

      “It’s like that son. I’m your father and I’m only human,” he said and I could hear the fear in his voice

      “As am I, but that didn’t stop you from disowning me. You have your nerve to judge when you are living foul. I have forgiven you and when you shut it down all will be good, if you don’t, my mother will bury her husband,” I declared and then exited my father’s office. I had no intentions of taking my father’s life, but the fact that my words made him tremble was satisfying enough and I knew for sure that he’d heed my warning.

      I was going to head to Chaos place to discuss the matters of executing Juice, eliminating Narvelle, Dizzy and whoever else had dirty hands, but as soon as I put my truck in gear Tam texted me asking me if I had time to swing by. It was urgent that I get with my cousin so I texted, CAN IT WAIT?

      Tam – NOT REALLY, IT’S IMPORTANT AND SINCE ASH HATES MY GUTS

      Me – I’LL STOP THROUGH AFTER I WRAP UP SOME THINGS WITH CHAOS & SHIT WIT U & ASH WILL WORK OUT

      Tam – NOT AFTER WHT U TOLD HER I SAID

      Me – I HAD 2, U KNO THAT SHIT WAS FOUL

      Tam – I DO, & I’M SORRY … JUST STOP BY

      Me – I WILL HOLD TIGHT

      Tam – THANKS NICCO

      I headed to my cousin’s and before we could get down to business Cay and Kah walked in. We decided to talk business the next day so our discussion would not be overhead, and I headed out.

      Me – WAT UP, WHAT U NEED SIS? U STILL NEED ME 2 COME THRU?

      Tam – YEAH IF U CAN

      Me – ON MY WAY

      I headed her spot wondering what she needed now. Since I had told Ashlee about what she said things had been crazy and I’d been spending every free moment with Ashlee, sexing her working on our baby and keeping her from paying Tam a visit. She wanted to go and put hands on her, but I knew Tam was just on some bullshit and I didn’t want her and Ashlee to be enemies.

      Me – STOPPIN’ BY TAM’S BABY DO U NEED ANYTHING

      Ash – WHAT THE FUCK FOR NICCO, U KNOW I DON’T WANT U HANGING OUT WITH TAM, THAT LIL BITCH IS NOT TO BE TRUSTED

      Me – KILL THAT SHIT ASH, SHE IS STILL YO’ BABY SIS & U KNOW I KNOW BETTER. SHE SAID IT WAS IMPORTANT

      Ash – I DON’T GIVE A FUCK ABOUT THAT NICCO

      Me – I KNOW U DON’T, BUT I DO NEED TO CHECK ON HER. U MAD, BUT SHE NEEDS U ASH, TAM JUS YOUNG & DUMB

      Ash – WHATEVERE BAE JUST HURRY HOME

      Shaking my head, I texted – WILL DO
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      I looked down at the three tests that were looking at me. All positive and I couldn’t comprehend how the fuck I was pregnant when I had been on the pill. I didn’t remember missing or skipping, so how in the world did I end up pregnant, I wondered. I didn’t know what to feel. I mean, I wasn’t happy, sad, or excited, I was numb and wondered how in the hell I was going to be able to raise a kid alone. Hell, no way would I. I didn’t make that baby alone, so I wasn’t going to raise it alone. I texted Juice – HEY U BUSY?

      Juice – NAW BOO, WAT UP?

      Tam – I NEED TO SEE U

      Juice – U KNW SHIT HOT WIT THEM CRAZY ASS NIGGA’S YO’ WAY, SO U GON’ HAVE TO MEET ME

      Tam – HOW ABOUT YO’ PLACE

      Juice – U KNO MY PLACE IS OFF LIMITS

      Tam – OUR SPOT THEN

      Juice – IN ABOUT 2 HOURS

      Tam – BET. I dressed and headed out. Since things had been crazy with Ashlee and me, and O’s stupid ass getting the brakes beat off her ass, I was pretty much alone. Ash even had Nikki on her team, and although Nicco hadn’t shut me out completely, we weren’t cool and close like we used to be. I knew that Ashlee’s bitch ass wanted him to disowned me too, like she had, but I thanked God that Nicco was his own man and didn’t stop talking to me. Yes I was out of line for what I had said, and deep down inside I thought I meant it at the time, but as soon as I said it I wished I could have taken those words right back. Even though he promised me that he’d never tell Ashlee what I said, he did. I guessed their bond was stronger than our so-called bond, because he told her anyway.

      I pulled up to the hotel and the valet opened my door for me. I went inside and texted Juice and he texted that there was a key waiting for me at the desk. I got the key and made it up to the room and when I walked in his ass was already butt ass naked. I hadn’t gone for sex, but a little dick never hurt, so I threw back the glass of champagne that was on the night table by the bed and then stripped out of my clothes. Juice rocked me well as always and we laid there listening to Pandora, while he enjoyed his blunt.

