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Reason Washington



“Aye, don’t waste your time. That nigga is in a zone. If you bother him right now, he’s either gonna ignore you or cuss you the fuck out.”



I knew I was staring even though I hadn’t meant to, but I couldn’t help myself. There was something about this guy that had my full attention.



His thick, curly hair spilled from under the New York hat that was pulled down low on his head. It moved to a rhythm that only he could hear due to the headphones that were lodged in his ears.



His fist drummed the counter top of the booth that he was in while he mouthed what I assumed were lyrics to whatever had his attention.



“What did you say?” fumbled out of my mouth before I followed the voice that addressed me.



“I said, don’t waste your fucking time. When he’s vibing like that, he gets mad as fuck when someone interrupts. Even me, and I’m his blood. The only time that Bronx is calm is when he’s into that music, and if you disrupt that, it won’t go well for you. Trust me, don’t fuck up your day like that.”



My eyes had diverted from the red plastic tray that I held after having just cleared the only other booth in this tiny place.



When I caught sight of the face that could easily have had any female alive offering the owner her life savings, I smiled without meaning to but quickly got it under control.



I mean, my life savings wouldn’t amount to much of an offer, but the man standing inches away from me was just that handsome that I felt like I would hand it over. Even still, I wasn’t interested in him. For some reason, the guy who he and I had entered into a random conversation about held my attention.



My gaze fell on him briefly, just in time to see him pull his sexy bottom lip between his platinum grill, but the man in front of me chuckled and brought my attention back to him.



He had a smug grin on his face as his sexy lips began to move. I was sure he could sense that I was entranced by whoever this mystery guy was. I hated that I was being so obvious, but damn this man was fine.



“It’s cool, shorty. It’s that damaged, struggling artist vibe. I get that shit. Women love it for some reason. My brother gets pussy thrown at him on the regular, and he don’t even be politicking for it. Bronx ain’t damaged, though. He’s a little unhinged but neither struggling nor damaged.”



I felt my face frown and his smile grew wider. “My bad. I bet you’re one of those good girls. You look like the type. All educated and shit. I mean, you got the fire ass wild hair, but you ain’t bout that life. The only thing wild about your cute ass is that damn hair. Forgive my language though, baby girl. I apologize and shit, but I can’t help what falls out my mouth.”



“Can I help you with something?” I questioned with my eyes on my handsome stranger.



His analysis of me was totally off, but that wasn’t my concern. I was now curious about why he and I were even having a conversation at this point.



“What’s your name, shorty?”



His eyes lustfully moved across my body, and although I was appropriately dressed, I couldn’t help but feel as if I was naked from the way he leered at me.



“Reason.”



I stated it dryly and then prepared for the comments about my name that I knew would follow. Most, found my name amusing and had no issue expressing that, which annoyed the shit out of me.



Again, he smiled, but this time his fist balled up and covered his mouth a little. I then noticed that he too had a platinum grill, only his was covered in diamonds.



“Real shit, that’s your name?” He was way more excited than I expected him to be.



“Yes,
 real shit
 , that’s my name.”



“Aye, relax that, baby girl. I didn’t mean anything by it. I think it’s cool as fuck. I ain’t never heard no shit like that. My baby brother would write a whole fucking song about your name. It’s dope as fuck.”



I smiled a bit as I stole a glance at who I assumed was his baby brother, although from what I could tell, there wasn’t anything baby about the fine ass man I had my eyes on.



“You must be new?” he questioned, getting my attention.



“Yeah, why?”



“’Cause Bronx is in here damn near every day. Mostly at night, though, and you all in his shit like you ain’t never seen him before. You also looking at his ass like a prize, but I’ll go ahead and kill that for you. You ain’t his type.”



He went from giving me a compliment about my name to making me feel self-conscious, and that was not an easy task. I was very confident about who I was and what I had to offer the world, but somehow, being told that I wasn’t Bronx’s type diminished that a little. I didn’t even know Bronx, but I was disappointed that his brother was insisting that I could never have him.



“Aye, don’t look like that. You’re pretty, and…” He tilted his head and examined my body, mainly focusing on my ass. “You got a cute little ass, but it’s not really about that. Bronx likes hood bitches. You definitely ain’t that. He don’t have no type of personality, and that’s the only type of chick who can put up with that shit. They actually love it.”



“Well, it doesn’t matter because I’m not interested in your brother or this conversation. So, unless you want to order food, I need to get back to work.”



He smirked and then looked me over again.



“Yeah, aight. Lying ass. You mentally on his dick right now. I can see it in your eyes, but you ain’t ready for that, shorty. You ain’t nasty enough for baby bro. Like I said, he like them hood bitches, and you know how they get down. I bet you wouldn’t even let him stick his thumb in your ass.” He smirked and then allowed his tongue to move across his full lips while grabbing his dick at the same time. “But let me get a hot pastrami, fries, and a soda.”



“Are you always this forward?”



He simply chuckled and reached into his pocket. After pulling out a roll of what I realized were fifties and dropping one on the counter in front of me, he winked.



“Yeah, I am. No disrespect about me putting that shit on the counter either, but your hands are full. Get my order in and keep the change.”



With one last look, he then turned and left me there. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about him or the conversation that we had just shared.



I was annoyed but shocked at the same time. This man just didn’t have a care in the world about how he presented himself. He was gorgeous, though, so I assumed that had a lot to do with it. He was likely used to women taking whatever he offered.



Shaking my head slightly, I placed the dishes that I was holding in the black plastic bin the was on the counter behind me and proceed to key in his order.



I lifted his fifty dollar bill, caged it, and counted out his change before piling it in the pocket of my apron. I had no intention of keeping it, and wouldn’t have even accepted his order, but it would get me closer to his brother, who I now knew as Bronx.



Even his name was sexy. Without having spoken one word to him, I knew this man was everything.



He had been there for an hour, sitting alone in the booth, doing exactly what he was doing now. I stole a peek and noticed his bother sit across from him but the two didn’t speak or either acknowledge each other.



It was strange. I shook the thought and sent the order back to the kitchen. It was only me and Javier working because White’s was small. Nathan White, the owner, didn’t put much money into the place, but the food was amazing and cheap.



Everyone in the neighborhood came there for wings, subs, and fries. It was a shitty job that didn’t pay well, but it was close to the apartment that I shared with my grandma and allowed me to ability to check in on her.



She had Alzheimer’s and was getting worse. There were occasionally good days, but now those were few and far in between. I didn’t know what I was going to do when I could no longer handle her.



Nana Monroe had raised me since I was ten years old when my parents left me with her to grocery shop. Needless to say, they never returned, and I hadn’t seen them since.



So, here I was, eleven years later trying to figure out how to manage my life and take care of her. Needless to say, my life was a little depressing at times.



“Reason, order up.” Javier pushed the styrofoam plate across the counter that separated the front area from the tiny kitchen where he worked.



I rubbed my hands down the front of my apron and lifted the aluminum tray that held a sandwich and pile of fries. I lifted a plastic cup and placed it on the tray before making my way over to the booth where Bronx and his brother were sitting.



When I got there, Bronx looked up at me with a hard stare. His eyes were void of any emotion, and he just stared at me which made me stare back until he opened his mouth to speak.



“The fuck you lookin’ at?” His voice was ten times colder than the menacing look in his eyes, and his brother chuckled.



I didn’t see a damn thing amusing about this exchange, so I cut my eyes at him briefly before they landed on Bronx again.



“Definitely not you, asshole.” I dropped the tray on the table that separated them, turned on my heels, and proceed to walk way.



“Stupid ass bitch,” I heard him mumble.



I almost turned to address him but decided it wasn’t worth it. Jail was not the fucking move today!



“Damn, Bronx. The fuck, bro? She ain’t do shit to you,” his brother said right after I created some distance between the three of us.



It was in that moment that I was over my infatuation. No matter how gorgeous this man was, his attitude was all fucked up, and I wasn’t there for it. Bronx could kiss this stuck up bitch’s ass, and I meant that.



 



***



“Reason, are you listening?”



I looked up from my cousin’s twin sized bed where I was lying on my back with my head hanging slightly off the edge. My bare feet were propped up on the wall, exposing the powder blue polish on my freshly painted toes.



After work, I ran by for a quick mani-pedi, and was now in her apartment, at her insistence.



“No, what did you say?”



“I said that we’re going to Brick’s tonight, and why are you here if you’re not listening to me? I asked you to come over and talk to me so that I could take my mind off the fact that Josiah has not called, texted, or come to see me in over three weeks.”



She placed her hands on her slim hips and pouted. I in turn rolled my eyes. My cousin Teagan, or Teague, as I called her most of the time was so damn dramatic. I couldn’t stand being around her, but I also couldn’t stand not being around her.



Teagan and my grandma were basically my only family. Well, Teagan, her brother, Torren, and my grandma. They were it by way of family. Teagan was one year younger than me at twenty, while Torren was one year older than me at twenty-two.



The three of us were thick as thieves because it was just us. Teagan and Torren’s mother was in and out of facilities because she was bipolar and refused to take her medication, while their father was
 unknown
 .



Since Torren were sixteen years old, he taken on the responsibility of supporting them with the help of our grandmother when he needed it. Torren stayed in the streets pulling licks, selling weed, and stealing cars to bring in money as a teen.



Two years ago, he got put on with Dorian, a local dealer who sold a little of everything, and things changed a lot for them. Torren wasn’t really balling, but he made enough to stay fly, pay all the bills at the apartment where he and Teagan lived as well as the place that he kept for his on again, off again girlfriend, Tia.



He also made sure Teagan’s spoiled ass stayed laced in all the latest gear as long as she did her thing with school.



He occasionally hooked me up, but I knew that the money he had needed to go to their living expenses, so I never asked my cousin for anything unless I really needed it.



Torren would sponsor a few shopping trips for me with Teagan, though, and I appreciated it. For the most part, I worked jobs that paid little to nothing and used the checks that my grandmother received to keep the bills paid at our tiny apartment.



“Ehhhhh, why you wanna go there? We can go out, but not there.” I felt my face ball up, and she sucked her teeth.



“It’s battle night, and I know Josiah’s hoe ass will be there. Can we please go?”



“No, it’s small as hell and always crowded. You can’t dance, the drinks are watered down, and it smells like ass in there.”



Teagan burst out laughing, and I broke into a laugh too.



“You ain’t shit for that, but you’re right. It does smell like ass in there. I seriously wanna run through handing out deodorant and baby wipes to help them funky ass people freshen up. But, seriously, Reason. I miss him, and I need to see this new bitch.”



“No, another reason why I don’t want to go. You already know what she looks like. You’ve seen her on every social media outlet she has, and why the hell do you miss him? He wasn’t shit, and all he ever did was cheat on you.”



“Because I do, so pleeeeaaase. And I need to see her in person. If he’s going to be there then I know she’ll be there too. You know that hoe is using filters. She isn’t even that cute. Ain’t nobody that flawless.”



She paused and flipped her hair, which just happened to be bone strait and void of its natural curls today, giving it more length. “Well, nobody but you and me, boo.”



“I won’t argue with that, but I’m really not trying to be boxing hoes tonight.”



For some reason, I thought about Bronx’s brother calling me a good girl. I mean, technically I was, but I wasn’t innocent or naïve, and I was positive that’s what he was thinking. I wasn’t a hood bitch like he explained that Bronx liked, but I wasn’t prim and proper. I just had a certain look about me that was sorta misleading.



“Best behavior. Scouts honor.” Teagan raised two fingers in a peace sign, and I rolled my eyes at her dumb ass.



“Girl, that’s a damn peace sign. Now I know you’re lying.”



“Shit, I wasn’t a scout, so that was as close as I could get. But, best behavior, I promise.”



“I know you’re lying, but we can go. You’re buying all my drinks, and I’m staying here tonight.”



“See, I knew you loved me. Thanks, boo.”



“Your ass better love me, but I mean it, Teagan. Don’t go there starting shit with her. You broke up with him, and you told him to find someone else. When he did, you got in your damn feelings. Don’t tell a man to move on and then get upset when he does. She’s innocent in all this.”



“Whatever. I just want to see her. If he likes it, I love it, but we both know that she’s just a filler for what he lost in me, and the hoe ain’t innocent. I bet he was fucking her before I dismissed him.” She flashed a fake smile.



I lowered my legs and sat up. “I’m going to run home and check on Grandma. I need to make sure Ms. Law can keep an eye on her tonight.”



Ms. Law was our neighbor two floors up. She and my grandma were close, so she would help out with her. If I needed a break or wanted to go out, she would stop in to make sure she was good. I appreciated that because without her, I wouldn’t have a life. Not that I did anyway, but days like this, I could go out and not feel guilty or worry myself sick about something happening.



“How’s she doing?” Teagan’s expression changed.



She loved our grandma, but didn’t spend much time around her anymore. It was mostly me and Torren, when he wasn’t running the streets. Now a days ,Torren’s help was mostly financial or occasionally running errands since he had a car, and all I had was a bus pass and tokens for the train.



Nana having alzheimer’s bothered Teagan more than anyone because it reminded her of her mother. There were similarities in the behaviors, especially when nana didn’t remember us or thought we were trying to harm her.



That really did a number on Teagan because she loved her mother, and being round our grandma on her bad days reminded Teagan of my aunt Kat. Even knowing that my aunt Kat checked out on them, Teagan was still a mamma’s baby and hated that her mother refused to take her medication, even to be a part of her kids’ lives.



“She’s okay. Good and bad days.”



“Kiss her for me, and tell her I love her.”



That guilty look filled her face, but I understood, so there was no judgement from me. She loved her just as much as I did.



“I will, but you need to just go see her. She asks about you all the time.”



“I know, but you know I can’t see her like that.”



“It’s okay. Just soon, alright? Come see her soon.”



“I will.”



I slipped my feet into my Nikes and grabbed my wristlet from Teagan’s bed before standing.



“Come lock up.”



“I’ll do it in a minute. Do you want me to send Torren to get you later?”



“No, I’ll walk. Besides, you know you won’t be able to find him anyway.”



“Girl, you know he don’t play about us. Those hoes can and will wait. If I text him that you need a ride, he’ll drop whatever hoe he’s laying up under to come get you.”



I laughed, but it was true. Torren loved me and Teagan both. If we called or texted, he was there, but he had a soft spot for me. I was his lil baby, as he always called me.



“I’ll be fine, but if I change my mind, I’ll text him.”



“Okay, boo. Be careful, and I’ll see you later. You better not back out on me.” Teagan narrowed her eyes at me and I smiled. She knew I was good to make plans and then end up in my bed, binging on Netflix.



I headed to the door to leave, mentally planning my night. My original plan was to go home and climb in bed with my Kindle, but I guess I was going to Bricks tonight instead. I just hoped that I didn’t regret it.










Bronx Harris



“Aye, why the fuck you keep looking at the door like that?” I questioned, looking up at Edge.



My brother looked up from the TV and at me first and then Edge. We were chilling at his spot and had just finished counting up money. I was taking shots from the bottle of Absolute that I was working on combined with a blunt to get my head right for later.



The three of us were all heading out to Bricks so I could dead all these niggas who thought they could get with me on the mic. Brim and Edge were going to support and find a few females to fuck with.



I had just released a good nut a few hours before I got there, so I might find a bitch to suck my dick later, but I was good on pussy for a minute. Tonight was about business for me.



“Cause,” Edge began with a straight face, and then his ass smiled, so I knew he was about to say something dumb. “Reese said she coming through.”



And there it is!



“Yo, don’t have your bitch rolling up on my spot, Edge. That damn girl is crazy. You see this, right? Don’t think I forget that you’re paying for that shit either.”



I smirked remembering the last time Reese showed up unannounced. She caught Edge with some stripper bitch that he brought there to fuck.



Reese tried to kill his ass, but he fought her like a grown ass man, hence the hole in the wall by the door that Brim was pointing to. She shoved Edge into the wall, and his elbow broke through it.



“I told her not to fucking come, but she knows I’m going to the club tonight, and she’s trying to start some shit.



“Bruh, why the fuck would you tell her your moves like that? You know Reese is crazy as fuck about your no good, cheating ass. She knows you’re about to be fucking some bitch up in the corner tonight. Damn, muthafucker. I’m trying to have a chill night, and here you go with this shit. I don’t even see why y’all are still together.”



“’Cause, nigga, that’s my baby, and I love her crazy ass. And stop calling her a bitch before I crack yo shit,
 Brooklyn
 .”



“Aye, don’t get fucked up, Edge, real shit. I’ll beat your ass up in here.”



Brim was serious as fuck. He didn’t play about his government name. We all knew that was a sensitive subject for him.



You see, my moms was New York born and raised. That shit was in her blood, and she loved it. It only made sense that she named her most prized possessions after that love.



That’s how I got my name, Bronx, and my brother got his name, Brooklyn. He hated that shit because he said it was girl’s name, so we called him Brim. That had been my brother’s nickname for shit, as long as I’d been alive and could remember.



Edge just laughed like he wasn’t fazed at all about the threat that Brim had just tossed at him. I was more than positive that he wasn’t.



They were always at it, and sometimes to the point that they did physically fight, but they were down like four flats. Hell, we all were. It was the three of us, and that was it. We didn’t fuck with people too tough, especially not me.



I wasn’t what you would call a people person. People annoyed me the fuck outta me. I know that shit sounded crazy, but it was true. Niggas had egos, and bitches had attitudes. Aside from fucking bitches, they couldn’t really do shit for me. I never needed another muthafucker to do shit for me, and if I did, it would be Brim or Edge. When I wasn’t with them or in some pussy, I was alone, vibing and shit off my music, getting high, or both.



My brother was my keeper as I was his. Brim was 26 while I was 24, so that age difference in his eyes meant that he ran shit. He called me the baby, which was true on paper, but I wasn’t anything close to that. I was grown as fuck and had been since I was a teen.



A lot of that came from the fact that Brim ran the streets, and since I was always in his shadow, I did too. Our father was around and a part of our lives, but the streets are what made us both who we were. Not to mention that our father had his hand in a bunch of illegal shit too, just on a different level.



It wasn’t like we had a hard life or no shit like that, but we did dirt. Brim and I both started as corner boys and came up through the system a getting our own. We really didn’t have to because we had connections, but we both were the type to make our own way and have our own.



That’s just how things played out. We were both living good. Nothing major, but I had a little change from the weight we pushed, so I was comfortable. Brim and Edge were too because we did this shit together.



I also made money with my mixtapes and local shows and appearances. I was dope as fuck and dubbed New York’s best kept secret. So much so that people were always tryin’ to get me to sign with record labels and shit.



I even had a few major offers, but that wasn’t my thing. I wasn’t for that watered down, industry type thing or radio play. No disrespect to niggas who got their money that way, but it wasn’t what I wanted.



When you’re not hurting for anything, it’s easier to stay true to yourself. I spit real shit, and my way. I mixed my own beats and had more downloads than a lot of others who had million dollar deals, so as far as I was concerned, my shit was on point, and I was exactly where I needed to be.



I could actually live nicely off my music, but I choose to do both. The streets were home to me, and I was good at it, so why the fuck not? Some things just are what they are, and that was in my blood. It was a part of me.



I was smart as fuck too. Most people couldn’t see it, but I graduated from high school with the highest GPA of my class. The crazy part was that I didn’t study for shit and barely even showed up to school most days. I was just one of those people who was naturally smart. My moms was disappointed as fuck when I opted out of college, but that just wasn’t my scene. She didn’t like it, but she respected it.



Because I had a good head on my shoulders, I could mix my own shit, upload it, and manage my site. As street as I was, I was also business minded and learned real quick that everything was about sites and apps these days.



Even hood niggas and trap boys had smart phones and was into that shit. I handled my business in a way that allowed me to be all over New York, and I was content with being an underground artist.



I would never be on a major label, and I put that on my life. Not because I couldn’t, But because I didn’t want that shit.



“Yo, I’m serious. If Reese shows up here and breaks some shit, I’m cussin’ her out, breaking my foot off in your ass, and making you pay for that shit.”



“Making me? Nigga you can’t make me do shit.”



“You’re right, I’ll just take that shit from your cut.” Brim grinned, knowing that Edge wasn’t about to go for that.



“Nigga, fuck you. I wish you would touch my got damn money.”



“Aye, I’m out. I need to head home and get ready for tonight.”



I wasn’t about to sit there for this. They were fucking with my high and would argue for hours about the most insignificant shit.



“Get ready? What, you a bitch now? The fuck you need to get ready for?” My brother focused his attention on me, which made Edge do the same.



“You know how that nigga is.” Edge chuckled.



“I’mma be fly, but I’m just rocking jeans and shit. I know your ass is about to be fresh to death, though.”



“Fuck you and you. Don’t be mad because I care about my fucking appearance.” I smirked. It was true.



We all got fly as fuck, but me more than either of them. I remember days when we were on the corner pushing coke and dime bags, and I’d be in Gucci from head to toe. Not the loud, flashy, gay ass looking shit that niggas be rocking today. Just plain polos, clean as fuck. I’d top it off with a logo belt and classic Gucci kicks, but the shit was still fly as hell. Especially on me.



“Shit, me too. It just ain’t that deep for me,” Edge said.



“’Cause you ain’t me, my nigga. I’m out, though. You gonna take care of this?” I pointed to the stacks of money on the table, and Brim nodded.



“Yeah, I got it.”



“Aight, I’ll get mine later, and make sure my shit is right.”



I said that just to fuck with Brim. My brother would never cheat me. We both knew that.



“The fuck wrong with you and this nigga today? Both of y’all are trying me.” Brim looked up from where he sat on the floor playing 2K on XBOX.



Me and Edge looked at each other and laughed before I stood to leave.



“Aye, what time we heading out?” Edge yelled over his shoulder when I reached the door.



“Later, damn. You talking about me, but your ass on some bitch shit trying to map out the night. We just roll like fucking Gs when it’s necessary.”



Brim chuckled and Edge shot me a bird just before I was out the door.



Walking out my brothers spot, I made sure to peep my surroundings. Not that anyone ever really fucked with me because my attitude was always on one hundred, but you never knew when muthafuckers might grow a set and try you.



When I was actually in my ride, I pulled away from the curb and was on my way to my spot. I didn’t live far from my brother, only about a thirty minute drive, so I hit my latest track, turned that shit up, and started laying down verses in my head.



I knew that I would never use them because when I recorded it was whatever hit at the moment. I didn’t write shit down. For no particular reason other than I always had a fresh ass verse on deck, and it was always fire as fuck.



The shit was organic, which no one ever understood. I was on some iconic shit with that.



I couldn’t really explain it other other than to just say that this was my thing. Rapping was my talent, or my gift, if you would. I was blessed with the creativity to always be on point with my verses, no matter what.



As soon as I reached my place and got to my door, I was instantly annoyed as fuck. Misha was standing there tucking a note in the frame just above my door knob, and I knew she was up to some shit.



“The fuck you doing here?”



My voice was deep and raspy, which women loved until I was yelling at their dumb asses, like right now. Misha almost jumped out of her damn skin when my voice sounded from behind her.



“Bronx, hey. You won’t answer my text or calls, so I was leaving you a note.”



“A note, the fuck are we, in middle school? Man, take your ass on, and take that damn note with you.”



I hated that she fucked things up with us. Not that we were in a relationship or not shit like that because I didn’t do relationships, but she was regular pussy. For me, that said a lot. I’d hit three or four times a week, and she’d come to my spot and chill with me occasionally when I felt like being bothered.



That was as close as I had come to a relationship since my break up with Sal, but I’ll save that bullshit ass story for another time.



Misha was cool until she went and hit me with the I’m pregnant shit. That just totally killed it all for me. There was no fucking way. Aside from Sal, I ain’t never fuck her or anyone else raw because I wasn’t ready for no damn kids.



I was man enough to handle that by strapping up, something our pops drilled in us. See, my pops was cool as fuck, but he was more like a friend than a father. He didn’t want kids either but knocked my mom up twice because he was irresponsible.



At least he admitted it, but still, it fucked my mom up because she loved his dirty drawers, and he wouldn’t do right for shit. Our pops is the epitome of papa was a rolling stone. That muthafucker had more women across New York than New York had cabs. He was an important person too, which didn’t help him with the little problem he had.



Women loved a man with power, and my father had plenty of it.



I guess that was where me and Brim got it from, neither of us was running from a relationship like our pops, but we weren’t seeking that shit out either. I tried it once and it failed, so for now, my mission was my personal needs only.



“We need to discuss what we’re going to do. You ignoring me is not going to make this baby go away, Bronx.”



Is this damn girl for real?



I chuckled as I stuck my key in my door. “You’re right. It won’t make that baby go away, but it will make your ass go away. That ain’t mine, and we both know it, so go run that shit on whatever nigga you were fucking on my off days.”



I got ready to step in my spot and Misha made the mistake of grabbing my arm. I turned and snapped on her ass quick as fuck.



“What I tell you about putting your fucking hands on me without permission?” I growled at her, and she let me go and stepped back.



“Bronx, this baby is yours,” she said softly.



This was that shit that annoyed me. Another reason why I didn’t like people. Misha fucked any nigga she thought would give her a come up.



I didn’t know that before I laid in the pussy, but when I found out, it was too late. I wasn’t on no serious shit with her, so it didn’t matter to me. As long as she played her role in providing a good nut when I wanted her to, then she could live however the fuck she wanted.



She wasn’t the first to try and pin a baby on me, and she wouldn’t be the last. I was a handsome ass muthafucker. Me and Brim both were. We looked just like our pops, who was Dominican, but then we had some of our mother’s African American features. Perfect fucking blend, and every female’s dream.



Bitches were always trying to get my seed, talking about we’d make a pretty baby. Yeah, maybe, but only my wife would ever know that, if I ever got married.



I really didn’t think that shit was for me. I couldn’t imagine only having one pussy for the rest of my life. That shit didn’t even seem fair.



Now, one dick for her for the rest of her life, as long as it was mine, was cool because my shit was all she would ever need. I was blessed and knew what the do with it, but the one pussy thing, nah not my shit, and I didn’t see that changing.



“Bronx, this is your baby!” Misha yelled in an annoying high pitched tone. That shit sounded like a wounded cat, further annoying me.



“Word, how is that? I strapped up every time, and inspected every fucking condom before I flushed that shit.”



It was crazy, but true. I did that just for situations like this.



“But it’s not one hundred percent, and you know it.”



“You’re right, it’s not, but my track record with you is. That ain’t my fucking baby, Misha, so take your ass on and don’t bring that shit to me anymore.”



I knew it wasn’t my baby, just like I knew she ran that same scam on some other dude she was fucking.



Misha made the mistake of running her mouth too fucking much, and one other shorty I was dealing with heard her fessing up that the baby wasn’t mine. Trying to get in my good graces, shorty ran it by me after she heard Misha talking about who the real father was. Apparently, Misha was down at the clinch with him a few weeks ago, all hugged up and shit.



That was before his girl found out that his side bitch was pregnant and shut that shit down. Now all of a sudden, it’s my baby.



After I found out who he was, I ran up on dude and asked him about it. I just needed insurance for my own peace of mind. He was scared as fuck and went to singing like a bird, and all I asked was if he hit raw.



Dude was giving me dates and timelines as proof that he knew the baby was his. I guess he thought I cared and was gonna fuck him up or something. All I wanted was a guarantee that I wasn’t about to get served with a DNA test request.



I mean, I did have a bit of a reputation, so I understood why he was stressing and shit after I ran up on him, but I ain’t have no beef with him, so he was good.



Anyway, the baby wasn’t mine, and we both knew it, so she could get the fuck outta here with that. I wasn’t the one.



Leaving Misha where she stood, I walked in my place and slammed my door. She could camp out in the hallway for all I cared, long as she didn’t touch my damn door to disturb me. I was about to shower and chill with some Sports Center until it was time to head out later.



That weed I pulled on at Brim’s spot had me feeling right, and I damn sure wasn’t about to let her kill my fucking high.










Edward “Edge” Hill



“Yo, I’m about to head home and get up with Reese for a little while so that I don’t have any issues tonight.”



Brim chuckled and nodded but didn’t look up at me. I already knew what he was thinking.



Me and Reese had been together for years, and our relationship was complicated. More on my part than hers, but complicated nonetheless.



I loved her and she loved me. There was no denying that but we had our issues. Reese did her dirt early on in the relationship, which was the main reason why I was the way I am now.



No, it’s not an excuse, but it’s facts. She cheated back then, and I cheat now. There’s no right or wrong with it; we just are who we are.



“Aight, good, cause I’m not trying to watch Tyson versus Holyfield tonight. My only goal is to chill. Make sure you do whatever the fuck you need to do to keep her at home.”



This time I chuckled. “I’m about to go handle that right now. She ain’t going nowhere tonight.”



I was on my way home to lay shit down. I didn’t really care what type of mood she was in, I was gonna put this dick in her life and get it and her under control.



“You really ain’t shit. You’re my people, but you really ain’t shit, my nigga.”



“Aye, don’t judge what you don’t understand. I’m out.”



I lifted my phone and checked my pocket for my keys before heading to the door. We had been smoking most of the afternoon, so I was feeling good. I just hoped Reese didn’t kill my high.



“Lock my shit, and I’ll hit you when I’m heading out later,” Brim yelled from his living room after I made it to the door.



Brim was my dude. We had been tight since we were kids. There wasn’t shit that I wouldn’t do for him or that he wouldn’t do for me. Bronx was included in that number too. We were family.



Like all families, we had our issues, but that shit dropped the second any one of us needed one another. Me and Brim could be going the fuck at it, but seconds later be teaming up to beat another muthafucker’s ass who tried us.



Right after the task was handled, we’d be going at it again. That was just how we worked. That nigga could check me the same as I could check him, but let  another muthafucker try that shit, and there would be blood shed.



Brim and Bronx were my family. Hell, I didn’t really have anyone else. My pops wasn’t shit for the time that I knew him, and he died robbing some low level dealers when I was ten. My moms checked out on both of us years before that when she decided that the bottle was more important than her family.



She died when I was eight. I loved her, and she loved me, just not enough not to drink herself to death.



I blamed my pops for that. He put her through it. Not with cheating and shit like that, he was just a sorry ass nigga. He wouldn’t be a man and take care of his family, so we went without and a lot. That was hard for my mom because she left a family that had a good ass life of money and privilege just to be with him. She loved that nigga, and he wasn’t shit; she just didn’t find out until it was too late. By that time, she didn’t have an out, so she created her own and drank herself to death.



Since both my parents died when I was young, I got passed around to family members who didn’t really give a fuck about me. I slept in closets, laundry rooms, basements, you name it. That was until Brim’s mom found out. She wasn’t having that shit no kinda way.



They didn’t really have a lot in the beginning because Big Mel was working on his career, but they were comfortable, and it was more than I could claim as my own, so I appreciated it. She was good to me, they all were.



I damn near lived with them until I turned seventeen, and me and Brim moved out and got our on place together. It was a small ass one bedroom shitty apartment that we could barely afford, but we made that shit work. A lot has changed since then.



We make a little change and are all living decent. I’m grateful for my beginning because it made me who I am today. It helps me appreciate how far I’ve come, and it also keeps me hungry enough to never go back to being without.



Now, with my relationship, that’s another story. They say that what you experience sets the foundation for what you believe. That’s true with some but not always the case. Unfortunately, I’m a victim of my circumstances and proved that theory right.



My parents’ relationship was tragic as fuck. Then there was Brim’s parents. I loved them and they loved the fuck outta me, but they were not good examples of how that monogamy shit was supposed to play out. Their dad, Melvin, or Big Mel as I called him, was a fucking player. He did love their mom but wouldn’t commit for shit.



She gave her all, but he was just one of those people who couldn’t settle down. In a lot of ways, I think I’m like that, hence my situation with Reese. I cheat religiously, but I do love her. A lot of it is on her.



When I was that nigga, the one who only had one girl and put his all into her, she fucked me over and cheated, not once but several times. That shit hurt me to my core because I did love her, but it proved what I knew to be true. No one should tie themselves to just one person. That shit just didn’t work.



I probably should have left back then, but I was young, and got caught up in the idea that I could get over it. I never really did. I just dealt with it and started doing my thing. It’s fucked up, but I’m perfectly okay cheating and coming home to Reese.



Reese allows me to do it, so that’s partly her fault. I’m careful, but our community is small, so I’m sure she knows. We argue about it, but she stays, so I continue doing what I do.



She knows it too, yet she’s still rocking with a nigga, so I guess she’s no better than me. It doesn’t have to make sense to anybody but us, so I don’t make excuses for how we live.



I’m not sure if she’s still doing her thing or not, but I wouldn’t be surprised. As long as I don’t find out about it then it’s not something I worry about.



That shit don’t really make sense, but we’re more convenient to each other than anything. I don’t want to let her go, same as she doesn’t want to let me go, but we both know what it is.



Brim always says that I haven’t met the right one to make me walk away, but I just think that there is no right one. Relationships are what they are, and you get out of them what you put in. Me and Reese are a product of our effort. Neither of us are willing to do anything about that.



Maybe at this point we can’t, and it just is what it is. She’s my baby, and for now that just works. I cheat, but sex don’t have shit to do with my heart. I can have the best of both worlds, and that’s exactly how I live.



On my way to the place I shared with Reese, my phone was blowing up with texts from different women that I dealt with, so I was about to turn it off since I planned to spend time with Reese.



Just before I was able to, a call came through that had my jaw tight. When you do fucked up shit, you might as well be prepared for your past to keep resurfacing.



“Why the fuck you calling me?”



“We’re friends aren’t we, Edward?”



“Nah, we’re not, but you already know that so what the fuck do you want?”



She laughed and kept talking. “We are friends, you just need to get out of your feelings. That was forever ago. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say that you still have a little thing for me.”



Letting go of a cocky laugh, I shook my head. “I never had a thing for you. You were just a fuck up that I wish I could take back. I was drunk, and I did some dumb shit.”



“Maybe the first time, but what about the second time? You were very aware of what you were doing and what you did with me, over and over again that night. How do you explain that?”



“I fucked up, that’s how I explain it. What the hell do you want?”



“How is he?”



I grit my teeth and clenched my fist. “Did you really call me to ask me how that nigga is? He’s fucking great. I’m sure you already know that.”



“I don’t, which is why I’m asking.”



“Get the fuck off my line with that bullshit.”



“Edge, don’t be like that. I miss him. I miss you.”



“Don’t miss me and don’t miss him either. You ain’t shit, and neither of us is worried about you.”



“You’re still protecting him. I guess that means he doesn’t know. At least you kept our secret. I appreciate that and might even reward you for it when I come to New York.”



“Hell no, he doesn’t know. You don’t need to appreciate a damn thing. I didn’t do it for you. I did it for him. He don’t need to know just how dirty you really are. I’m not about to bring that shit to him. I made a mistake. Unlike you, I actually care about him.”



“I care about him too, and I miss him. I need you to get over your feelings because I’ll be seeing you soon. I want my man back.”



I laughed deep. “Why the fuck can’t you leave well enough alone? Didn’t you get what you wanted? You’re famous and shit, you have the career you want, and I’m sure all the available dick you can handle. Leave him alone. His life is good right now. Besides, he ain’t fucking with you like that anyway. You already know that. He isn’t the forgiving type, and don’t forget, I’m not the only one you cheated on him with.”



“I was a victim. That wasn’t my fault, and I’m going to make him understand that. I’m getting him back, I just need you to be clear that if you get in the way of that and I lose him, then you lose him too. I’m sure you don’t want that.”



“Fuck you mean I lose him?”