      “Nah, I’m good on that,” I said when he tried to pass it to me.

      “What, yo’ ass don’t want none of this fire?” he asked and then took a long pull.

      “Nah, baby, I shouldn’t,” I said.

      “Why, you on some kinda medications,” he joked.

      I laughed. “Nah, nigga, at least not yet?”

      He blew out the smoke and then he asked, “What the fuck does that mean Tam-Tam?”

      I lifted my head from his chest. I had to tell him what was up, so I didn’t prolong the news any longer. “Ummm, well, I have something to tell you,” I said nervously.

      “Something like what,” he questioned.

      I thought beating around the bush would be pointless, so I blurted, “I’m pregnant!”

      “Congrats,” he said and took another pull.

      Congrats I thought. Was this motherfucker being funny? “Okay, well congrats back at ya’,” I said.

      He chuckled and then took another pull. “I know your dizzy ass didn’t just congratulate me and you betta not be trying to say this baby is mine. I’ve never fucked you raw!”

      “You have and Juice I was on the pill that is the only reason why I’ve let you hit it raw nigga!” I snapped back.

      “Well you better figure some shit out,” he said getting up. He put out the blunt.

      “What the fuck does that mean Juice?”

      He went over to his jeans and snatched them up from the floor. He went into his pocket and pulled out a wad and peeled off a few bills and tossed them at me. “Handle that shit. I got heat just fuckin’ wit yo’ ass and shit with me and yo’ people already fucked, so make an appointment and get that shit handled.”

      “No!” I yelled. I mean hadn’t thought about what I’d do, but didn’t expect for him to react like that. I was stunned. I knew that nigga didn’t love me, but the way he broke me off cash and that good ass pipe had me on some ignorant shit, because I thought we were better than that.

      “No, fuck you mean no. Tam, you betta gon’ wit that shit. You ho’s kill me. Y’all think having a fucking kid gon’ make me wife y’all asses. Wrong fuckin’ answer, now get dress and move the fuck around!” he blasted.

      “You bastard!” I yelled and jumped up. “You just gon’ fuck me and then say fuck me and this baby!”

      “Welcome to the real world youn’gin. Yo’ pussy tight, you look good as fuck and that mouth of yours is fucking grade A, but this was just about fun. I got enough kids!”

      “Yes, by all them ho’s and you right, I need to terminate his bastard because I know what a nigga like you capable of,” I spat and then I felt a punch to my mouth. I flew back onto the bed and I couldn’t believe that motherfucker had put his hands on me.

      “Yeah, bitch, whatcha fucking mouth,” he growled standing over the bed. I didn’t hesitate. I scrambled for my clothes, purse and cellphone. I knew of Juice and I knew that nigga was mad crazy too, so I had to get the fuck up outta there.

      “You are a fucking lunatic,” I cried as I tried to grab everything that belonged to me.

      “Yeah bitch and you ain’t shit like them other bitches,” he blasted and I didn’t argue. I would dress in the hall. I just had to get the fuck away from him. I wanted to cuss and threaten that nigga, but getting away was my only goal. I made it out of that room and got onto the elevator. I pressed the button and hurried into my clothes. My mouth was throbbing and I thanked God all I had was busted lip, because that nigga hit me so hard, I should have been spitting out teeth. I got the valet ticket from my purse and as soon as I got into my car I peeled the fuck out of there.

      My mind and heart was racing and I wanted to just get home. I got inside and after I set my alarm, I called Ashlee, and of course see didn’t answer. I texted her and after ten minutes of nothing I texted Nicco. I knew our relationship was strained, but I needed someone and after how that bitch ass Juice treated me I no longer gave a fuck what they did to his sorry ass. When Nicco finally agreed that he’d come, I showered and since I knew I wasn’t keeping that little bastard inside of me, I went for the Patron. I threw back a few shots and when I heard a knock on my door I jumped.

      I went and peeped out the curtains before going to the door. When I saw Nicco’s truck I ran and snatched the door opened. I was so relieved he was there. “Nicco, thanks so much for coming,” I cried.

      He walked in and then I shut the door. When he looked at my tears and my lip, he asked. “Tam, what in the fuck is going on? Who did this to you?”

      Without hesitation I cried, “Juice, that muthafucka did this to me.”
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            Ashlee

          

        

      

    

    
      When Nicco called and said Tam would be coming to our house I said, “Absolutely fucking not,” and of course he argued that she was coming anyway. I was fuming and wondered what was going on with her stupid ass this time and why she needed to stay with us, but I hung up the damn phone and just waited. This would be my opportunity to address that shit she had said to my husband, so it was all good. I went back to preparing dinner and then Cay called.

      “What’s up girl?” I answered.

      “Nothing too much, just put Kah down. Chaos had to run out for a bit, and I’m bored.”