“I mean that I’ll tell him about us.”



“Nah, you won’t do that, not if you call yourself trying to get him back. Even if you do, then I don’t really give a fuck. We’re family. He might hate the shit and even be mad about it, but we’ll work it out. Now, you on the other hand, you already have two strikes against you. I can’t imagine that he’d accept you having sex with me and working that shit out with you. Do what the fuck you want, but I’d advise that you stay away from him.”



“I love him, and I can’t do that. I’ll see you around, Edward.”



She hung up the damn phone just as I pulled up at my building.



“Fuck.” I groaned thinking about my biggest mistake ever.



I was really hoping that she didn’t mean that shit and would leave the past in the past, but deep down inside, I knew that my mistake was about to rear its ugly head.



 



***



“Why you have to go out. Just stay home with me tonight,” Reese whined as I finished dressing.



After that fucked up call I got on the way home, it took me a minute to get my mind right, but I did, and I spent the last few hours putting in work with Reese so that I could meet up with Bronx and Brim.



“You know why. If Bronx is doing his thing tonight, then I’m going to be there.”



“Don’t lie, it’s not about him. You’re going to find some bitch to lay up under.”



“Did I not just make you cum until your ass tapped out on me, crying about you had enough? You really think pussy is on my agenda right now?”



“Yes, because I know you.” She rolled her damn eyes, and I laughed.



She was right, I had a healthy sexual appetite, another reason why I had so many in rotation.



“Baby, I’m just tryin to chill with my people and watch Bronx embarrass the fuck outta these niggas who think they got flow. That’s all. I’m not interested in anything other than that.”



“Then, I’ll go. That shouldn’t be a problem, right?”



“The fuck you need to go for? It’s just me, Brim and Bronx. If you’re there, I’ll have to be worried about you all night, and I just said I’m trying to chill.” I felt my attitude rising as she peered at me.



“Fine, then I’ll go with my sister. She called earlier an asked me if I wanted to go out.”



I laughed sarcastically and collected my phone and keys from the dresser before addressing her dumb ass comment.



“Do what you want, Reese. You’re grown, and if you want to go out, then do it. But go because you want to hang out and not because you’re trying to keep tabs on what the fuck I’m up to. You already know how I feel about that shit. I just told you that I’m not up to anything. I’m just chilling with my people.”



I made my way over to her and kissed her on the lips before I backed up enough to see her face. She wasn’t happy, but she kept her comments to herself.



“Don’t be out all night and don’t bring your ass in here smelling like another bitch,” she snapped before she walked into the bathroom and slammed the door.



I chuckled at her having an attitude . I wasn’t sure if she would show up tonight, but if she did and caught me with someone, it’s as going to be all out war.



I was used to it, though. That was how we functioned. I was already stressed after that damn call and just praying that Reese stayed her ass at home tonight. I had plans that wouldn’t work if she brought her ass out, but either way, I wasn’t gonna let it fuck up my night.










Brooklyn “Brim” Harris



“Aye, you driving?”



I dragged my brush across my freshly cut waves as I moved through my apartment with my phone pressed to my ear by way of my shoulder.



“Yeah, I’m driving. I’ll meet you there. I’m getting dressed right now,” Bronx responded sounding like he was already lit as hell. This fool smoked 24/7 but so did I so I couldn’t really say shit.



“Aight, bet. I’m heading out now. Edge is meeting us there too.”



“Yo, did Reese roll up on that nigga?”



I smirked and tossed my brush on the counter checking out my work. My jet black hair shined under the lights in my bathroom, cascading with waves.



“Nah, but that just means, she’s gonna roll through tonight and catch that nigga in the act.”



“Bruh, they need to get their shit together. Either they’re together or they’re not. Fuck all that dumb shit.”



“Yeah, but that’s his shit, so I stay out of it.”



“True, it’s dumb as fuck, but whatever works for him.”



“Aight, I’m heading out. I’ll see you there. Eyes open tonight, Bronx.”



“Nigga, you ain’t got to tell me that shit. I’m always on point,” my baby brother shot back at me with an attitude and then hung up.



I laughed because he was so damn hostile, but he was my blood, and I was always gonna make sure he was on his shit.



It was my job to make sure Bronx was good. Our pops would hold me personally responsible if anything happened to him, same as he would with Bronx if anything happened to me. But I was the oldest, so it held more weight.



Our pops loved us to death, and he’d fuck up the entire city if one of us had an issue. New York wasn’t ready for that type of fury, same as it wasn’t ready for mine if anyone laid a hand on my baby brother.



Not that I had to worry because Bronx was on his shit. That nigga was hard core, like me. Neither of us really gave a fuck, but Bronx took that shit to a whole other level. He fucked niggas up for breathing wrong if he was in one of his moods.



Crazy didn’t explain it, but simply put, Bronx wasn’t the type you wanted to fuck with, and you had to proceed with caution when it came to him. He was unhinged when it came to most situations. That nigga’s fuse was short as fuck, so people kept their distance.



Like earlier today, the way he popped off at shorty who worked at White’s, I sorta felt bad for her. She was feeling him, and his reckless ass just shut down her dream. There was no real reason other than he was just in one of his fucking moods.



She was cute though, and since Bronx didn’t want her, I thought about running through there to see if she would fuck. Her body was tight, and that wild hair was sexy on her. I could see a fist full of it wrapped around my hand while I had her on her hands and knees and my dick deep off in her.



For now, it was time to roll out and watch my brother fuck up these pussy ass niggas’ lives who thought they could battle with him. I still didn’t understand why they even took the chance with his lyrical ass.



Bronx was just fucking gifted. That shit skipped me. My only gift was making money and laying this damn pipe. Both of which I was an expert at, but other than that, I was just me.



When I made it to Bricks, the line outside was long as fuck but that was to be expected. I was grateful that I didn’t have to wait in that shit. These niggas around here loved Bronx, so they showed up anywhere they knew he’d be. Especially on battle night, just for the chance to see his ass hit the stage.



It was crazy as fuck to me. Niggas were there to either get embarrassed by going against him or to watch those who did, while women made an appearance just for the chance to fuck him, and Bronx took full advantage of it.



Bricks was small as fuck. It was an old brick building with two floors, a shitty ass stage, and a makeshift bar. They sold watered down drinks to everyone but me, Bronx, and Edge. We were provided the good shit because we were tight with the owner, Denver, and he knew better than to try and play us. Bronx was his money maker.



For that reason, he had a stash there just for us. He appreciated the fact that Bronx brought in numbers. Denver made a killing off door charges, drinks and bets on any dumb ass who tried to take Bronx down on stage.



It never happened, but it didn’t stop eager ass muthafuckers with a dream from trying.



Walking straight to the door, I dapped Dean and then stopped to check out the faces inline. My goal was to find a nice pretty face connected to a banging ass body that I could infiltrate later tonight.



“What’s good Brim?” Dean was taking money as he addressed me.



“Shit, you tell me. It’s crowded as fuck tonight?” I scanned the line again before I focused on Dean’s big burly looking ass. He was about seven feet and over three under pounds, which was why Denver kept him around.



Flashing his gold capped teeth, Dean grinned. “You already know why. Where he at?”



“On his way. He should be here soon.”



“Aight, bet, tell that nigga to cut up. Fuck it, don’t tell him shit, I already know he’s gonna fuck shit up.” Dean smirked, and I was about to head in when I noticed a familiar face.



Reason was moving my way with her face all contoured as she surveyed the crowd. I listened as she fussed to some fine ass chick who looked like she could be her sister. Baby sister that is because she looked young as hell, but they had to be related.



“Man, Teague, look at that damn line. There’s no fucking way.”



So, the good girl isn’t as good as I thought
 .



Reason sounded cute as fuck cussing like that because it didn’t fit her look.



“It’s not that long. Come on.”



“No, I’m not about to stand out here for two hours for the
 possibility
 of getting in. Let’s just go somewhere else.”



“Aye, Reason, you want in? I can hook you up.”



They both looked my way, and then old girl that was with Reason glanced at her in surprise before her eyes landed on me again. She now displayed a lustful grin.



“Oh yeah, and why would you do that?” she questioned.



“Call it a favor for a friend. We’re friends right, Reason?”



“Hold the fuck up, you know that fine ass man? Shit he looks familiar too?” her girl said and then looked back at me.



“No, I don’t know him.”



“Damn, shorty, it’s like that? We had a whole fucking conversation a few hours ago. I know my brother was rude and shit, but don’t take that out on me. Besides, I warned you his ass was like that.”



“Wait, so you had a conversation with him?” her girl pointed at me. “And you didn’t tell me. The hell did I miss?”



“It was just a conversion, and that doesn’t mean we know each other.”



“You’re right, but it seems to me that you want to get in there and don’t want to wait in that long ass line. I can make that shit happen right, Dean?”



“Don’t beg her, Brim. If she don’t want in, I do,” some female yelled from the line, causing both of them to look her way.



“No, we want in. Don’t we, Reason? Thank you.” Her girl tugged Reason and moved my way.



Reason looked annoyed, but she gave in.



Once we were inside, old girl looked at me and delivered a flirty smile as she extended her hand. “I’m Teagan. Brim, right?”



“Yeah. I accepted her hand and kissed the back of it. A nigga could be smooth when he wanted to, and she was nice on the eyes.



Her butterscotch skin looked creamy, and she had big ass breasts. She was a little slimmer than I was used to, but pussy was pussy, and her lips looked plump so I could imagine them sliding down my dick.



“Yeah, nice to meet you, Teagan.”



“You here to see my brother, shorty?” I asked, now focused on Reason.



“No, why would I be here to see him? How would I even know he’s here, and most importantly, he’s rude as fuck, so why would I care?”



I chuckled because even with hearing all that, I could see her perk up at the idea of him being around her.



“It’s battle night. Everyone comes here to see Bronx. Either you’re here to see him spit or to try to fuck him. I put you in the fuck him category.”



“Bronx?”



“Bronx is your brother? I knew you looked familiar.” Teagan looked at her girl excitedly.



I wasn’t offended. Bitches did that shit all the time, and I was proud that my baby brother was doing it big like he was.



“Yeah, my baby bother, and your girl is feeling him but in denial about it.”



“Hoe, we need to talk.”



“You two do that. Enjoy your evening, and I might see you ladies later.” I winked at Teagan and was about to walk off, but she stopped me.



“I will definitely see you later,” she announced before she smiled seductively and grabbed at Reason, pulling her towards the bar and leaving me there.



I watched the two of them walk away and checked out Teagan’s cute little round ass as her dress clung to it. Yeah, I’d tap that and plump that ass up. She was a nice option, but for now, I had to go find Edge and check out all my other options. If nothing caught my eye, I’d give Teagan a chance to sit on my dick before the night was over.



“I’m glad to see your ass in one piece.” I dapped Edge when I found him posted upstairs in our little section.



He handed me a bottle of White Hennessy and grinned. He knew that was my shit.



“Fuck you mean in one piece? You know Reese talks shit, but she ain’t really gonna do anything.”



“We both know she’ll fight your ass. Don’t forget she blacked your eye, nigga. When I need a few hittas I’m calling her ass. I know she got me.”



Edge pulled from the blunt that he was holding and smirked.



“She snuck my ass, but that was one time, and one time only. I’ll fuck Reese up. She knows it, and so do you.”



I shook my head, knowing he meant just that. I couldn’t even consider that shit abuse because Reese fought back. She was tall, and slim as fuck, but believe me when I say she was scrappy as hell. Reese would fuck Edge up.



He never wanted to hurt her on some real shit, which gave her the advantage, but he would square up with her. Truth be told, he did more defending and restraining when it came to them getting physical. I wasn’t taking sides because it was their thing, and as long as he didn’t beat on her, then I didn’t get involved.



“She still blacked your damn eyes, so it don’t matter.”



“Well, right now, she’s at home blacked out ’cause I fucked her ass to sleep so that I could have a peaceful evening. You’re welcome.”



“The fuck you saying you’re welcome for? Reese don’t bother me. That’s your girl, not mine.”



“True, but if she came out tonight showing her ass, it was gonna fuck up your vibe too. So, like I said, you’re welcome.”



I shook my head at his logic, but it was true. When it came to Edge, Reese could shut shit down in a matter of minutes.



“Who were you talking to downstairs? Why you ain’t bring them up here?” Edge asked after looking around for a minute.



“Some chick Bronx cussed out earlier and her people. I might get with her later, but right now, I want to see what else I can get my hands on. She looks young and shit. I’m not trying to babysit tonight.”



“Cussed out? That nigga be acting up. Both of them were dick worthy. Shit, introduce me. I’ll talk sweet to her. Which one you checking for?”



“Neither, right now, and nigga you got a whole wife at home. How about you talk sweet to her?”



“I did that shit already, which is why I’m here, and Reese ain’t my wife.”



“Might as well be. You live with her, pay all her damn bills, buy her whatever the fuck she asks for, and be ready to fuck shit up if a nigga even looks at her. That’s you damn wife.”



“More or less, but ain’t shit on this hand but ink.”



Edge held up his tatted hand and then lowered it again.



“Yeah aight, keep thinking that shit. Reese is gonna find a nigga who wants to wife her ass, then what?”



“Then I’m gon’ kill that nigga, and you’re gonna help me get rid of the body is what.” He grinned, and I burst out laughing. He was dead ass, and I knew it, but oh fucking well. Edge was right about one thing; if he needed me to help with that shit, it was as good as done.



Right now, I was about to drink this Henny and then wait for my bother to get there and show the fuck out. After that, I was going link up with some willing pussy and call it a night.



 



***



Most of the night was spent vibing, getting high, and chilling with Bronx and Edge. After a while, Bronx disappeared, so I assumed he was tucked away with a female like I currently was right now.



I hoped he was having better luck than I was, though, ’cause this shit wasn’t worth the time I was wasting on it. I knew better than to fuck with this high class looking bitch, but a pretty ass female who dressed the part was my weakness. This time, that shit back fired on me.



“Stop fucking playing and suck that shit, damn.”



I was irritated as hell and about ready to just say fuck it. Old girl was trying her best, but couldn’t suck a dick to save her life. The worst part was that she was talking all kinds of shit about how good she was.



At this point, I was struggling just to get my nut.



“I’m trying. It’s big,” she whined, causing me to push forward hard as fuck, making her gag from the impact.



I grabbed her head and took control, fucking her mouth aggressively just so that I could cum. When I did, I let it shoot down her throat, pulled my dick out her mouth, and went straight to the sink.



I wasn’t about to walk around the rest of the night with her dried up slob on my shit, so I washed up, tucked my dick in my jeans, and then washed my hands.



She got up and stared at me the entire time with a goofy ass grin on her face.



After I was done getting myself together, I looked at her, trying to figure out why she was still there.



“What?” I asked and folded my arms across my chest.



“So, can I leave with you tonight?”



“Leave with me?” I looked at her with raised brows, and she frowned.



“I thought—”



“Your ass thought wrong. You talked all that shit about your head game, and that shit was wack. I can only image how terrible that pussy is. Nah, I’m not setting myself up, but I appreciate you for that weak ass nut, shorty.”



I started toward the bathroom door, and she looked at me like she was shocked.



“I—”



“You need to not even finish that damn sentence before you get your feelings hurt.”



I pulled open the door to the private bathroom that we were in, and she hurried behind me.



“Let me have another chance. It was bigger than I expected, and I—”



“Don’t even waste your time. If that mouth can’t handle it, then I know your pussy can’t. And even if it could, it’s a package deal for me.”



I walked off, leaving her there in her feelings, but fuck it. It was the truth. I also noticed that Teagan was watching us. I stopped when I got to her, and she shook her head. I smiled because I knew what that was about.



“Why you spying on a nigga?”



“I’m not. I was waiting to use the bathroom and couldn’t.” She peered at me, placing blame for her inability to get into the bathroom on me since I had it occupied.



“My bad, it’s free now.”



“I see.”



She pushed past me, and I caught her arm. “Come chill with me when you’re done, and make sure you wash your damn hands.”



“Uhh, nigga please. You just left the bathroom with some bitch after doing God knows what, and you’re telling me to come chill with you and wash my hands. I’ll pass.”



“She sucked my dick, and I washed mine, so don’t come for me like I’m a nasty muthafucker. That’s not even me.”



Teagan reared her head to the side and looked at me like she was confused. “You just had some random sucking our dick in a bathroom. You are a nasty muthafucker.”



I chuckled because she was dead ass serious but cute with it.



“Well, yeah, maybe I am, but still wash your damn hands when you’re done, and come chill with me. Where’s Reason?”



“At the bar waiting on me, and I said no thanks.” She rolled her damn eyes and kept going.



I laughed because she was tripping. I’d see her again later and it might be in my bed where that happened.



“Yo, where’d he go?” I asked after I made it back to where we were chilling.



They didn’t really have VIP up in this shit hole, just small sections that were somewhat secluded, but we didn’t need that shit anyway.



The only reason we used them was that Bronx didn’t like to be around a lot of people, so we were always tucked off in the corner.



“Down there, it’s about time,” Edge said, lifting his face from the neck of the bitch that was in his lap. His hand was wedged between her legs while he finger fucked her, and she didn’t even care that I was there.



She just kept on moaning and enjoying that shit like it was just the two of them.



“Aight, I’m ’bout to head down there,” I said, nodding toward the stage. I damn sure didn’t want to stay up there and watch him finger fuck this hoe. That wasn’t my shit.



“Give me a minute to make this bitch cum so she can suck my dick, and then I’ll be there,” Edge said and gripped her breast.



This nigga, I swear.



As soon as I hit the bottom floor, I spotted Bronx. He was near the stage with some short, bad ass chick in front of him. She was smiling and grinning while he seemed uninterested. I already knew what that was about. It was time for him to hit the stage, so pussy was the last thing on his mind.



When I walked up, he dapped me, and she smiled wide.



“You ready?”



“I stay ready. I’m only doing one tonight. I’ll watch this shit for a minute and go last.”



Bronx turned his back to old girl, and that smile she had when I walked up dropped quick as hell.



“So, can we kick it later?” she then said, trying to get his attention again.



He just looked at her with that mean ass mug but didn’t say shit.



“Let’s go,” Bronx said to me and walked away. This nigga just didn’t give a fuck. I guess it worked for him, and he wasn’t about to change.



It was time for him to lyrically do his thing, so she would just have to take an L on getting any more of his time tonight.










Teagan “Teague” Parks



After I left the bathroom, I made my way through the crowd to find Reason. I couldn’t stop thinking about Brim’s fine ass though, and to hear that girl says that his dick was too big for her to handle had my entire body curious.



Too bad I couldn’t deal with that again. I had just left a hoe ass nigga and wasn’t about to deal with another one, no matter how fine he was.
 Damn, he was fine.
 Maybe I’d let him hit just once. There was no harm in that, right?



When I reached the bar, I noticed that Reason had some guy in her face. When I looked a little more, I realized it was Josiah. That pissed me off, and I scanned to see where his new bitch was. She wasn’t anywhere in sight, so I made my way over.



Approaching with an attitude, I wasn’t mad because he was in Reason’s face. I knew she wouldn’t fuck with him like that, I was mad because he looked so damn good, and I wasn’t over him yet.



Yeah, I know I was the one who broke it off, but two days later, he had a new bitch that he was publicly claiming, deleted from his page all signs that he and I had shared the past two years, and then had the nerve to stop responding to my text and calls.



No, I’m not crazy. I just loved a man who wasn’t worthy of my love. At least I had the ability to walk away and was trying to move on. It was just hard.



“Reason, let’s go. The battles are about start.”



“Well damn, hey to you too, Teague.” That sexy ass smile and perfect set of teeth of his were now on display.



“Oh, hey,” I stated dryly.



Josiah’s fine ass licked his lips and checked me out. “Can I get a hug or something? You’re looking good.”



“I always look good, and hell no, go hug your new bitch.”



“You’re so damn bipolar. You broke up with me, and now you have a fucking attitude because I moved on. Come on, Teague, it don’t work like that.”



“Aye, nigga, watch how you talk to her.” Reason gave him a look that I knew meant, ‘I might be a female, but I’ll beat your ass.’ Smiling at her protective nature, I then focused on him.



“I’m not mad. If she wants to waste time on your hoe ass, good for her. I’m done with that life.”



“Are you, though? ’Cause you’re looking at me like you want to fuck. Your pussy miss me, Teague? Cause I’ll hook you up for old time sake.”



Hearing him say that had my panties wet, but not today.



“Nah, I’m good. I just had some dick, and it erased all memories of you.”



“Oh shit. Here you go. Come on.”



Reason grabbed my hand and tried to pull me away from Josiah. This nigga’s face got tight as fuck at the mention of another man having sex with me. It was a lie, but I felt good knowing it pissed him off.



“So, you moved on too? Good, now maybe you can stop stalking my girl.”



“Stalking, nigga please, she’s a non muthafuckin factor.”



“Oh, but you liking her pics from a year ago. Sounds to me like you’re stalking, Teague.”



Shit, I forgot about that.



I was so busy creeping that I made the mistake of liking one of her pictures.



“Nah, not stalking, just checking out your down grade. Have a good night, Josiah.”



I walked off with Reason and she looked at me and burst out laughing.



“Did you really do that?”



“Girl, yeah. I liked that bitch’s picture by mistake, and she went running to him and told him.



“See, that’s what you get,” Reason said through a laugh.



“Shut your ass up and let’s talk about Bronx.”



Reason rolled her eyes, and I pursed my lips together. “Umm hum, yep, you thought I wasn’t going to bring that up.”



“There’s nothing to talk about. He’s rude as fuck, and you know I don’t do that kind.”



“But he’s so got damn fine. His brother is too, and Bronx is the shit, boo. He’s like a home town celebrity. His mixes are dope as fuck. And did I mention that nigga was fine, and from what I hear, he’s dick game is award winning. You need that in your life.”



“Dee is fine too, and he’s also not an asshole. I’m good with my current situation.”



“Girl bye, Dee is fine, but he’s boring as fuck. How do you even deal with him? I bet he reads the dictionary and shit, old play, play thug wanna be ass. Yeah, he does, he looks like that type.”



Reason laughed deep and hard. “You’re so wrong for that. He’s a good guy. I like him, and he cares about me. I don’t care that he’s not really street.”



“Good guy equals boring, Reason. You need a dick in your life that’s attached to a man like Bronx. So what if his attitude needs adjusting? Just don’t talk to him while he’s beating that pussy up, ’cause you know he’ll beat it up. He ain’t the type that only fucks missionary like your boy.”



“Teagan!” she yelled and then laughed.



“What? It’s true, you shouldn’t have told me that shit. I don’t care how big that nigga’s dick is, if he don’t know how to work it, then it’s a waste. And if he only fucks missionary, then he don’t deserve God’s blessing.”



My cousins told me that the only reason she came when they had sex was because of his size and the way she worked it. He wasn’t putting it down the way he should, and that was just sad.



“I swear, I can’t stand you.”



“You love me, now let’s go get a spot up front so we can see your new man rip this shit up.”



I loved my cousin, but she worried about the wrong things. She spent all her energy stressing about our grandma, which I appreciated, but it made her life empty as fuck. Her man was a fucking lame and only wanted Reason because she was pretty as hell and didn’t stress him.



He had to be fucking other women because she never had time for him anyway. With work, chilling with me, and our grandma, they barely ever saw each other.



Dee was a wanna be thug because he was too fucking soft to be real with it. He was in school at Manhattan College where I attended, which was how they met. Dee, however, lived with his parents out in Jersey but was still trying to have that street life. He was a joke, but when he was around, he treated Reason well, so I just left it alone.



I really wanted her to live a little, and I bet Bronx would make that happen. Problem was, she seemed uninterested. I planned to change that one way or another, even if it was for selfish reasons. I wanted to get close to Brim, and if Reason and Bronx were down, then that made it easier for me.



“It’s late, hot, and crowded. Can we just go, please?” Reason frowned at me with a slight pout.



“No, not yet. We have to see the final battle.”



“Why? They all sound the same.”



“Girl, no they don’t. I can’t even with you. How are you from New York, but don’t get into stuff like this?”



“I just don’t, and I’m ready to go. It’s hot, and it smells terrible in here. These people need to be introduced to good hygiene.”



“True, but we’re staying. The last battle is up.”



Bronx hadn’t taken the stage, and I knew he had to. Even though this wasn’t Reason’s thing, it was mine. I came there a few times with Josiah. He called himself a rapper, and he was decent but nothing close to Bronx. Bronx was an underground legend.



I also couldn’t believe that I never realized who his brother was. They were both fine as shit, but then again, I was so caught up in Josiah that I wouldn’t have noticed.



Not anymore, though. New Teague, who dis?



All of a sudden, the crowd went wild, and Reason and I both looked toward the stage. Look, boo, your new man,” I said with a grin as I pointed at Bronx.



He was dressed nice in dark jeans, a pair of high top 3s and a red and blue graphic T-shirt that had
 fuck with me,
 printed on it.



Everything about his clothes was perfect and fit him perfectly.



“That’s not my man, and stop saying that shit. But look, there’s yours.”



My eyes stretched wide when she pointed to Josiah. I knew good and damn well his ass wasn’t about to embarrass himself and battle Bronx.
 What the hell was he thinking?



“Oh shit, he is so wrong for that.”



“Yeah, and forget leaving, I want to see this,” Reason said.



“You ain’t shit.”



Reason smirked and we both were glued to the stage. It was only a few feet away from us, and not really a stage either. Just an area about eight by eight, and a foot off the ground in the center of the floor. It was surrounded by the crowd on all four sides.



When the lights went down and Josiah had the mic in his hand, I held my breath as he started spitting his lyrics. The crowd cheered him on, and it wasn’t bad. It was a lot better than I had known him to be. I was actually vibing to it until I laid eyes on Bronx.



He had no expression, but he studied Josiah the entire time as he stood there with his arms folded and feet shoulder width apart.



Even the way this nigga stood was sexy. How could my cousin deny all that sexy?



“Reason, how could you not love his sexy ass? Look at him.”



She rolled her eyes, but I noticed she had a subtle grin, and she was checking him out. His curly hair, which was normally in two French braids, was out wild, making him look even sexier.



“If you like him so much, you get with him.”



“No thanks, girl code, and I think I want his hoe ass brother.”



“Wait, so you left Josiah because he was a hoe, but you want to move on to Brim, who is an even bigger hoe?”



“Yes, but I didn’t know Josiah was a hoe. We were supposed to be in a committed relationship. With Brim, it’s different. I’m going into it knowing he’s a hoe, so it works.”



“You are crazy as hell, and that makes no sense.”



“Yes, it does. I’m not trying to be his girl. I just want a grudge fuck. You know, to help me officially get over Josiah.”



“I can’t believe I’m related to you.”



“Yes, you can.” I smiled at her, and she shook her head.



“Now
 you
 fucks with me.”



I turned to the stage as Josiah dropped the mic and smirked at Bronx.



Oh shit, why the fuck did he do that.



Bronx looked down at it and then up at Josiah.



“Fuck him up, Bronx.”



Someone from the crowd yelled, causing everyone to cheer.



Bronx held his hand in the air circling it, and a new beat started.



His stare was cold, and he showed no emotion until he opened his mouth. Bronx walked right up on Josiah, got in his face, and started ripping him a new one.



He used everything that Josiah said, flipped it, and made him look dumb. The crowd went wild, and Josiah was pissed. He didn’t move though, he stood there and took it, and I had a lot of respect for that. Bronx embarrassed the hell out of him, but he took it like a man.



By the time Bronx was done, the entire place was hype, and even Reason was smiling.



Bronx simply hopped off the stage, and I noticed Brim and some other guy waiting on him. Josiah ran his hand down his face when the MC picked up the mic and announced that Bronx was keeping the crown.



Brim, Bronx, and their third member pushed through the crowd, and when Bronx and his people got near us, someone yelled something that messed up the entire night.



“Fuck him. If he was so great why he ain’t on a label and shit? Old fraud ass Jay-Z wanna be nigga.”



I turned to see where it came from but didn’t get a chance to because Bronx heard it also and pushed past us, knocking Reason on her ass just before he and jumped on the guy. He started beating the shit out of him and the crowd got every crazier. That was my cue to get the fuck outta dodge.










Reason



“What the fuck!” I yelled as I landed on my ass. I was wearing a short ass dress, so it rose up, and my thong was exposed. That pissed me off too, but at least no one was paying attention. They were more interested in the fact that Bronx was beating the crap out of some guy.



Not only that, but he pushed me over trying to get to him, looked me dead in my eyes and didn’t even bother to say sorry or try to help.
 Old rude ass muthafucker
 .



“Come on, Reasy. It’s time to go. I’m not trying to get trampled or shot. You know the first thing stupid people want to do is start shooting at a time like this.”



Teagan extended a hand to me and helped me up. People were still rushing toward Bronx and his victim, so once I was on my feet, we had to dodge the crowd in an attempt to get out of there.



As soon as we reached the front, I was yanked by my arm by someone a lot bigger than me. I almost swung on them until I realized it was my cousin Torren.



“Aye, come on. I know y’all caught the damn train out here,” he ordered, with his face all balled up. Some girl had a fist full of his shirt and was peering at me and Teagan like she was annoyed with either him or us.



“When did you get here?” Teagan asked as she and I followed behind Torren to leave the club.



“I been here. I was just in the cut, but I’ve had my eyes on you all night.”



“We’re grown, Torren. We don’t need you baby sitting us,” Teagan snapped.



“I wasn’t babysitting your ass, which is why you didn’t know I was here, but if I’m around you then I’m always gonna make sure you’re good. Kill all that shit you’re poppin’ right now.”



I wanted to laugh, but I was still a little annoyed that Bronx’s rude ass knocked me over and didn’t even care. My damn elbow was sore from it hitting the hard concrete floor, and I knew that I was going to have a nasty bruise on it.



“Whatever.” Teagan rolled her damn eyes but didn’t say anything else.



After we got to his Charger, the chick he was with tried to get to the front seat, but Torren pointed to the passenger rear.



“Get back there. I need to holla at my sister for a minute. Teagan, get up here.”



“Seriously, Torren?” She placed her hands on her hips, and Teagan flipped her weave over her shoulder as she strutted to the front passenger seat.



“Yes, seriously, boo,” Teagan added with a smirk, not making it any better.



“Jen, just get in the fucking car,” Torren said to her, and Jen obeyed.



Shit, couldn’t be me
 .



After we were all in, Torren pulled off, and I noticed Bronx being pulled toward the parking lot by his brother and the other guy that they were with. Bronx was just one man, but it looked like the two of them were struggling to keep control of him. I guess it made sense though, from the angry look on his face, Bronx was past the point of return.



We passed right by them, and my attitude got the best of me. I shot him a bird, and in that same moment, he looked right at me. His eyes were on mine and the look he delivered to me was deadly.



I swear this nigga was moving in slow motion, piercing my soul, but only for a second before he pushed his brother off him and charged off in the opposite direction.



Shit, I hope he didn’t recognize me
 .



What the fuck was I saying? I hoped he did, and if I saw him at work, I was going to tell him about himself. Maybe!



“Please tell me you’re not trying to fuck with Brim, Teagan.”



“No, I don’t even know him, and why would you even ask me that?”



Their conversation got my attention, so I tuned in. Jen sat across from me with her arm propped up on the side of the door while she looked out the window like she was mad at the world.



I didn’t know why she was jealous. She was only a nut to Torren, well maybe she didn’t know that. He had a steady girlfriend that he was on a break from. They broke up at least once a week. He fucked a few randoms, but then he always went back to her.



This had been their MO for as long as I could remember.



“Because I saw you talking to him twice. He let you skip the crowd to get in, and then I saw you talking to him outside the bathrooms, and it looked like you knew him better than you’re implying.



“Damn, you stalking or nah?” Teagan said and then sucked her teeth.



“Watch your fucking tone and the privileged ass attitude. No, I’m not stalking you, but you’re my baby sis, so I’m looking out. What’s the deal?”



“There is no deal. He let us in because Reason knows Bronx, and then he talked to me outside the bathroom just being friendly. It wasn’t a big deal.”



The mention of Bronx’s name got me Jen’s full attention, and I shot her a nasty look that made her turn her attention right back out that damn window.



Torren stared at Teagan hard for a minute as if evaluating her response, and I wanted to slap her for throwing me into it.



“Why the fuck he letting you in the club, Reason? You know him?”



“No, I met him today when he came in and ordered food. He was with his brother. We just talked a little, that’s all.”



“You talked about what?”



“Nothing, it wasn’t a big deal. He was just being nice when we got here. We walked up at the same time he did, so he let us skip the line and go in with him. I didn’t see him any more after that. I don’t know him.”



“And you don’t need to. Bronx and Brim are bad news. They’re not who you need to be mixed up with, either of you.”



“You can’t tell me who—”



“Yo, finish that sentence so I can prove you wrong,” Torren said, and Teagan shut up quick.



Torren was only a few years older, but he was like her father and head of their household. She didn’t like it, but she respected his word. Most of the time, and mostly only when he was around to enforce it.



“Look, real shit, both of you. Don’t even go there with them. I mean, they aight, just not for either of you. I’m not trying to go toe to toe with them over you, but I will if I have to. I’ll fuck them both up over you. I’m sure you know that, but don’t put me in the position to have to is all I’m saying.”



“Yes, daddy,” I teased and Teagan laughed.



Torren shot me a nasty look in the rearview just as he pulled up in front of my building.



I was about to get out to avoid any further reprimand about my social life, but he stopped me.



“Hold up, I’ll walk you.”



“She ain’t a fucking child,” Jen mumbled.



“Bitch, don’t get fucked up,” I said before I looked at Torren. “You don’t have to, I’m good, go deal with your piece of the hour. She looks pissed.”



Torren smirked. “I’ll fix that with this dick.”



“Oh my God. I did not need to hear that. Good night.”



“Nite, Reason, I love you, and text me when you’re in. Kiss Nana for me. I’ll be by in a few days to check on her.”



“Nite, Torren, I will.”



After I was inside, I did as he asked and texted to let him know. Then, I went straight to my grandma’s room to check on her. She was out cold, so I kissed her on the cheek and headed to my room to shower so that I could crash.



As soon as I was in my tiny bed with the covers pulled up over my head, it didn’t take long for me to be out. I was exhausted and ready to let go of my day, so that was exactly what I did, but it was a lot harder than I thought it would be.



The second my eyes were closed, images of Bronx’s fine ass danced around in my head, no matter how hard I tried to shut them out. He was incredibly sexy, yet such an asshole. How was that even possible?



Men like him were not worth the trouble, but for some reason, my mind seemed to want to have him on replay. This was going to be a long night.



 



***



The next morning, I woke up to my phone ringing back to back. I groaned and reached for it but stayed put, snug in my bed.



“Hello?” I mumbled after I had it to my ear.



“Reason, it’s Chloe, I need a favor.”



I pulled my phone from my ear and glanced at the time. It was only seven, so I had no idea what the hell kind of favor she needed from me this early in the damn morning. I didn’t know her like that other than sharing shifts at White’s.



“It’s early as hell, Chloe, what do you need?”



“Can I have your shift today, and you take mine? My cousins having a party out in Rochester and I really want to go.”



“No, I don’t work at night, ask—”



“I already did. She can’t do it. Please, Reason. White said if I don’t show up tonight he’ll fire me, and with school and everything, I need the job. You’re not in school, but I know you understand. He said that if you switch with me that would be fine as long as it’s covered.”