      “Bored huh?”

      “Yes, bored. Chaos doesn’t let me lift finger or let me out of his sight. He chauffer’s me around everywhere even though he bought me a new whip and at this point I’m just bored.”

      “Well you are recovering and it has to be nice just taking a break from it all.”

      CODE WORD: CHICAGO (SEND BY 11/18/18 @ MIDNIGHT)

      “It is, but I’m ready to get back to living. I mean I need to get out of his house and back to work before they fire me. Medical leave only lasts so long. I am grateful as fuck to Chaos for all he has done, but I am ready to move around and make sure me and Kah are straight in the future.”

      “Well your leave of absence from school is almost over, you need to forget about work girl, Chaos got you and as long as you tell him what you need, he’ll take care of it.”

      “You’re right about that, do you know his ass be leaving money wit me damn near every day. I mean all the stuff he bought and he is still giving me bread. And wouldn’t you know some of my clothes and shit feels tight already, eventually I’m going to need new stuff, but I don’t want to be using his money.”

      “And you will be showing soon, so you need to tell him Cay and hell you should use his money it’s his baby making you fat,” I insisted. I didn’t understand why she was not saying anything or what she was waiting on. I knew this was going to blow up in her face at some point.

      “I will Ash, I’m just not ready. I mean I’m just getting used to us being us.”

      “I get that and not saying anything will not help.”

      “Ash, fuck! I know. I didn’t plan any of this and once I tell him he’s never going to let me move. I didn’t plan on us living together this soon and the time is just not right Ash,” she said. I disagreed, but I learned to just let Cay do what she wanted to do. She never wanted to do things any other way than her own way. We continued to chat, while I cooked dinner. I wasn’t as upset about her pregnancy anymore and I just figured we’d eventually get pregnant through treatment, at least I hoped. When the alarm chimed, I knew my husband and my little sister were home, so I got off with Cay.

      “Hey, babe,” Nicco said and gave me a quick kiss.

      “Hey,” I returned and the evil one walked in and went straight for the sofa in the family room. She flopped down without a word. “You can’t speak Tam?”

      “Hey,” she said dryly.

      “Don’t fucking hey me,” I spat.

      “Ash!” Nicco said. Always the fucking peace maker and that was making me angry.

      “No Nicco, she walks up in my house, after the bullshit she said to you and can’t even greet me, or even apologize.”

      She stood and turned to me and I noticed her mouth was swollen. “What the hell,” I said.

      “I tried to tell you,” Nicco said.

      “What in the hell happened to your face?” I demanded.

      She said nothing.

      “Tam!”

      Still nothing and then a tear fell.

      “Juice is what happened to her face,” Nicco said.

      “You still hanging with that crazy ass nigga Tam? What in the fuck is wrong with you?”

      “Ash calm down and just talk to her,” Nicco suggested.

      I put the spoon down, because I was close to giving Tam’s ass an ole school ass whippin’ with it. “No fuck that! Tam ain’t no got-damn baby, and you need to stop defending her ass Nicco.”

      He rubbed a hand over his head and then let out a breath. “You are right Ash and I brought Tam here so she can talk to you face to face. The bullshit that has been going on with her and Juice is all the way fucked up and I’m done taking up for Tam’s foolishness. We got a fucked up situation on our hands and I gotta go get up with Chaos, so we can take care of Juice’s bitch ass forever,” he said and then he walked away. He paused to address Tam, “Wipe those tears and talk to Ash. She is yo’ fam and you fucked up lil girl. You wanna play grown and do grown-up shit, this is the outcome. Now Im’ma go handle this bullshit with that nigga, so you talk to yo’ sista, so you both can figure out how to handle yo’ damn situation!” Nicco said and his tone and demeanor was as serious as fuck. Not like before when he’d defend, downplay Tam’s behavior and take up for her ass. All kinds of thoughts ran through my head when my husband exited the room.

      I was happy to see him finally say something to Tam and call her on her shit. I eyed Tam, and she stood in one spot and the tears continued to flow. “You heard him Autumn,” I said and gestured to a stool at the island. She walked over and sat. I handed her a napkin and she dried her eyes.

      “So, what’s going on now? What fucked up shit have you gotten yourself into that me and my husband have to pull you out of,” I said and she laughed. I didn’t find my question amusing. “So, you think this is a joke Autumn?”

      “No it’s not. I mean you always say we, and we and we, but you don’t give a damn about me Ash!”

      “What, how can you say something so crazy.”

      “Oh my God listen to your high and mighty ass.”

      “Watch it!” I warned, holding up a finger. “I’m two point two seconds, from finishing what Juice started.”

      She let out a breath. “You are never there for me Ash. You took on this role as my mother and we never had a sisterhood. It’s always been about you and Cay and the bond you have with Cay, you’ve never given that to me,” she said.

      My heart plunged into my stomach. “That’s what this is about. You are jealous of my friendship with Cay?” I asked.

      “No I’m not jealous, but I won’t lie and say that I wish momma would have never gotten sick and died and left you to take her place. Maybe if mom had lived and raised us as sisters, you and I would have a bond like you and Cay. I may be jealous, I’m not sure what you call it Ash, but I appreciate all you’ve have done to raise me, but you’re not my mother and sometimes you act like you can’t see that and just be my sister. I mean I don’t club with you, don’t drink with you, we’ve never shared a conversation about boys or nothing that sisters do, and although you keep seeing me as a daughter Ash, I don’t look at you as my mother and I’d wish you stop acting like my mother and just be a damn big sister to me,” she cried. At first I fixed my mouth to scold her for her words, but then I paused.

      Oddly she was right and I had to stop at look at shit from Tam’s point of view. “Listen, I hear you and I can honestly say that you are right. Since I took care of you Tam I never, ever viewed you as a girlfriend or even my sister and I’m sorry for that. I had no idea you felt this way.”

      “Because you’d never listen to me.”

      I was mad, but I nodded. “You’re right, but we have to discuss this thing you have for my husband.”

      Tam put her head down. “I was just wrong and stupid Ashlee. I’ve always had a crush on Nicco and I won’t lie I thought at one point I was in love with him, but in all honest I think those feelings were fueled by my animosity towards you and I’m sorry. What I did and said was crazy and Nicco poured water over that flame when he put my ass in my place.”

      I stood there and said nothing at first. I wasn’t sure what to say, but then I looked at her swollen lip.

      “So what is this madness with Juice and why he put his hands on you?”

      She hesitated. “He was upset because I told him that,” she paused and swiped a few more tears.

      “Told him what Tam?”

      “I’m sorry Ash, but I’m pregnant,” she said softly.

      I knew what my ears heard and instead of yelling, I laughed, shook my head and went straight for my wine.
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      I pulled up in front of Darcy’s crib and got ready for some bullshit. She had been hitting me every fucking day from all different numbers. I been trying to just brush her ass off because I wasn’t about to be fucking Cayane old boss. That was some dumb shit. I needed this handled right away before it got out of hand and got back to my girl. “Hey baby,” she cried as I got out. She ran her happy ass outside with nothing on but a pair of panties and a white tank top. “I missed you so much,” she cooed as she tried to throw herself into my arms. I stepped back and watched her hit the fucking ground with a squeal.

      “What the fuck Chaos,” she whined as she got up and started brushing herself off. Shorty was embarrassed as fuck and skinned her knee. That shit had me laughing like a motherfucker. No one told her to be out here naked jumping in random niggas arms.

      “Yo’ look I ain’t got all day, but I wanted to come by and tell yo’ ass stop hitting my fucking line. I got a girl now and I don’t want her stressed out with none of the bullshit I was doing before her.” She burst into tears and straight got on her knees trying to suck me off right outside. Shaking my head I was about to lose my patience. I had business and this bitch had me all the way fucked up with this nonsense.

      “Yo get up ma. It ain’t even like that no more, my shorty got me on that and everything else. Good looking out though, it was cool while it lasted. It ain’t no personal shit ma, so pick up ya’ lip and smile.” I turned to get back in my whip and handle the shit I really came on the road for when she said some shit that made me stop dead in my fucking tracks.

      “This shit ain’t never fucking over Chaos. I saw you murder my employee right outside the store. I will turn you in if you stop fucking with me. As a matter of fact I want it all. Let your bitch go and tell her I’m ya’ new woman or else.” Her words caused me to tense up. I wasn’t worried for one fucking minute because she could join that bitch as nigga for all I cared. I was pissed with myself for not being more careful and blasting that bitch out in the open like I had, but the damn deed was done.

      Turning towards her so she could look me in my eyes, I gave an evil laugh. “Ma you trynna black mail me? I don’t know what the fuck thess Chi-town niggas be on but up top we don’t play about shit like that. So if that’s ya’ word say it again? Let a nigga know something for real.” I moved closer to her backing her up until she was against a big ass tree with nowhere to go. She started shaking and apologizing all at the same time. I still didn’t trust her ass so I was going to send my man King to handle her.

      My next stop was to see my cousin. He hit me saying he had some shit to tell me concerning Juice and I was all fucking ears. I walked into his office and he was drinking Henny, at his desk. He quickly filled me in on the latest bullshit.

      “Man I can’t believe this shit, so now Juice got Tam pregnant?” I stood looking at my cousin in fucking disbelief. I had been looking for that bitch ass nigga for almost a month and I had come up with nothing. He knew he was hot so he was staying out the fucking way. I had even kicked in Olivia’s door and roughed her up. But she swore she didn’t know where he was and I believed her because she pissed herself, because she was so afraid. I felt bad for her kids standing there crying and shit, but not that bad.