Inhaling, I released it slow to keep from snapping and rolled my eyes instead. This bitch was taking shots with the whole, ‘I know you’re not in school’ thing, but yet and still she wanted a favor.



I never worked at night because our neighborhood wasn’t the safest. There was always something going on, and it was nothing for the places near us to get robbed.



“Reason, please, I’ll owe you, and I’ll take any shift you ever need me to take, even if it means I work all day.”



“Fine, but remember you said that, and I mean it. I hate working at night.”



“I know. It’s not that bad, though. Just keep the door locked when you’re alone. But, thank you.”



She hung up quick, and I sucked my teeth. I couldn’t believe I agreed to that, and now my entire day was free. Chloe worked from 7 until midnight when the place closed. I was grateful for the free time but dreading going in later.



Since I agreed, I planned to catch up on some much needed rest. After throwing my covers back, I decided to go check in on my grandma. She usually wasn’t up until nine or ten, but I wanted to see just to be sure.



When I made it to her room, I found her fast asleep, so I dipped out and headed back to my room. After slipping back into my bed, I pulled my covers up over my head and was out again.



I didn’t wake up until a few hours later and heard the sound of Ms. Law singing in the kitchen. I climbed out of my bed and walked out my room to find her moving around the kitchen. I spoke to her, and she jumped when I said good morning.



“Why aren’t you at work, sweetheart? I came to get your grandma some breakfast going before she woke up.”



“I’m working tonight, so I can do it,” I said after walking over to my nana who was sitting in a chair by the window.



She smiled at me when I kissed her cheek but didn’t speak.



“It’s not a good day. She doesn’t know me. Been sitting there for an hour just staring out the window,” Ms Law said when she noticed my frown.



With a slow sigh, I walked away, heading into the hall bathroom. I was in the master bedroom, which was why I had tiny bathroom in my room.



“Let me wash up, and I’ll come finish breakfast.”



“It’s already finished, just come eat when you’re done.”



I did just that and then joined Ms law for pancakes and eggs. Nana refused to eat, so I didn’t force her.



I worried about that, but I knew there wasn’t anything that I could do about it. The doctors always told me to let her eat when she felt like it, and when she started losing too much weight, they’d send a home health aide to feed her.



“Reason, you need to figure some things out. You can’t keep doing this by yourself, sweetheart,” Ms. Law said after a while of us eating in silence. We had this conversation so many times that I was numb to it.



I looked over at my grandma and shook my head. “Yes, I can. She’s not a problem, and there is nothing to figure out. I can’t put her in a home because she’ll die in there. Those places are horrible.”



I remembered when she first got diagnosed and everyone insisted that I put her in a home. I toured them, and it broke my heart. They smelled, and the people looked so hollow. The employees were nice enough, but they weren’t me. There was no way they would take care of her like I would, and no one could convince me otherwise.



I understood that they weren’t all like that, but I had seen enough to know it wasn’t an option. At least not for my situation. My nana had Medicaid, and that wouldn’t pay for the nice, high dollar ones. So this set up we currently had would have to work.



“You’re a baby. Monroe wouldn’t want this life for you. She has more bad days than good, and she barely knows who you are. Look at her.”



My eyes darted to my nana before I looked down at my plate.



“I don’t care, she’s all I have, so I’ll do it until I can’t.”



“I know you love her, she knows that you love, her—”



“I do, so this isn’t changing.”



She inhaled and released it slow. “Okay. You’re not ready yet, but like it or not, you have to face the reality that she needs more than you can give. You can’t be with her 24/7, and she needs that. I’m old myself and barely getting by. She was my best friend, so I’ll be here until I physically can’t, but Reason, this is too much. Whether you admit it or not, it is. You know it and I know it.”



She stood and lifted her plate, but I stopped her.



“I’ll get it. Thank you for making breakfast. I have to work tonight, so if you don’t mind…”



“I’ll make sure she’s okay.”



“Thank you.”



Ms. Law kissed me on the cheek and then left. I walked over to my nana and hugged her, kissing her cheek.



“I don’t care what they say, I’m not putting you in one of those places. I promise.”



“I know you won’t, baby,” she said and then smiled softly before looking out the window again.



I wiped the tear that fell and then cleared the table. After washing the dishes, I headed back to my room to relax. I had a lot on my mind, but nothing that I really wanted to think about. Life shouldn’t be so complicated, but mine was.










Teagan



“Hey, is Reason here?” I asked some Puerto Rican chick who I didn’t know.



She was clearing off one of the two booths that were in White’s. As far as I knew, my cousin should have been at work.



“Not here. We switched shifts, so she’s working tonight”



“Oh.” I was confused because Reason never worked at night.



Torren would flip his shit if he knew she was because there was nothing in this neighborhood but thugs, dealers and jack boys.



The girl delivered a forced smile as she stepped around me, so I left before she gave me a real reason not to like her. When I was outside, I dialed my cousin.



“Hey, where are you?” I questioned as soon as she answered.



“Home, why?”



“Because I just left White’s and some skinny bitch said she switched shifts with you.”



Reason laughed. “Yeah, I did. I’m working tonight.”



“Girl, you know Torren is going to trip. I’m coming to see you since you’re not here.”



“Stop being so dramatic. Just walk ten steps to my building.”



“Meet me somewhere. We can do lunch.”



“Girl, no, just come up here,” Reason said and hung up on me.



She knew I didn’t like being around my grandma. I loved her, but she reminded me too much of how my mother acted when she was having a bad day.



I almost said fuck it but went anyway. When I got to my grandma’s door, I knocked and waited feeling anxious. Reason wasn’t long answering, and when she did, she just opened it and walked off, leaving me to enter and close it.



“Nana, look, you have a visitor,” Reason said, making my stomach all tight.



My grandma looked my way and smiled. “Kat, come give your mama a kiss, baby.”



“Nana, that’s not Aunt Kat. It’s her daughter Teagan,” Reason said and quickly glanced at me.



“Nonsense. Katina doesn’t have a daughter. Just that sweet little boy of hers.”



She was speaking of Torren, and it made me feel out of place, but I walked over, hugged her, and kissed her cheek.



“I love you, Nana,” I said and then hurried to Reason’s room.



She was right behind me, and after she shut her door, she joined me on the bed, scooting back until she reached the wall.



“Sorry about that. It’s not a good day.”



“Don’t be, it’s not a big deal,” I lied and then changed the subject. “So, I’ve made up my mind. I want to have sex with Brim,” I announced.



“Wait, what?” Reason looked at me like I was crazy, and I shrugged.



“He’s fine, he seemed interested, and I need to rip this bandaid off. I can’t get over Josiah until I really take it there with someone else. I bet Brim has the kind of dick that will erase all signs of anyone before him,” I said confidently, making Reason look at me even more crazy.



“Do you hear yourself?”



“Yes, I do. I thought about it all night, and I made my mind up this morning. The girl who sucked his dick at the club said that it was too big for her, so I figure he’s exactly what I need.”



“TEAGAN! What in the entire hell. Did you just say the girl who sucked his dick at the club? You saw some chick give him head last night?”



“No, but I saw them when they left the bathroom and he was pissed because she didn’t do a good job, and she as whining about it being too big. I didn’t actually see it. I’m not a perv, Reason.”



“Perv or not, you know that it went down yet you’re still trying to give your kitty away. you’re crazy. What the hell?” Reason laughed, but I was serious.



“I’m not trying to be his girl. I just want to sleep with a man who can erase any memories I have of Josiah. Then I can faithfully move on. What’s wrong with that? It’s not crazy, it’s smart.”



“Uhh boo, it doesn’t work like that. Your kitty is not connected to your heart. Even if he lays the pipe just right, it will not do a thing to help you get over the fact that you loved Josiah’s hoe ass.”



“Yes, it will. Good dick is the cure to everything.” I paused. “Wait, you don’t know that because you’ve never had any.” I smirked, and she shot me a bird.



“Dee is not the only guy I’ve ever been with, and his dick is good. Just not amazing. It gets the job done.”



“Well, I want Brim to get the job done for me. Even if it’s just once.”



“Well, do you, boo. If you think sex with him will solve all the problems of the world then I fully support you.”



“Good, because we’re going to a party tomorrow night. It’s in Manhattan, and I know for sure that Bronx and Brim will be there. That way, you can make nice with Bronx, and I can seduce Brim.”



“No, hell no. Do you not remember what happened last night? Bronx beat the hell out of some guy. I got knocked on my ass, and we both almost got trampled. Look at my damn elbow.”



I held it up, and she rolled her eyes. “I don’t see anything, and that was that guy’s damn fault. Who doesn’t know better than to pop off at Bronx? That nigga is unstable at best. That’s a known fact.”



“He’s unstable, but you want me to make nice with him. How about a hard pass on that, and I’m not going to Manhattan just for a party.”



“Reason, please. You just said I had your full support. Going to the party with me is your full support. Besides, I can’t go without you.”



“Yes, you can. Call one of your ratchet ass friends. What about Pharaoh?”



I balled up my face. I hadn’t talked to Pharaoh in weeks since she got her a new man, but even still, I wouldn’t roll with her like that. If shit popped off, she wouldn’t step up like my cousin would.



“Fuck her. She got some broke down new fake ass wanna be baller, and she’s acting funny. And she would try to fuck him if she was there, and I’m not trying to kill a hoe. Plus, she don’t have hands like you, and if shit ain’t right, I know you got me.”



“I’ll think about it.”



“Good. Now what are you wearing? We have to look bomb as fuck. I need to wear something that says fuck me, but is still classy.”



Reason looked around the room, and I did the same. “What?”



“I’m looking for the cameras because this has to be a joke. You can not be serious.”



“Oh, but I am.”



“First of all, I didn’t not say that I would go, I said that I would think about it. And second of all, how do you even say wear something that says fuck me but is still classy. No, Teagan. Just no.”



“Don’t act brand new. I’m on a mission. You know how we do.”



“I know that you’re talking a lot of shit for someone who has only ever been with one man. Josiah was your first and only. Maybe you should upgrade in stages. Do you really think that you’re ready for a man like Brim? I don’t even know him, but I can tell he’s trouble. That man says whatever he wants, which means that he does whatever he wants. He also told me that his brother likes hood bitches, and I don’t see him being any different than Bronx. We’re hood adjacent, but we ain’t hood bitches, Teagan.”



I smiled wide. “I can be if that’s what it takes. I’m telling you, I’m going to get the dick. Just watch. You might as well get on board because we can all chill together and make it a foursome.”



Reason frowned, and I laughed. “Not like that. Nasty ass. I mean just chilling and stuff.”



“No, thank you. I’m not interested in Bronx even a little bit, and after I shot a bird at him last night when we were leaving the club, I’m sure he’s not interested in me either. If he remembers who I am. He’s not my type anyway.”



“Wait, when did you shoot a bird at him? What I miss?’ I started replaying the events of last night.



“In the parking lot when Torren was pulling off. He looked right at me too, like he wanted to beat my ass like he did that guy.”



“Girl, I’m sure he doesn’t even remember that. But I’m sure he remembers you. All that damn wild ass hair and you’re pretty as hell, Reason. Neither of us blends in. If he acts like he doesn’t remember you then he’s fronting.”



“Honestly, I don’t care, but right now I want to just catch a nap so that I can make it through this shift. You staying?”



I frowned at her. “Why the fuck would I stay here if you’re going to sleep? I’m heading to the mall to find us something to wear tomorrow.”



“I said maybe, Teagan.”



“Yep,” was all I said.



Just before I was about to leave her room, I stopped and asked one more question.



“So, are you really not into Bronx? He’s sexy, Reason, and I now you can’t deny that. Even if he is a bit of an asshole.”



She tried her best to hide it, but I could see it in her eyes. “He is sexy, but he’s mentally unhinged, so that doesn’t matter. That’s not for me.”



“Okay,” I said, already processing how to hook the two of them up.



After I left my cousin’s apartment I headed to the train station. I was going to Columbus Circle to shop.



Torren had just hooked me up, and I had money to burn. I was exited about the party. It was one being hosted by some of the local dope boys, and I overheard from some girls in one of my classes that Bronx and his brother might be there. I didn’t know for sure, but it was worth a shot because I wanted my chance with Brim.



Since last night, I couldn’t get him out of my head. I dreamt about him and woke up with him on my mind, which in turn caused me to do some self servicing while pretending it was him playing in my sweet spot. Needless to say, I came so hard and strong that it had me wanting the real thing.



Call me crazy or thirsty or even a hoe, but I didn’t care. Brim had my full undivided attention, and I had already made peace with the fact that a man like that was an experience and not a commitment. Right now, that was exactly what I needed.










Bronx



“Aye, let me get a double order of lemon pepper wings and a large drink,” I announced without looking up from my phone.



I was currently scanning through all the texts I had from females trying to offer pussy to me. That shit was annoying sometimes, but it was a necessity.



Due to the fact that I was on my phone when I walked in, I hadn’t paid attention to who was at the counter until I heard her voice.



“Hello, how are you? Oh wait, never mind. I forgot your rude ass doesn’t have manners,” she said, causing me to actually make eye contact with the person who spoke. I glared at her, trying to remember where I knew her from. She was cute as hell, but the way she was running off at the mouth had me wanting to cuss her the fuck out.



“You don’t fucking know me, so why you talking shit to me like you do?”



“Because I can. I don’t need to know you to know you’re rude as fuck.”



I laughed sarcastically and looked her right in her eyes. “I’m rude as fuck, but you’re yelling at me like you don’t have no fucking sense. I’m hungry as fuck is what I am and not in the mood to handle your ass right now, so I’ll let that shit slide, which is something I never do.”



I reached in my pocket, put my hand on my cash, peeled off a twenty, and tossed it on the counter.



“Put my fucking order in and bring it to me when it’s ready.”



I then lifted a large cup from the stack that sat on the counter next to her register and proceeded to walk off, but her stupid ass was right behind me. When I reached the drink machine, she threw the twenty at me and got right in my face.



“I hate niggas like you. You think that just because you’re cute or whatever that you can treat people like shit. Well, I ain’t the one. I’m not on your dick like that, and you’re not about to talk to me any kind of way.”



She had her damn finger all in my face, and that was the wrong fucking move. I caught her hand in the air and squeezed that shit tight as fuck before backing her into the wall that we were near.



Luckily, no one was in the restaurant and the angle where we were couldn’t be seen from the kitchen. Not that I cared because I wish a muthafucker would try and step to me on some dumb shit. I’d fuck them up.



“Yo, I don’t know who the fuck you are or why you’re pissed off, but it ain’t my damn issue. You putting your damn finger in my face and throwing money at me is. Especially since I ain’t never seen your ass before for you to have a fucking problem with me.”



“So, you’ve never seen me before but you called me a stupid bitch, and then you knocked me on my ass to go after some guy that you likely put in the hospital because you beat him so badly. I have a bruise on my elbow, by the way, so thank you for that.”



My brows dipped in as I looked at her face. She was saying shit that kinda made sense, especially considering that I beat the shit outta some fuck boy last night. I was still holding onto her hand tight as fuck and my body pinned hers against the wall so she couldn’t move. I was trying my best to remember her, and then it clicked.



“You’re the chick that shot a bird at me last night in the parking lot. Yeah, that was you. I remember your damn hair. But I ain’t never call you a stupid bitch, though. I don’t know where the fuck you got that shit from.”



My eyes surveyed her face and then moved down her body. She had on a tight ass top that exposed her breasts just a little. She smelled good as hell too, and when my eyes dipped further and checked out the curve of her hips and her thick ass thighs, I smiled a little.



“From you, nigga. You were in here with your brother, and when I brought his food to the table, you asked me what the fuck I was looking at and then called me a stupid bitch.”



Damn, that sounds like me. Did I really do that shit, though?



I really didn’t remember, but I was in there with Brim yesterday, so it was possible. In my defense, I had been smoking all day, and the day just kinda ran together.



“So, you mad about that shit?”



“Hell yeah. I’m not a bitch, but you’re about to make me act like one. Now get off me.”



She pushed at me hard, but not hard enough to force me to move. I let her go anyway because being that close to her had my dick hard.



“Fuck you mean about to? You straight up acting like one with all this yelling and shit. All a nigga is trying to do is eat, and you’re tripping.”



“You know what, forget it. I don’t know why I expect someone like you to act civilized.”



She turned on her heels and left me there. I dragged my hand down my face, annoyed at what the fuck had just gone down.



Any other time I would have embarrassed the fuck out of anyone who came at me like that. Shorty would have been in tears. All I wanted was some wings and a drink so I could take my ass home.



I had been out all day running the streets to make this money, and I was tired as fuck. Right now, the only thing that enticed my hood ass was those lemon pepper wings that I had been thinking about for the past hour, a fat ass blunt to smoke, and then taking my ass to bed. I wasn’t even trying to find anybody to fuck tonight. I just wanted sleep.



Edge and Brim were going out, but I passed. Being around a bunch of people wasn’t my thing. Besides, we had that little party in Manhattan tomorrow, so right now, I wanted rest.



I lifted the twenty that she threw back at me and then walked to the counter.



“Aye, shorty, look, if I called you a bitch, my fucking bad. I ain’t mean shit by it. I say it so much it really holds no relevance or a derogatory meaning, but can I get my order or what? A nigga just trying to eat.”



She glared at me, snatched the twenty, and then pecked away on the register until it opened. After she completed the transaction, she placed my change on the counter and then rolled her damn eyes before turning her back to yell to the cook.



“Two lemon pepper.”



Once that was handled, she stepped from around the counter and headed to one of the booths. I shook my head and walked past her then took a seat on the bench that lined the glass front of the store.



I watched her snatching up empty containers and noticed she was actually thick as fuck. She was not only cute but had a nice little shape. Too bad her mouth wasn’t up to standard. I liked hood chicks, but submissive ones. This one wasn’t even hood, more like entitled. With most of the women I fucked with, I could talk shit and they’d be so eager for the dick that they’d just take it. But hood bitches were nasty and would do anything I asked.