      No one felt bad when they was fucking wit my girl. Yea, Cay was my woman now, I hadn’t really said that shit to her, but I feel like she had to have known at this point. I already told Darcy’s punk ass she wasn’t coming back to work in no fucking phone shop. Once she graduated she could work in her field, if I didn’t keep her pregnant. I had goals for me and her. Even though we were just getting to know each other I felt like I had been with her forever. She’d be in the crib cooking and cleaning. I see how she takes Kah education serious, I swear she spend a lot of time just volunteering at his school or reading books to him. And most of all I respect the fact that when I come in late as fuck shorty get up out her sleep just to be up wit’ a nigga. Sometimes we had sex, and other times she just sat up talking to me, keeping me company until I was ready to get some sleep.

      “Let’s go,” I said walking out the back not giving Nicco a chance to ask questions, just keep up. Once we got in my whip I headed full speed to his house.

      “Nigga I just left here what the hell we doing back at the crib?” He had a confused look on his face. I was still quiet, I always found moving in silence was best. People always tried to get you to do shit their way and I wasn’t on that. Heading inside I walked my ass in the kitchen and snatched Tam off the chair she was sitting on. Her fork fell to the ground with pasta still on it and she looked like she was gonna fucking cry.

      “Ca’Shon, what the hell is wrong with you,” Ashlee cried trying to get her out of my grip, but I was stronger than her.

      “Chaos, leave her alone man, what the hell you doing.” Nicco was headed my way and I knew I only had a few more seconds to put the fear of God in her little fast ass. Pulling my strap I shoved it in her belly.

      “Where the fuck ya’ nigga at? And I don’t want to hear no bullshit about you don’t know. If ya’ ass don’t know you got one minute to figure it out.” I look to see a smirk form on my cousin’s face. He knew what the deal was immediately. I wasn’t really gonna shoot Tam ass, but she didn’t know that. I was doing anything I had to, to get revenge for what he did to my girl. All I could feel was rage running through my body.

      “I swear Chaos, I don’t know where he lives. He was always careful to meet up with me and not have me come to his spot.”

      I looked into Tams tear filled eyes and knew she was telling the truth. Fuck. I let her go and started pacing the kitchen trying to think. Everyone was just staring at me since I still had my gun in my hand. Yea a nigga was unpredictable sometimes. “You know what Tam where the hell y’all used to meet up at?”

      Nicco nodded his head letting me know it was a good idea. She pulled out her phone and showed me the address he had texted her. “Good looking Tam. Sorry about all of that.” I followed Nicco as we made our way to the truck.

      “Let’s go get this nigga for real.” He was as pissed as I was, I knew seeing how Juice punk ass beat up Tam was fucking with him. That was damn near his and Ashlee’s kid. “And I knew you wasn’t about to blast Tam, but nigga you lucky Ashlee didn’t tazze you for fucking wit’ her people.”

      I shrugged as I drove with one thing on my mind. Once we got to the address and made our way inside I didn’t know how to get his punk ass to open the door. I had a feeling he was in there though. Only he would hide out in a hotel like a bitch. Knocking twice we stood back and waited. He didn’t even ask who it was he just flung the door open. “Girl I know I told your stupid ass to get the key from the desk,” he said in an annoyed tone.

      “Think again pussy,” I said shoving him inside. I tossed my duffle bag to the floor and his bitch ass slid down onto the bed. I grabbed the duck tape from my bag and put it over his mouth first thing and then wrapped it around his hands and ankles. I didn’t want anyone to hear him crying like a bitch and I was sure he would start soon. I looked at Nicco to see if he wanted a shot before I did what I came to do.

      “Naw this all you, I wanted to get at his ass for years, but it’s more personal for you right now so handle him.” He walked over and bust Juice in the head a few times and then went to sit down.

      I could have beat his ass or took him to a warehouse and tortured him but none of that was right for him. It would have been too fucking easy. Pulling out my pocket knife I smiled at the look of fear that came over his face. “This is for my girl and my son.” When I said that shit his fear turned into rage and he tried to rush me even though his hands and ankles were bound. Stepping in front of him I sliced his throat like a fucking pig and watched as he fell to the ground. He gasped trying to find a way to breathe. I watched in satisfaction as the life left his eyes and his body stopped moving.

      “Aw’ight son, clean up time,” my cousin said breaking me out of my trance.
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      After killing Juice I spent a few days at home with Cayane. She was crying that she was bored since she ain’t have no job and shit. We were watching some Netflix original show called Stranger Things. It was good to me but gave my baby the creeps. She was clinging on to me like a blanket.

      “Babe turn this shit off I’m going to have nightmares. Let’s just talk.” Laughing at her scary ass I cut it off and took her feet in my lap. Rubbing them shits I thought to myself I must have really lost my fucking mind. If a girl ever put they feet near me in the past I would have broken they fucking ankles.

      “Girl what you wanna talk about, you just staring at a nigga and shit,” I asked as she gazed at me from the other end of the couch.

      “I don’t feel like I know enough about you. I mean you have met my mother and my father and brother are not much different. I know your favorite meal is salmon and rice and you love the color red. But what about your home life, any siblings, where are your parents? Shit like that.”

      I leaned my head back and sighed. I never talked about my parents with anyone before. But Cay wasn’t just anyone. “I had a fucked up life ma. I mean I am a stronger man for it so I have no regrets, but my pops got ghost when I turned twelve. I guess he got tired of beating my mom’s ass every day, and my mom’s well her best friend was always a crack pipe. I grew up with nothing, I had to get in the streets early or die. I remember so many times I would wake up hungry, go to bed hungry. I thank God I don’t have any siblings just because any more kids in that fucked up situation would have been sick.”

      I looked up and saw the tears on shorty’s cheeks. Damn she was crying for a nigga. She slowly crawled her way up the couch and laid her head on her chest. I felt her small arms wrap around me and hold me close. “You didn’t deserve any of that Ca’Shon. I know what it’s like not to have anyone who cares but just know I care about you. I got you.”

      Lifting her head I looked her in the eyes and said some shit I never thought I would, “I love you Cay.”

      We must have fallen asleep just like that on the couch because the next morning I woke up sore as hell from her laying all over me for hours. Rolling shorty on her side I slid out from under her. I decided to run and grab breakfast since I was tired as fuck. Realizing Cay car was blocking mine I decided to just grab her keys and take her whip. I didn’t see them shits anywhere, looking in her purse I finally found’em. Trying not to be nosey I snatched’em up, but the images of a baby on a pamphlet caught my eye. Taking it out I realized it was from an abortion clinic. What the fuck. Looking further I found some paperwork from the hospital saying she was pregnant.

      All this time this bitch knew she was pregnant and she never said a fucking word. Roughly I shook her ass awake. “Babe what’s wrong,” she said jumping up and rubbing her eyes.

      “Naw bitch don’t fucking baby me. You was about to kill my seed.” I saw her flinch and start to cry. I couldn’t even fucking believe this shit. All these hoes were some fucking snakes.

      “You know what fuck you Cayane. I will come by and get my shit later, you can have the crib and the car on the strength of Kah, but I don’t want shit to do with yo’ trifling ass.”  I threw the papers in her face and bounced before I went to jail for domestic violence.

      Heading out I hit Nicco up because now a nigga needed a new fucking crib. “Yo I need a new place what you got available? And I ain’t trying to buy this time just rent me some shit. I may not even be staying down here too long. Shit ain’t really working out for me.”

      “Cuz what happened to the place you bought from me? You sound like you tripping and shit.”

      “Man ole girl was gonna kill my fucking baby and shit. I’m just signing over the townhouse to her because I can’t see Kahlan suffering because his mom is fucked up. I need somewhere ASAP so just hit me back.”

      I headed to Walmart to grab some house hold shit for my new crib, wherever the fuck that was gonna be. I just picked up some basic shit like towels, soap and some sheets. On my way to the check-out I saw that punk ass nigga Maurice. He owed me money again for the last drop off. Walking up to him I bumped his ass. “Yo’ son you got my fucking bread.” I asked with an attitude.

      Before he could respond some old ass lady voice came from the other side of him. “My son doesn’t owe anyone anything.” As soon as she came into view I wanted to laugh and punch her at the same time. It would be Cayane’s ratchet ass mother. Fake as Mother Theresa. “Oh no, why are you talking to my son? I can promise he owes you nothing. He is nothing like his sister, maybe she is the one who owes you something. She is the one with a child, and out of wedlock,” she shook her head sadly and her punk ass son did the same.

      Even though I was mad as fuck at shorty I hated how her family treated her and I wasn’t about to let it slide. “So your son owes me for drugs and has kids as well and I know his ass ain’t married because his baby momma told me so while she was asking to suck my dick. But somehow Cayane is the fucked up one?”

      “Maurice works on the Geek Squad at Best Buy and has no children. I think you have him mistaken Mister Thug. Or you are just trying to fuck with me. Either way I don’t appreciate it.”

      “Maurice, man you ain’t even tell your mom about your kids. I mean damn, the drugs I can understand, and I’mma need that two grand ASAP or else. But you hiding kids and shit? What kind of man are you anyway. And trust me old biddy they his, those mother fuckers look just like his ass.” Her face began contorting like she was having a stroke as her son turned to comfort her. I went to check out laughing at the whole fucking situation.
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      It had been two weeks since I last saw Chaos. He had only been back to the house once and that was to leave the deed in my name and take his personal items. He left some t-shirts that still smelled like him and I was glad because once again I was sleeping in them shits wishing he was here. I tried to call and text him about the baby and explain I was never having an abortion, but he had me all the way blocked. Ashlee wouldn’t even help because she said she told me shit was going to go left if I didn’t tell him and she was right.