This girl looked like that type who wouldn’t even swallow or couldn’t suck a dick the right way. I wasn’t fucking with that. She did, however, look like the type to have good pussy, though. I could see from the tight ass jeans that were painted on her body that it was fat from the way they hugged it.



I spent the next twenty minutes watching her try not to pay attention to me until my order was ready. When it was, she just pushed the bag across the counter but didn’t say shit.



Little mean ass.



I chuckled and walked over to the counter and just stared at her for a minute. It took everything she had not to acknowledge me.



“Yo, you really need to check your fucking attitude, shorty. You’re too pretty to be so mean.”



“Well, your opinion is totally irrelevant to me, so I choose to keep my
 fucking attitude
 .”



I smiled, checked her out one last time, and then left her and that damn attitude right where it was. For now, I was heading home to go burn one. I needed that shit after dealing with her.



 



***



“Aye, why the fuck you keep dialing my phone? I hit ignore three times already, which means that I don’t want to talk to your stupid ass. I know you know that.”



“I miss you and wanted to come by.”



“Nah, I’m good on that, so stop fucking calling me,” I said and was about to hang up.



“So, you’re just gonna make me play in my pussy, getting it nice and wet for no reason? She misses you too. I sent you a picture.”



Hearing that made my dick jump. I put my phone on speaker and went to my texts. Sure enough, I had a full view. Drea had a pretty ass pussy, fat lips and everything, not the kind that were hanging loose and discolored. I couldn’t stand that shit.



“Aight, come on, but hurry up.”



“It’s late. Can I stay?”



“Hell no. You know I don’t play that shit. Don’t nobody sleep in my bed but me. Im not tryin’ to wake up and have your annoying ass all in my face and shit. If you bring your ass here, be clear, you’re going home after I hit.”



“Fine, I’m on my way.” She sucked her teeth and hung up.



I smirked and fired up another blunt.



I let my hand slip into my boxers and grip my dick. Now that she had sent me that picture, I had pussy on the brain. It was almost one in the morning, and I could have actually been good, but after her call, I was horny as fuck.



Thirty minutes later, there was a knock on my door. I got up and went to answer it, and Drea was standing there smiling at me like I was interested in that. My focus went right to the little ass shorts and a tank top she wore with no bra, nipples poking through it.



I frowned at her hair though. It was auburn, and for a split second it reminded me of old girl that I had just got into it with earlier.



Drea and old girl were like night and day though, so it didn’t fit at all. Drea was beautiful, no doubt. She was, however, a darker complexion, so that bright ass hair didn’t work for her. But I didn’t agree to let her come over because I gave a fuck what her hair looked like.



She was thick as fuck, had ass for days, and fake ass breasts. I didn’t like that shit because I knew they were fake, but her pussy was good, and her head game was even better. Drea was flexible as fuck and very creative, which kept my dick hard.



“Why you frowning? You don’t love my hair?”



“I don’t give a fuck about your hair. It’s your pussy I’m concerned with, and that I love,” I said after she came in and shut my door.



“Why are you always so rude? Did your parents not hug you enough?” she questioned before sucking her teeth.



I turned and walked up on her, grabbing her arm to hold her in place, making sure her face was close to mine. “You saying that shit is almost like you’re saying my parents didn’t raise me right. That low key is disrespecting my mother, who is the only female that
 I
 respect. You really want to do that?”



“No, I’m just saying—”



“That’s the problem. Don’t say shit, just come put this in your mouth to help keep your ass quiet.”



I grabbed my dick, and she did what I asked. I sat on the sofa, and she dropped to her knees then got right to business.



After I came, she stood and stripped out of her clothes, standing before me like she was waiting for something. What, I didn’t know because I wasn’t about to stroke her ego. I just wanted to fuck and for her to go home.



“While you standing there, come handle this shit,” I said with my hand at the base of my dick. She was about to climb on, but I shot her a look. “You know better.”



“I use protection. I’m not trying to have a baby fucking up my money.” She rolled her eyes and tried again.



I smirked and pointed to where my condoms were. “Neither were the last few situations that tried to pin a baby on me. I only trust what I know, and I know I’m not fucking you without a condom.”



Her statement very well might have been true, but it wasn’t my truth. Drea was a stripper and made good money doing that shit. The things that she could do with her body were unnatural at best, but fuck that trust bullshit. I didn’t offer that to anyone who wasn’t family. Especially not about some shit that directly affected my life.



She stomped her fine, naked ass over to where she knew my condoms were and returned to me while ripping open the one she now held. After securing it down my length, she positioned her body on me with her back my way, and her feet planted firmly on the floor.



I loved when she did that shit. Her legs were strong as fuck, hence the definition in them. She would stay in a squat position, bouncing her fat ass while moving up and down on me. I was never an easy nut, so she’d stay like that for lengthy periods of time, never seeming bothered by the intensity of me thrusting aggressively up in her while she worked her ass to accommodate.



Just fucking amazing is what she was.



“Shit, I’m about to, oh my fucking god. Damn this shit feels….”



Before she could finish her sentence, her body was trembling, and her motions became erratic. I felt the release as she tightened her walls around my thickness, but I kept pumping into her.



Normally, I would have been upset because we usually fucked for hours in multiple positions, but she came fast as fuck. Maybe it was because she hadn’t been on my dick in a few weeks, or maybe she had pregamed too much before she actually got there with all that playing in her pussy, but either way, she released her first nut in record time.



I grabbed her hips and forced her down on me, and when I did, I hit something in her that made her yell out and jump. I didn’t care, I kept hitting her deep, trying to work my way up to filling the condom that I was wearing. And with a little more concentration, I was there. She came again along with me, and then I pushed her off me, almost causing her to fall on her ass since she wasn’t expecting it.



“What did you do that shit for?” she yelled at me with a hateful stare.



I grinned and rubbed my chin as I admired her naked body standing over me covered in a light glaze of sweat.



“My bad, I ain’t mean to,” I lied.



I just wanted her off me, so I made that shit happen before she got any ideas about trying to cuddle up and shit.



“Fucking asshole,” she mumbled, causing a muffled laugh to escape my lips.



“Why the fuck am I all kinds of assholes just because shit don’t play out like you want? Y’all kill me with that shit. You text me a picture of your pussy, meaning that you want me to fuck you, and now that I have and I don’t want you laying up on me, I’m an asshole.”



“No, nigga, you’re an asshole because you pushed me off you like that. You could have asked nicely. I know you’re not for all that other shit.” Again, her damn eyes rolled.



“Aight, my bad, damn. Don’t get all emotional and shit. I said didn’t mean to.” I scooted to the edge of where I was sitting and then stood.



When I did, I pecked her on the check in passing. It wasn’t affectionate at all because I didn’t have that type of connection with her. More along the lines of patting a puppy on the head, which she sensed.



“Aye, I’m about to call it. You good on getting home?”



“That’s it?” She frowned at me like I had somehow disrespected her. Again, I was confused by her reaction.



“Yeah, what else is there?”



“Since when are you one and done?”



“When the fuck I feel like I want to be. You good on getting home or what?”



With a long stare, she shook her head before she began snatching up what little clothing she showed up in and covering her body with it.



“Yeah, I’m good,” was all she said to me before she began mumbling some shit I couldn’t decipher and didn’t care enough about to ask her to repeat.



Shorty after she was gone, I was headed to my shower, not feeling any type of way about that little situation. My mind was at ease, and now my body was too. It was time for me to take my ass to sleep, and that was exactly what I was about to do.










Torren



“Why the fuck you looking at me like that?”



“Are you high?”



“No, I ain’t fucking high, but I need to be if you’re about to start that shit.”



“Look, muthafucker, I told you about talking to me any kind of way. I swear, I’m so over this. Why are you even here?”



I looked up at her and smirked. She knew why I was there. I missed her, and I wanted to fuck. We had been separated for about two weeks now, and even though I had been fucking bitches damn near every day, none of them compared to Tia.



She was my baby. I loved her ass something serious, but we couldn’t get along for shit because she had a slick ass mouth and wouldn’t just shut the fuck up most of the time like I needed her to.



I reached up, caught her arm, and yanked her down onto the sofa with me. Moving quickly, I covered her body with mine and pinned her arms above her head one by one.



“Don’t act like you don’t know why I’m here. You feel that, don’t you?”



I pushed hard so that my dick pressed into her pelvis.



“I’m not about to have sex with you, Torren. You’re high.”



“I ain’t high, damn. Stop saying that shit!”



I grit my teeth and narrowed my eyes at her. I was lying though because I had popped two pills as soon as I got there and they had already kicked in.



“Yes, you are, and you know it. I’m tired of this—”



I cut her off by crashing my lips against hers. I then dipped my tongue into her mouth and kissed her in a way that I knew she couldn’t resist.



When I felt her grinding against my body, I knew I had her. Tia talked a lot of shit, but she couldn’t say no to me or the dick. It would shut her ass up quick.



“I hate you,” she moaned against my lips.



I smirked before I sucked on her bottom one and then responded.



“You don’t hate me, and you know it. You love me, Tia. You might not like a nigga all the time, but you damn sure don’t hate me.”



“I can’t stand your ass
 most
 of the time.”



I let her hands go and sat up enough to push her shirt up so that I could kiss her stomach. She moaned a little more, and when I slipped my fingers into the leg of her shorts and pushed her panties to the side, she jumped a little.



“Why you jumping like that, Tee? It ain’t been that long, has it?”



I smiled and then pushed my fingers into her pussy. It was already wet for me, which I expected.



“Shit, Torren, fuck,” she mumbled while she grinded against my fingers.



Tia was so damn sexy to me. Her almond hued skin looked perfect as her face showed all the pleasure that I was creating for her. When she reached her peak and came hard for me, I wasted no time yanking her clothes down, releasing myself, and pushing deep into her.



“Fuck, you feel good. Damn, I missed this.” I groaned as she sucked me in and hugged me tight.



“Then, stop fucking up and you don’t have to miss it. Shit, right there, oh right there.” Tia arched her back as I pushed in her as deep as I could go.



“I don’t fuck up. Your mouth is just too got damn reckless. I ain’t the one for that shit. So, to keep the peace, I just stay away sometimes. Fuck, baby, your shit is so wet right now.”



I started pounding in her pussy harder, thinking about how she pissed me off with that slick ass mouth of hers. But, of course, that aggression turned her on even more so she began throwing it back by working her hips for me.



“Fuck yes. Oh, fuck yes,” Tia said, pushing against me as a wave of pleasure plummeted through her body.



It was sexy as fuck when she came. I could feel it as I forcefully pushed in deep and saw it all over her face. She liked that rough shit, so the harder I went, the more exited she got.



That was good and bad because she had me about to cum, and I wasn’t ready yet. Unfortunately, I couldn’t control it, so I just let it go.



We both came hard and back to back, our bodies pressed together, breathing hard and enjoying the moment. We hadn’t had this in a while, and as pissed as she was with me about dumb shit, this always brought us together.



“Torren, what are we doing? We’re bad for each other.” Tia lifted her head and looked at me with that sad ass expression. That shit broke me down every time.



“How can you say that? I just made your ass cum back to back, Tee. I’m damn sure good for you, and you’re good for me too.”



“That’s just sex, Torren. I need more than that, and you won’t give it to me. We fight all the time because you won’t stop taking those damn pills, and I know about the other bitches you fuck. You don’t think that hurts me? I need more than that. I deserve more than that.”



I could see the tears building.



Shit
 .



“Tee, I only fuck bitches when you put me out. I don’t cheat when we’re together. You know that shit, but you be on me so much. Fuck, just let me breathe. You know I got a lot going on. I have to take care of Teagan, make sure she has what she needs, make sure all the bill are paid and your shit too. I’m fucking stressed. So what if I pop a pill every now and then to escape?”



“That’s just it. You’re not escaping life, you’re running from your feelings about your mother.”



“See, here you go with that shit. Why the fuck you always gotta bring that up? My mother don’t have shit to do with this.”



I got up and adjusted my clothes before heading to her room to get my shoes. Tia was on my heels, still running her damn mouth.



“When is the last time you saw her? I bet it was recently because the last few times that I saw you, you were high. You get high every time you run into her. That’s why I brought it up. You’re not like her, so just deal with the feelings you have and stop self medicating thinking that they’ll go way. If you don’t, we’re not going to make it.”



I sat on the foot of the bed and slipped my feet into my shoes before I was standing again and moving past her. I didn’t say shit because I wasn’t about to have this fuck ass argument with her again. It was played.



“Why won’t you fucking talk to me about it?”



“Because there ain’t shit to talk about. I hate that I even told you that shit,” I barked as I made it back to the living room and snatched my phone and keys. I reached in my pocket and removed the knot of cash that I had and placed it on the table before heading to the door.



Tia stopped in the center of the room and just stared at me. I wasn’t watching her because I didn’t want to see the look that I knew was in her eyes, but I could feel that shit regardless. I loved Tia. I swear I fucking did, and because of that, she could push buttons in me that no one else could.



“I guess I’ll see you when I see you, but while you’re gone this time, think about this. Me and this baby…”



Baby, the fuck she talking about?



“…will be just fine whether you’re here or not, and if you’re here, you have to really be here, Torren. I’m not accepting half of you.”



I turned to face her, and she nodded as if reading my mind. “Yes, I’m pregnant. You would have known before now, but you’ve been in the damn streets like always. I really didn’t want to tell you like this, but oh fucking well.”



I clenched my jaw, reached for the door to open it, and walked through it. I didn’t say shit to her, even though I had a lot of things that I likely should have said.



This just wasn’t the time. She had been sitting on this for a minute, so she had time to process it. I didn’t, and I needed that.



As fucked up as it might have been, I just walked, slamming the door behind me.



 



***



“Aye, Torren, Dorian said he can see you now.” Pac waved me over and then opened the door that he had just left out of.



Dorian ran his business out of a brownstone that he owned over in Brooklyn. It was nice as hell, and you would never suspect that he was pushing dope from there.



Only a select few were allowed to come there because he wanted to keep foot traffic low to make sure the neighbors didn’t suspect shit, but either way, it just worked.



Dorian lived out in Yonkers in some big ass house with his wife but came there a couple days a week to handle business. I was hoping to branch off on my own soon and have something similar. For now, I was working my ass off to make sure I could provide for my sister, my cousin, Reason, Tia, and myself.



“What’s up, youngin’? Dorian smirked as I entered and approached to dap him. Once I did, I took a seat in the empty chair that was in front of his desk.



“Ain’t shit, just life,” I replied after I was seated.



Dorian chuckled. He was in his mid forties, hence the younin’ thing. I didn’t know who the fuck my father was, so Dorian was the closest thing to it for me. I would come talk to him sometimes just about life when it got to be too much.



I guess you could say he was my boss and my counselor.



“Life, damn, that shit sounds serious. I guess that’s why you’re here. I know you’re not out already. I didn’t expect to see you for another week or so.”



“Nah, I’m not out, but I do want to talk about maybe doubling up.”



“Doubling up?” He looked at me with concern, and I ran my hand across my low cut waves.



“Yeah, shit just got a little real for me. I have a kid on the way.”



“Is it congrats or condolences?” Dorian looked my way with no expression, and I released a dry laugh.



“A little of both. I damn sure wasn’t expecting it. I can tell you that much.”



“Shit happens. If you didn’t strap up, that’s your damn fault. Is is Tia or one of these other ones you out there with?”



“Tia.”



“Aight then, at least it’s the right one. You’ll figure it out.”



“I hope so. I just don’t fucking know. Shit, I’m already taking care of Teague, damn near Reason too. She tries to do her own thing, but I’m who she comes to when she needs help. I’m not saying that’s a bad thing because I like the fact that I can be there for my family, but it’s a lot. I ain’t doing terrible, but I damn sure ain’t doing great. I don’t want all my fucking time to be in the streets. I want live too.”



Dorian nodded and rubbed his chin. “She keeping it?”



“Hell, I guess so. I didn’t ask. She told me, and I just left.”



“The fuck you mean you just left. That’s a bitch move, youngin’.”



“It’s not like that. We were in the middle of another damn argument that didn’t have shit to do with that, and she just hit me with it. I walked because I didn’t want to say the wrong thing. It wasn’t the time for me to speak on it.”



“Doesn’t matter. You were man enough to lay nut in her, then you should be man enough to have a conversation about what’s next.”



“I am. She’s known for a minute and had time to let that shit settle. I needed that too. I’ll make it right.”



“Handle your shirt, Torren,” he said firmly, looking me right in the eyes.



“I will.”



Hearing him come at me about my reaction made it that much more real how fucked up I was by just walking out like that.



“Look, if you need more money, I’ll work something out with you. More money means a bigger risk. As long as you understand that then I’ll make it work. You’re good people, and you’ve always been on your shit. I don’t mind providing the opportunity, just be sure you really want it.”



Nodding to confirm, I then stood. “I’ll think about it. I just wanted to come holla at you for a minute. I won’t hold you.”



Dorian chuckled. “You don’t have to explain that shit to me. My door is always open for you.”



“I appreciate that. I’ll be in touch.”



“Aight, you do that, and remember, it isn’t always as bad as it seems. Just be a man, and the rest will fall in place. I promise you that.”



“Shit, I hope so.”



After I left Dorian’s spot, I headed back to my apartment and rolled a fat one. My mind was fucking blown by this baby shit.



I never even thought about having kids. It just wasn’t something that I thought I wanted. My family dynamic was so fucked up that having kids was something that I felt like I could do without. Now Tia was pregnant, and I didn’t have a choice but to deal with it.



That brought my mother to mind, which made me think about what Tia accused me of.



In a way, it was true. I did get high to suppress the feelings I had about my mother. There wasn’t anything else I could do. Every time I ran into her on the street looking crazy and acting even worse, I felt my self slipping just a little.