      Well today was the day I was going to stop feeling sorry for myself. I had cried so much and been under so much stress I lost ten pounds instead of gained. My doctor was pissed. Kahlan got the bus now that we lived in a better neighborhood so he had been at school for an hour. I threw on a pair of black tights and a red and black plaid button down shirt. Slipping my feet into some black booties I flat ironed my hair and added some lip gloss to my lips. Ready to go I grabbed my purse and went to get in my car. Every time I rode in it thought I thought about him. He was always invading my mind like a plague.

      Pulling up to my job I prayed I still had one. But with two kids on the way I wasn’t giving up, someone was allowing me to work today. “Hey,” I said greeting everyone as I walked inside. “Katie can I talk to you,” I asked the store manager as she finished up with a customer.

      “Hey Cayane, we are glad to see you are doing better,” she said as we moved to the back for privacy.

      “Thank you I am doing much better and I am ready to come back to work. I was just trying to find a way to get back on the schedule, maybe even this week if possible.” I could tell by the look on her face I wasn’t about to get the news I hoped for.

      “Cayane I’m sorry but we got word you quit from Darcy so we gave your position up. I can call you in for a new interview if someone quits or is let go but right now I am fully staffed.” I felt so defeated in this moment that I couldn’t hold back the ugly sobs that came out of my mouth. I tried to put my hand in front of my face to hide them but it wasn’t working.

      “Please, I will take anything. I am having another baby and I cannot take care of two kids with no job.” I was straight begging her and I knew the whole store could hear and I didn’t even give a fuck. Jobs, especially ones with commission were hard to come by. She didn’t even respond just stood there with a look of pity on her face.

      Suddenly the door to the bathroom opened and Chaos came out with Darcy not far behind. I felt like someone had smacked the fuck out of me. “What the fuck you out here begging for? I thought I told you this job shit was done, I got you.” Chaos came over and tried to pull me into his arms, but the fact he just got done doing God knows what with Darcy made me step back.

      Running out of the store I tripped on the sidewalk and fell to the ground. I sat there holding my belly praying my baby was ok. I just couldn’t get it right. Not shit right. My mother knew what a fuck up I was all along. “Cayane, come on ma. Don’t do this shit. I was in here getting rid of Darcy ass not messing wit her. I know the shit looks bad, but I swear it wasn’t like that. Just let a nigga love you Cay and stop playing. I’m sorry I flipped about the baby, Ashlee told me you weren’t getting rid of it. A nigga was just hurt.”

      Chaos picked me up and held me in his arms. He didn’t smell like sex or cheap perfume and I wanted to believe everything he was saying, but my pride was hurt. “Ma listen, I ended shit with her the other day and she tried to blackmail me. I was just following up with her ass to make sure she understood I still wasn’t fucking wit her. It’s only been you since I brought you home. Don’t cry, it ain’t good for my baby. I was coming home today to you and Kahlan. I know I fucked up I should have listened to you. I just ain’t used to listening much, I’m sorry ma.”

      Ashlee had told me to just give him time and he would be back, but I didn’t believe her. I knew I was wrong for keeping our baby a secret, especially since he was really holding me down. I buried my face in his neck and held on to him. “Ca’shon, I’m sorry. I love you.” I couldn’t stop crying, probably these fucking hormones.

      “You gotta stop with the games Cay. I ain’t Juice, I’m never gonna put my hands on you or our kids. I ain’t never gonna leave you out here to struggle. Now come on and let’s go home, I missed my pussy.” That made me laugh even though I knew his ass was serious. “Just give a nigga a chance and let me be ya’ man.”

      “Ok Chaos, let’s go home.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      I shook hands and mingled with everyone that I could that opening night. Culinary school was way behind me and this night was a special one because it was the grand opening of my restaurant. All of my loved ones and friends were there and even though I thought he’d not show his face, my father-in-law came to support and congratulate me. Thank God there was no blood shed, and my husband had finally agreed to make a mends with his father, since he had ended his affair with Rita and was making an honest attempt to salvage the relationship with his son. Street business was still in full effect, but that didn’t stop my father-in-law from allowing my husband to finance the expansion of his mega church. There were no more evil eyes, and silent encounters and I believed that God had finally allowed Pastor Morgan to accept his son and I had no problems with that at all.

      “So, bestie, do you need anything at all?” Cay asked.

      “No, Cay we got it,” Tam smiled. “You and your fiancé get outta here and go and enjoy each other.”

      “Was I talkin’ to you,” Cay snapped back.

      I quickly intervened. “Cay, go home, Tam and I got it,” I said.