There was a part of me that was so afraid of ending up like her that I felt like I made my reality. Deep down inside, I felt like I had the symptoms. Maybe not voices and shit, but the fact that I could lose grip on reality. I had done it a few times but mostly when I was angry.



That’s why Tia brought that shit up. I mentioned it to her once, and she told me I needed to talk to someone. I refused at first, mostly because I didn’t want them to confirm what I felt from time to time, but then I broke down and went to see the doctor who treated my mother.



She confirmed that I was fine;
 you have nothing to worry about
 were her exact words, but it was hard for me to truly believe that, especially after seeing my mom at her low points.



Either way, I had a lot of shit to deal with, and this blunt was about to help me through that process. If I could just manage to stay away from my mother, then I might actually be okay. She was the trigger for me.



I fired up and let my lungs fill with smoke. My thoughts settled as the high set in. This right here was exactly what I needed. My escape from the bullshit that was weighing down on me. I knew I had to deal with Tia, but for now, this high was my only priority.










Reason



“It’s so damn crowded in here. I’m more than positive that there are not supposed to be this many people in this little ass building.”



I looked around at all the faces and bodies that were in this confined spot and began to feel claustrophobic.



Thank God for the air that was on full blast in this place because it was overcrowded, and I was not looking forward to sweating my ass off all night unless it was because I was on the dance floor.



The vibe was chill as fuck, though. At least that was on point. The makeshift club was dark, and the music was loud. Everyone seemed to be in a zone and vibing, which I was more than positive had to do with the contact high that we were all getting from all the Kush that was floating through the building.



I noticed a lot of nice faces attached to even nicer bodies, which was also a plus. I wasn’t looking for anyone, but if the right person approached, then I might be open to exploring.



I was willing to let things flow and enjoy the evening. My situationship wasn’t anything that I had to be concerned with. Dee was not someone who I was tied to. We were consistent because I wasn’t really trying to invest time in anything new, but he wasn’t really my boyfriend or anything like that. Not to me, that is. If you asked him, we were a thing, and I was his.



With him, I just knew what I had versus spending time on someone who I had to learn and figure out.



“I know, it’s hella crowded in here. How the hell am I supposed to find Brim with all these people packed in here like sardines?”



Teagan balled up her face as she tugged at the top of the strapless dress that she was wearing. Her breasts we’re struggling to be set free, but she looked amazing. The dress was tight and way too short, just shy of exposing her cute little ass, but she was killing it.



I was in jeans tonight since the last time she and I were in this type of setting, I ended up on the cold concert floor with my goodies exposed, thanks to Bronx.



Why the hell did I just smile when I thought about him?



Tonight, I wasn’t risking that. I was also praying that I could manage to avoid him at all cost. I had a dislike for this man already and didn’t know a damn thing about him other than the entire state of New York seemed to love him because he was their one.



“Follow the thirsty hoes, and I’m sure that you’ll find him.”



I rolled my eyes as I noticed a flock of women who were dressed like they were ready to take the stage based on their attire, or lack thereof.



“Fuck, how am I supposed to compete with that?” Teagan cursed as she surveyed the crowd of women who were around Brim, their homeboy, and Bronx.



“You’re not supposed to compete with that. Look at you, boo. You’re bomb as fuck. Those hoes are not competing with you because they’re not on your level. Don’t even sweat them. Real shit, Teague, just push through the crowd and walk right up to him. I promise all eyes will be on you. At the very least, his eyes will be on you.”



I flashed her my pearly white smile, and she arched her back a little, pushing her chest out.



“True. Come on.”



“Oh, hell no. You’re on your own with that. Those are not my type of people. I’m going over there. I need a drink.”



“Reason, please. I don’t want to go alone.”



“You’re gonna take the dick alone, right? If you’re into the group thing, no judgment but you’re a big girl. Teague, you don’t need me.”



She burst out laughing and rolled her eyes. “I swear I can’t stand you. Just do this for me, please. You said you would?” she begged.



“No hoe, I said I would come. I didn’t say a damn thing about helping you give your kitty away.”



“See, now you’re doing too much, and since when are fine ass men not your type of people?”



I see you checking Bronx out. I know you, hoe. I see that fuck me look in your eyes.”



For some reason, when she said his name, I glanced at him. He was with his brother and that crowd but alone at the same time.



Like his brother and his friend, women were around Bronx, but he barely even acknowledged any of them other than the one who had her lips on his neck while her hand rubbed across the front of his jeans.



His hand rested comfortably on her ass. Even with the close contact the two had, he didn’t seem interested in her at all. It was so damn perplexing. It did, however, somehow bring a smile to my face being that I was jealous when I didn’t mean to be.



“See, you’re checking for that nigga. Don’t even try to lie.”



Teagan’s voice brought my attention back to her, and I rolled my eyes because she caught me giving Bronx my attention.



“Hard pass on that. I told you, he’s not my type. Fine or not, he needs to learn some manners.” I sucked my teeth thinking about the run in we had a few days ago.



“You go offer up your little kitty, and I’ll go get us drinks. I’ll be at the bar waiting for you, and if one of those tricks jumps bad, I’ll come fuck her up for you. I can see you from over there.”



“Bitch, you ain’t loyal.”



“I love you too, hoe.”



I did exactly what I said I would and headed to the bar while Teagan started toward the flock that encased Brim and his crew.



“Can I get two shots of Deleon if you have it. If not, then just whatever tequila you have and a Jack on the rocks straight no mixer.



“Damn, shorty, you’re going in hard, aren’t you?” The guy behind the bar smiled before turning to fill my order.



While he did, I removed cash from my jean pocket prepared to pay, and when he placed my shot on the bar next to the drink, I held up my cash.



“How much?”



“You’re pretty as fuck, so first drink is free.” He winked at me and was about to walk off.



“This is two, technically three, because ones a double. How much?”



“First round is free then. You’re not from around here, are you? Most women just roll with that shit.”



“I’m not most women, and I don’t like being in debt to anyone.”



I placed a twenty down on the bar, lifted the shot, and turned it up before I set the empty glass down. After I lifted my drink, I walked away from the bar with him watching me.



I was sure he was calling me a bitch, but I didn’t care. I meant it. His free drinks would have been tied to some expectations, and I wasn’t with that.



Slowly, I moved through the crowd holding my glass near me, trying my best not to allow it to get knocked out of my hands since it was damn near body to body in the entire place. When I reached the area were I left Teagan, I did a quick search for her.



I noticed that she was off to the side a little and hidden behind Brim’s body, whose hand was above her head planted on the wall he had her pinned against. She looked pleased and appeared to be in a good mood as the two talked, but his flock was not happy at all.



I scanned the crowd again and felt eyes on me, so my eyes moved that way, and sure enough, Bronx was looking right at me. He had that hateful ass stare on his face, so I rolled my eyes, and he chuckled.



I had never in my life seen a person laugh with a fuck ass look on their face, but he somehow managed to pull it off.



Even when I looked away, I could still picture Bronx and that damn hateful stare, with his two perfect French braids, which were freshly done, the dark jeans he wore, which were topped off with a cream t-shirt that was plain but expensive.



“This must be my lucky night. I swear, there must be a God to have your fine ass standing here alone just waiting for me.”



Dude smiled at me before he positioned his body a little too close. I frowned because he smelled like onions that he attempted to cover up with cologne.



“Bruh, back the fuck up, please,” I said before I allowed my lips to cover the tip of the straw that was in my drink.



“My bad, shorty. I didn’t mean to annoy you.” He licked his full lips and then smiled.



I checked him out and got even more annoyed. His clothes were expensive as hell, but he was in desperate need of a haircut. The Timbs on his feet were run down and dirty, and his nails were not clean, which I noticed because his hand was on his chin. Not to mention the stench that reeked from his body.



How do you spend that much on your clothes but can’t foot the bill for a twenty dollar haircut or wash your damn hands?



“Why you frowning at me like that?”



“No reason. If you’ll excuse me, I need to get another one.”



I held up my glass to show that it was empty.



“No, stay put. I’ll get that for you, and then we can chill for a minute.”



Pleased with himself for offering to buy me a drink, he smiled big and waited for my response. I glanced over at Teagan and couldn’t help but catch Bronx’s eye before I focused on my smelly ass suitor.



“Sure.”



I handed him my glass and watched for a second as he headed to the bar. I had no intention of drinking anything that he purchased for me, and my goal was to be gone before he returned.



Doing a quick visual search to find my new destination, I tried my best not to look over at Bronx again and managed not to do, so but with a lot of effort.



He was just so damn sexy to me. Those lips and eyes, his golden brown skin that was covered in way too many tattoos had my body tingling.
 Shit, get your life, Reason. This nigga is not for you. You’ll end up with a murder charge dealing with him.



Before I could make my escape, dude returned with what he thought was about to be my drink in his hand.



He extended it to me, and I looked at it. Even if I was about to accept it, before I could get my hand on it, it was snatched out of his hand by someone else.



He and I both looked in that direction just as Bronx pulled the straw out and turned it up. He finished it and then shoved the empty glass into the chest of the guy who purchased it for me.



Bronx and I both now had eyes on him. Me, because I wanted to see how dude would handle what had just happened, even though I already knew the answer, and Bronx because he was daring him to do something that he didn’t like.



“Shit, my bad, Bronx. This you?” His eyes darted away from Bronx and landed on me for a brief moment.



“No!”



“Yes, so get the fuck on.”



Bronx and I spoke at the same time, but his deep, raspy voice overshadowed mine. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway because dude was only paying attention to Bronx. It was evident that Bronx being anywhere near me meant to anyone concerned that I was now his property.



“Oh, aight. Again, my bad,” he muttered and then turned to leave emulating a puppy who had been scolded and was tucking his tail between his legs.



“You like fuck ass niggas like that, but you gave me your ass to kiss?” Bronx stated like we were old friends and then leaned against the wall body to body with me, crossing his arms in front of him at the wrist and letting them rest just below his belt.



His foot was now planted on that same wall, further enhancing his look. This man was too damn sexy to be such a fucking asshole. It was undeniable. The sad thing was that it was annoying as hell, but I was addicted at the same time.



“And you like hood rat, stripper bitches. As for my ass, your lips will never get close enough to it to kiss it, so I promise you don’t have to be concerned with that.”



Bronx gave me a hateful stare before what appeared to be a smile broke through.
 What? He actually smiles
 .



“My brother said your ass was a one of those conceited bitches, the good girl type. I don’t know where he got that shit from because you’re damn sure far from that.”



“Your brother made his own assumptions, so that’s on him, but why were you even discussing me with your brother in the first place?”



This time, he really smiled, fully displaying his platinum grill. I noticed that it was different than the one I originally saw him with because this one had diamonds in it like the one that filled his brother’s mouth when we met.



“Damn, you be on your shit, don’t you?”



He had yet to look down to acknowledge me as if I wasn’t remotely important to him, but I kept stealing glances at him. Not by choice, but because my curiosity got the best of me, and I couldn’t help the desire to want to look at him.



“I guess so.”



“I like that about you.”



“You like that about me? I didn’t know assholes gave compliments.”



“It wasn’t a compliment. I was just stating facts, shorty. Don’t let that shit go to your head.”



“And there he goes.” I shook my head at him, and he ignored me.



“Aye, hold up. I’ll be right back.”



The way it rolled off his tongue was sexy, but it was also more of a demand that a request. I watched as his tall, sexy body stepped away from the wall where he stopped a few feet away as his bother, and Teagan approached. She left Brim’s side, slipped right up to me and linked her arm with mine.



“Hey, I need a favor.”



“No, whatever it is, the answer is no.”



“Reason, please,” she pleaded.



I still had my eyes on Bronx and his brother, as Brim leaned in and whispered something to him. They both looked our way a few times, which made me snatch away from Teagan because I knew that they were discussing us, and she had set me up.



“What did you do?”



“Nothing. He wants me to leave with him to go chill at his place, but I told him that I couldn’t leave you. He offered for Bronx to—”



“No, come on, Teague. I told you that I’m not fucking with him like that. Why would you even think that was a good idea?”



“Because, it’s just a ride home. It’s not a big deal. You don’t have to have sex with him unless you want to, and I know you want to. Don’t think I didn’t see you over here all cozy with him.”



“What you saw was him over here in my personal space. I didn’t ask for or want his company.”



“Well, I want Brim’s, so I’m begging you to do this for me. I’ll tell him no and stay here with you, if you want, but I reeeeeallllyy want to leave with him.”



“Okay then, tell him that you’re staying.” I folded my arms and peered at her, waiting for the meltdown.



“Reason, come on. You know why I’m here. He’s on board, and I want to leave with him.”



“Aye, you ready to head out?” Brim and Bronx walked over to us, stopping me from responding, and Bronx had that damn evil ass look again. “Bronx said he’ll make sure you get home. You cool with that?”



“No,” I said firmly, looking right at Teagan.



“Aight, cool. I’m trying to leave where with some willing pussy anyway. Have a good night, shorty.”



“Bruh, come on. You just said—”



“I said I’d take her ass home. She said no. Fuck you want me to do?”



“Bronx.” Brim only said his name, but the look he gave him was deeper than that.



“Aye, figure out what the fuck you want to do, and when you’re ready to head out, come find me. If not, hop your ass in a cab.”



He walked off, and I pinched the bridge of my nose before I looked at Teagan.



“You know what, I’ll stay. We can do this another time,” Teagan said, looking up at Brim before her eyes landed on me.



Fuck, fuck fuck!



“No, it’s cool. Go ahead. I’ll get home.”



“You sure?”



“Yeah, I’m sure.”



“Aye, make that nigga take you home. He’s just acting up right now, but trust me, he’ll make sure you’re good,” Brim said, looking in the direction that his brother left in.



I looked that way also, and Bronx was nowhere to be found, but I didn’t care. I’d get my own self home. Brim took hold of Teagan’s hand and pulled her to his side.



She looked at me.



“I’m not worried about him. I’m a big girl. Trust me, I’ll be fine.”



“Thanks, boo. I love you, don’t talk to strangers, and text me when you get home,” Teagan said as Brim walked off, pulling her behind him.



I shot her a bird, not believing that this shit was happening. That’s what I get for always being nice, but Teagan was going to hear about this shit tomorrow.










Brim



“You sure you don’t mind leaving your cousin?” I asked as we cruised the streets of New York heading across town to my place.



There was a crisp chill in the air, but it was comfortable without air or heat on. The city was moving with people on the sidewalks and cars on the street, but that was to be expected. It was Manhattan, and this shit was always moving.



I looked over at Teagan sitting in the passenger seat of my whip looking edible. The short ass silver dress that was clinging to her slim, curvy body moved up high on her thighs, giving me a nice view of them while her breasts damn near spilled out the top.



“No, I don’t mind, just please make sure that your brother gets Reason home. Torren will murder me if anything happens to her since I left without her. I already feel bad because she was only there because of me.”



“Torren, that’s her nigga?”



“No, my brother.”



“So, if she was there for you, why where you there?”



“Because of you.”



Teagan smiled lustfully as her pretty face shined from the streetlights which illuminated the car as we passed them. She was beautiful, but in a way that was almost forbidden because she looked young as fuck.



I was praying that her ass was legal or she’d be in an Uber on her way home soon. Well, she was cute, so I’d hook her up with Lyft.



“You sure I’m the only reason why you were there?”



“Positive.”



Again, that cute ass smile of hers spread across her face, attempting to convince me that she was speaking the truth. I already believed her because the second she walked in the club tonight, she had her attention on me.



As I looked her way, Teagan smiled harder, showing off a perfect set of teeth. I loved that. Everything about her seemed wall manicured.



At the club, I noticed that her pretty little toes were neatly polished, matching the color that was on her fingernails.



Her dress was nice, nothing over the top, and fit just right. Classy with a little slutty mixed in, but still presentable, and she didn’t have on a lot of makeup. I couldn’t even tell if she was wearing any at all to be perfectly honest.



Not to mention her perfume had my car smelling sweet. Little things like that turned me on. I liked my women well groomed. I couldn’t fuck with a bitch who didn’t care about her appearance. It was a huge turn off to me.



That was the difference between me and Bronx; he would fuck a bitch who rocked that same gear that he wore, jeans, jays, sweats and hoodies. His thing was as long as the pussy was good and it was right, then he didn’t care what package it came in.



Now he wouldn’t fuck an ugly bitch, but she could be hood as fuck and still get the dick. I wasn’t with that, I liked classy women who were only hood and nasty in private. I was hoping that Teagan had that side to her, and I was hoping even more that she let it show tonight



“How did you even know I would be there, though?” I was curious.



It wasn’t a secret that I was stopping through. The neighborhood talked, and anytime there was anything important around there, me, Bronx and Edge usually made an appearance.



“I didn’t
 know
 . I just took a chance because I wanted you to be there.” She smiled softly and I chuckled.



“Your lying ass. You knew I’d be there, but it’s cool. How old are you?”



“Old enough,” she stated, and that shit had me ready to press pause on the evening.



“Nah, give me a number. I’m not trying to go to jail over pussy, shorty.”



“Who says you’re getting pussy to go to jail over?”



I laughed arrogantly. “I left a club full of fine ass women who would suck my dick on demand and then fuck me right after to take you to my apartment to
 chill
 . I think you already know that means I’m getting pussy. How old are you, Teagan?”



“Twenty.



“Aight, cool, I can fuck with that. A little younger than I usually like, but you’re cute as hell, so I can get with it.”



“Do you have a girlfriend?”



“I have friends that are girls. Nothing serious.”



“So, I guess I’m being added to a list then. I figured that.”



She tried to write it off like it didn’t really bother her. I wasn’t sure if it did or not because I really didn’t care. I just wanted her little sexy ass riding my dick. I wasn’t in the market for a girlfriend.



“I don’t have a list. Just people I see from time to time. You got a nigga, though? A girl like you always has a man tucked away somewhere.”



“And what’s that supposed to mean, a girl like me?”