      “Okay bestie. I will go, because Chaos is ready to put another baby up in me,” she joked.

      “Can y’all at least wait until the honeymoon. I mean the wedding is right around the corner.”

      “We’ll try,” Cay said and started rolling her curvy hips.

      “Get yo’ nasty ass out of here girl,” I laughed.

      “Aw’ight. I gotta get home to my babies anyway. Chaos talking about let the sitter stay and we go get a room, girl I’m not leaving her ass with my son and daughter all night. That’s an O’ move,” she joked, and we laughed.

      “Indeed,” I said.

      “Well I’m out and Ashlee please go and get some rest. I mean, I see you and this restaurant business is wearing you down. This week we need a spa day and I’m not taking no for an answer.”

      “Okay, Cay, now go,” I ordered. She made an exit and then I turned to my baby sis. “Tam, I know you have to pick up your son, so you don’t have to stay long. I just want to put away some of this food in the cooler and then we can call it a night. The cleaning service will be here in the morning,” I said and then grabbed the counter to keep from falling.

      “Ash, sis, are you okay?” Tam asked rushing to my side.

      “I’m fine sis, just tired.”

      “You need some water? You look flushed.” As soon as she said it. I raced to the trash can. I vomited all the contents that were in my stomach.”

      “Ash, are you okay? Should I call Nicco, or take you to the hospital?”

      “No, no, no sis, I’m fine. I’m okay,” I said taking the napkin she handed me and then I wiped my mouth.

      “Was it something you ate? I mean, the food tonight was divine and if you got sick you need to fire these muthafucka’s before they ruin your business,” she ranted.

      “No, sis, no, it’s nothing like that.”

      “Then what is it Ash,” she questioned.

      I turned and looked at my baby sis and smiled. “I’m pregnant. Nicco and I are pregnant.” Her mouth opened, but no words came out. She just pulled me in for a tight hug. She held me for what seem like hours and I let her. Cay and I were thick as thieves, but the last couple of years I focused on making Autumn feel like my sister. We were closer than we had ever been and even though she knew that Chaos took her baby father’s life, Juice was an afterthought.

      “How? When sis?” she asked. “I know how, but you guys stopped infertility a year ago.”

      “Yes, and then I just went back to love making and not baby making. I just fell in to enjoying life, building a sisterhood with you, graduating, and remodeling this place. I felt I was for about two months and I was so terrified to take the test, but I did this morning and it was positive. I haven’t even told Nicco. You are the first person I’ve told.”

      Her eyes welled. “Me and not Cay?” she asked surprised.

      “Yes, you and then I’ll tell Nicco and then Cay,” I smiled. She hugged my neck so tight.

      “Thank you Ashlee and you are going to be the best mom on this planet.”

      “Thanks sis,” I said. We wrapped everything up and I headed home. When I walked in, my husband had soft music, candles and he greeted me with a kiss. “Wow, baby what’s all of this,” I asked.

      “Just a little something to celebrate you, and to tell you just how proud I am of you.”

      “Awwww, babe, I know, and I told you earlier, that I wanted to stop drinking for a little while,” I said and put the glass he gave me down.

      “Yes, I know that is why that is apple cider.”

      Confused, I said. “Huh?”

      “I know your secret Ash,” he smiled.

      “That damn Tam,” I said. “That lil heffa.”

      “No, no, no, hun it wasn’t Tam. I honestly sensed it a few weeks ago, but thought I was just imagining it. Baby I know your body, and I know your cycle and when I found the test this afternoon in our master bathroom, I was blown away,” he said.

      “Baby, I was going to tell you tonight,” I defended.

      “It doesn’t matter,” he said and his eyes welled. “This blessing has been a long time coming and I’m so grateful to God Ashlee, that there are no words.

      I wiped his tear away and he kissed my hand. My husband made love to me that night so slowly and so passionately that if I wasn’t pregnant already that would have been the night we conceived. I gave Nicco his first son and we loved each other, our friends, our family and the hood!
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            Contest Details

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        November Contest

      

      

      

      
        
        Read all Hoodwives books and send answers or codes to colehartcash@yahoo.com to enter contest for a chance to win cash prizes.

      

      

      

      
        
        YOU MUST READ THE BOOKS IN ORDER AND PLEASE READ THE FLYER TO KEEP UP WITH DATES!!

      

      

      

      
        
        Join Cole Hart Signature Readers Clubs to stay updated on any changes!!

      

      

      

      
        
        BOOKS TO READ BEFORE THIS ONE!!

      

      

      

      
        
        HOODWIVES & RICH THUGS OF ATLANTA 2

        HOODWIVES & RICH THUGS OF NEW YORK 2

      

      

      

      
        
        NEXT BOOK:

        HOODWIVES & RICH THUGS OF MEMPHIS 2: 11/19/18
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