I pulled up a block away from my building because I didn’t want anybody to know I was home. Bitches liked to pop up even when they knew their role, and I wasn’t trying to be interrupted.



Teagan seemed like the type who wouldn’t fuck if another bitch showed up claiming me or my dick. Some bitches didn’t care and would invite the other bitch in to join, or do the opposite and beat her ass before letting me bend her over something, but I figured Teagan was neither of those.



“Just a girl like you. I don’t mean shit by it, and it’s not a good or bad thing. You’re just the type to always have a man on deck.”



I pulled my door open and walked around to her side to let her out. She accepted the hand I offered after tugging at her dress. When she was on the curb, she looked right at me.



“It sounds like you’re calling me a hoe or something.”



I grabbed her hand and chuckled. “Nah, the opposite, actually. You misunderstood what I meant. A girl like you always has a faithful muthafucker sniffing around your pretty ass, doing everything to make you feel appreciated. He likely doesn’t deserve your ass, which is why he tries so hard, but he loves you even if it’s not the way you need to be loved, so you stick around. You ain’t the type to be fucking random niggas is all I’m saying.”



We made it down the block to my building, and I keyed the code and grabbed the door to let us in. After we made it to the elevator, she gave me a perplexed look.



“So, you know that I don’t do this all the time yet you still agreed. Why?”



“Shit, why fuck not?” I laughed at her question and my answer. “You’re pretty as fuck, your body is equally nice, and you don’t seem like you have a lot of drama with you. You obviously know a little about me which means you know what this is all about, and the added bonus is that your pussy don’t likely have a lot of miles on it. How many niggas you been with? Two, maybe three? Nah, fuck that, I’m probably about to be your second. And I bet whoever you fucked before me didn’t know how to please you or that pussy. Don’t worry though, Imma hook your cute ass up and have you calling out of work, school or whatever the fuck you do for the next few days while you recover.”



“Don’t be so sure,” she said, looking offended.



It was cute, but I knew right away from her body language that I was right.



We took the elevator up to my floor, and I let us into my apartment. After I shut the door, I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it on the sofa. She smiled at the sight of my bare chest but then tried to hide how anxious she was.



“Can I get you anything?”



“A drink would be good,” she stated, still standing dead center in my living room like she was afraid to move.



“Aight, I got you. You can sit down.” I nodded to the sofa and she made herself comfortable in the center of it while she watched me move around my kitchen.



I grabbed two beers from my refrigerator before I joined her. I didn’t want her drunk. I hated fucking females when they were too drunk to participate.



And since I didn’t know her, I wasn’t sure what her consumption level was. I had already hooked her up with two strong ass drinks at the club, so a beer was all she was getting for now.



“Take your shoes off and relax. “Your toes are already exposed, so I know you’re not worried about showing your crusty ass feet.”



“My feet are not crusty. They’re perfect, see.”



She held up on leg and wiggled her polished toes. My focus was on what was between those legs since her dress moved up to her waist, exposing pink lace covering my goal for the evening.



I untwisted the cap to one of the beers and waited while she unstrapped her shoes and then slid them off her feet. When she had them off, she scooted back and crossed her legs. I handed her the beer that I had just uncapped and then opened mine.



After she turned it up, she looked at me with a nervous grin. “One guy, and you’re right. He didn’t deserve me, but I let him have me anyway. Even when I knew that he didn’t. The sex was good, though.”



Her eyes were on mine for a minute before she turned up her beer again and downed half of it fast as fuck. I assumed that I was making her nervous.



The sex was good? Nah, baby girl, you haven’t experienced the real thing yet if you’re calling it good.



“Is that why you’re here?”



“Yeah, kind of.”



“So, I’m your fucking rebound guy?”



I laughed because that shit was funny as hell. “That’s a first. I have never been the fucking rebound guy. I’m the one who usually sends bitches to the rebound guy.”



Her cute ass smiled and shrugged. “Well you’re my first random fuck, so I guess it’s a night for firsts.”



“Shit, I guess so then.”



I turned up my beer and finished it off. Wanting to free up my hands, I leaned forward enough to place the bottle on the floor. She followed my lead and did the same.



It was awkward as fuck for a second as we both just sat there not saying shit until she spoke again.



“I don’t really know how this works. Do you mind if we just talk for bit first? I mean if you don’t want to, I understand. I’m not backing out or anything. I just, I don’t know, I’m nervous.”



I laughed a little at her confession because it was honest, and I wasn’t used to that. Most bitches I fucked with wanted dick as soon as I walked through the door and no conversation.



“Depends on what you want to talk about. Your ass might be five-o and trying to set me up.”



She burst out laughing, and that relaxed her a little.



“I most definitely am not a cop, and even if I was, you’re not the type of man that I think I would try to set up.”



“Why is that?”



“I don’t know, you just seem a little scary to me.”



“Why the fuck did you agree to come home with me,
 alone
 , if your ass think I’m scary.”



She smiled in the cutest way. “I don’t think you would hurt me unless I gave you a reason to, and me setting you up would definitely be a reason. I’m just staying that you seem like the type who would hurt people who you have a problem with.”



I placed my hand on her thigh and smiled. “You’re right. I’m only dangerous when I need to be. I don’t see you giving me a reason to show that side of me. So, tell me about this fuck boy who didn’t deserve you.”



“You don’t want me to talk about him.” She frowned, and even that was cute.



“Yes, I do. I’m curious to know why you wasted time with him if he didn’t deserve you?”



“Because I loved him.” She shrugged like that one sentence was so profound and just made sense.



“What?” She then asked because I was just staring at her, and I could tell it made her uncomfortable.



“Nothing, I just don’t understand shit like that. Why settle?”



My eyes roamed her body before I focused on her face again. “You’re pretty as fuck. You have a banging ass body, and you seem like you have a good head on your shoulders. It’s stupid to not be with a man who would respect that.”



I knew I was diminishing my chances of having sex with her by bringing attention to that, but I wanted to know what the fuck was up with it.



I didn’t deserve her either, not because I couldn’t respect what she had to offer, but because I wasn’t in the position to give her what she needed, even if she was looking for that.



I just wanted to fuck, and she deserved more. It didn’t mean I wouldn’t give her the best night of her life, but I wasn’t fool enough to assume that I was any better than the nigga who sent her my way but fucking her over. I was just honest about my intentions, that was really the only difference.



“I didn’t know I was settling. By the time I realized that I was, it was too late because I loved him.”



“I guess that makes sense.”



“What about you? Tell me about one of your friends.” She rolled her eyes, and it made me laugh.



“Nah, ain’t shit to tell. We fuck, I send them home.” This time, I shrugged like my statement just made sense.



“Why settle?”



“I’m not. I like things just like they are. I’m not trying to be tied to any one person. That shit is over rated. I can have different pussy three times a day if I choose, and no one can say shit to me about it. I’m good with that.”



“Wow, you’re really not making me feel good about my decision to be here with you right now.”



I burst out laughing and then got my smile under control when I realized she was serious.



“Aye look, I am who I am. I’m not gonna lie about that, but if you’re not with it, then I’m good, shorty. Im not that a type of nigga.”



She tucked her lip between her teeth and stared at me for a minute before she sat up on the sofa, tucking her feet beneath her ass while sitting on her heels. Teagan leaned my way and pressed her lips against mine, so I took in the moment.



She delivered a kiss that was innocent and erotic at the same time. When she pulled back, I chuckled because I really wanted to fuck her now, but I knew she wasn’t ready for that no matter how much she thought she was.



“Sit your non kissing ass down,” I joked before I did an adjustment and shook my head at the fact that my dick was hard as hell right now.



“I can kiss.”



“Nah, but I’ll teach you when you’re ready.” I winked at her, and she laughed a little. I could tell that she was more relaxed now, and that was good.



I reached for the remote and decided to let the TV take the focus off the fact that I wanted to fuck her, but I knew she wasn’t ready. Any other time, I would have been pulling up my Uber app to send females like Teagan home, but she was cool, so she could chill with me for a little while. I just knew I wasn’t going to see her again after tonight.



I didn’t do the friend thing, so if we weren’t fucking then we weren’t talking.










Bronx



“Bronx, can we leave?”



I inhaled from the blunt that I was about done with and looked down at the shorty that was in my lap. She was sexy as fuck in her cheap ass dress and plastic shoes. I didn’t care about any of that because she looked good, and she made that shit work. She wasn’t mine, so I didn’t give a fuck where her clothes come from.



“I’m going home alone tonight, shorty,” was my answer, and not the one that she was looking for.



I didn’t really care because her feelings weren’t my concern, so when her pretty face balled up, it didn’t move me in the least.



“But, we had a good night. I just want a little private time with you. I’ve been trying to get you to myself all night.”



She adjusted her fat ass on my lap enough to grind it on my dick. My shit wasn’t even hard because I wasn’t interested.



I had been there long enough to get head from one bitch and pussy from another long before this one was blessed enough to be in my personal space, so I was good. All I wanted right now was to take my ass home, shower, and crawl in my bed, alone.



“Well, you’ll have to take a rain check. Not tonight, baby girl. Maybe I’ll see you out another time, but right now, I’m going home, and alone.”



I kept saying the word alone to emphasize that I wasn’t changing my mind.



“You sure? I promise I can make it worth your while.”



Again, she moved her ass in my lap, trying to get my attention. I got pussy thrown at me so much that it didn’t do shit for me unless I wanted it. No matter how sexy a female was, and this one was damn sure fine as fuck, if I didn’t want it, she couldn’t change my mind, so she was wasting her time.



“Get up,” I said, causing her to look at me to see if I was serious.



When she checked my expression, she quickly hopped off my lap but stood in front of me like she was waiting for me to tell her something different than what I had just said.



“Yo, Edge, I’m out. You good?”



“Yeah, I’m good.” He looked up from the bitch who had his attention and then smiled.



She was sucking on his neck and grinding on his lap, dry fucking. I shook my head because Reese was gonna fuck him up if he came home smelling like another bitch and the way this one was all up on him, he was definitely going to have her scent all over him.



I didn’t understand their relationship, but that was his life, so I didn’t try.



“Aight, I’m out. I need to go find old girl so I can go. Brim made me promise to take her ass home.”



“You gon’ fuck her? She looked good as hell, Bronx.”



“Nah, she ain’t my type. She’s the type to have standards and expectations and shit. I’m not with that shit. I just want a bitch to suck my dick, do as I ask, and hand over her pussy. She ain’t that type, so she ain’t for me.”



“Yo, you’re dumb as fuck for that, but I feel you. Be safe, and I’ll get with you tomorrow.”



“Aight.”



I pushed past old girl who had her lips all poked out. A few others had that sad ass look on their faces too since they were all hoping to be chosen for the night. Usually, I would leave with something, but not tonight. I had to fucking babysit, and I wasn’t really in the mood for company.



I scanned the club and tried to find her but didn’t and was about to say fuck it and leave until I exited the front and found her heading to what looked like a Lyft.



“Aye, shorty, let that shit go. I promised my brother I’d take you home.”



She looked up at me long enough to roll her damn eyes but kept moving to the car. That shit pissed me off because all eyes were on me, so I snatched her arm. When I did, her phone went crashing to the concrete sidewalk outside the club. The way it landed, her shit shattered on impact.



“Let go of my arm. You just broke my fucking phone.” She snatched away from me and bent down to get it. When she had it in her hand, she held it up like I couldn’t already see that her shit was fucked up.



“Do you see what you did?”



“Yeah, I see that shit, now get it out my face and let’s go. You should have just come when I told your ass to, and I wouldn’t have had to grab your damn arm.”



“Wait is that an apology because if so, you need to work on that. It fucking sucked.”



She yelled at me like her little ass was about to jump on me. I don’t know why, but it made me smile because she was mad as fuck, and I was amused.



“Hell no, it wasn’t an apology. That shit is your fault. Why the hell you out here with your phone naked and shit in the first place? You know iPhones ain’t built worth shit. You press the screen too hard and the damn shit will shatter.”



“Seriously, you’re blaming me when you’re the one who made my phone fall. Case or not had you been minding your own business then my phone wouldn’t be destroyed, you fucking lunatic.”



“Damn, Bronx, shorty mad as fuck. You better handle that,” some dude yelled as he walked by and witnessed shorty going in on me.



“Who the fuck you talking to?” I barked at him, and he damn near jumped, dropping his head and moving faster toward the parking lot.



“Ma’am, do you still—”



“She don’t need shit, you can leave.” I answered for her, but she followed up with one of her own.



“No don’t leave, you’re taking me home.”



The driver looked at me and then shorty, confused about what to do.



To get rid of him, I reached in my pocket, pulled out some cash, and tossed it in the window that the driver had let down. I knew they charged before they even sent you a damn car, but I also knew he’d take that shit and leave.



“Muthafucker, I said she’s good. Now take your ass on.” I lifted my shirt, exposing my burner, and the driver nodded and pulled off.



“What the hell is wrong with you? I paid for that car.”



Nah, I paid for it.” I smirked and she laughed sarcastically.



“You’re not very smart, are you? They bill you before they send the car. They’re going to charge my card, asshole.”



“Yeah, I know that shit, and so fucking what? I’ll give you your damn money back. My brother promised your cousin that I’d take you home, so I’m taking your ass home. Now let’s go.”



“Hell no. I’m not going anywhere with you, I’ll call another one.”



“With what? Your shit is fucked up, and I bet it won’t even turn on. Now let’s go. You don’t have to say shit to me, just get in the fucking truck so that I can take you home. Where do you live anyway? I hope that shit ain’t far. I’m not trying to burn up my gas and be out all night,” I said before walking off.



She didn’t move, so I stopped and just looked at her crazy ass. She was cute as fuck, and her body was nice. The jeans she wore looked like they needed to be cut off, and her wild, curly hair was all over her head. That shit was sexy, but the hateful ass look on her face had me wanting to choke her ass.



“Do women really respond to that because it’s not sexy at all. In fact, it makes me want to punch you dead in your face.”



“Respond to what? I really ain’t trying to be sexy—not like I have to try anyway.” I smirked, and she frowned even more. “I’m just trying to keep my promise to my brother since he made one to your cousin, now will you bring your ass on?”



“Oh my God, I can’t fucking believe this shit.”



She looked around for a minute like she had a choice, but it was late as fuck, cold as shit, and she didn’t know anyone else there that I knew of. I was her only out, so she reluctantly followed me to my truck.



When we got to it, I hit the locks and hopped in the driver’s side. She pulled the door to get in the passenger side, and slammed it, which pissed me off.



“The fuck you slam my door for?”



“Because I wanted to,” she snapped back, and I had to bite the inside of my jaw to stop from snatching her ass across the seat and tossing her out my shit.



“Yo, where the fuck you live?”



“Bronx. Up the block from the store I work at.”



“Good, at least you live near me so it’s not out my way.” I groaned as I started my truck.



The entire drive she didn’t say shit to me. She just played with her damn phone trying to get it to turn on, but it was totally fucked up and didn’t. A part of me felt bad, but there wasn’t shit I could do about it. Not tonight, anyway.



Since she wasn’t paying me any mind, and her focus was on her phone and trying to ignore me, it gave me a chance to check her out. Shorty was nice, really fucking nice. Just wished she wasn’t so damn evil.



Her mouth I could deal with because I was used to it. Most of the females that I dealt with would cuss you out in a heartbeat, but shorty had a different kind of vibe. With the chicks I usually fucked with, the threat of no dick got them in line and shut them up quick.



Reason didn’t seem interested in me in the least, so I knew that wouldn’t work with her, which was why she was going in on my ass.



She was physically attracted to me, I could tell from the way she looked at me. That shit was impossible to hide but she couldn’t stand my guts and that erased any physical attraction that existed.



I thought it was kinda of funny, and it had me wanting to break that stubborn streak long enough to fuck her and then let it go. I loved a challenge, and getting on her good side would definitely be a fucking challenge.



The down side to that was that I didn’t have the energy to deal with a chick like her. She was too got damn complicated, and I liked simple shit. I didn’t want or desire to try and figure her out, so after I took her ass home, I was done.



When we finally made it to her block, flashing lights caught my eye. I immediately did inventory trying to remember if I had anything on me other than my burner, but I was good. The closer I got, I realized that it was an ambulance, and she did too because she started yelling.



“Pull over. Stop right here, pull over.”



“Hold up, let me get closer,” I said, not understanding what the issue was.



She hit the lock and yanked the door open then hopped out while I was still moving.



“Oh shit, what the fuck?”



I yelled and slammed on my brakes as I watched her jet from my truck toward the ambulance. I pulled over and jumped out, sensing something wasn’t right. When I was close enough, I noticed another woman grab her and hold her back as two men wheeled a gurney out with a body covered with a sheet.



I moved closer when I heard her yelling frantically and breaking down.



“Nana no, please no.”



“She’s gone, baby,” the older woman said as she hugged her tight.



“Why didn’t you call me? You should have called me.”



“I did, baby, for the last hour. It went straight to voicemail, but it wouldn’t have mattered. There was nothing that you could have done, baby, I’m so sorry.”



I watched as Reason broke down in the woman’s arms, collapsing to the ground in a squatting position.” The woman kneeled too and just held her as she cried.



That shit broke me down, and I could feel it in my chest. I knew it wasn’t my fault, but her grandmother had just died, and I broke her damn phone so they couldn’t call and tell her.
 Fuck
 .



I wanted to go apologize or at least say something, but I knew it wasn’t the time, so I ran my hand over her hair and then just walked away. I got in my truck and left. I didn’t know what else to do but leave. My head was all fucked up over what I had just witnessed.










Teagan



Two weeks later



“I’m worried about you, Reasy. All you’ve done since the funeral is sit here in this apartment alone staring at the walls. I know you miss her, but she wouldn’t want this for you.”



My cousin didn’t even look at me. She just laid on her side hugging a pillow with her eyes closed.



“I’m fine.”



“You’re not. You only talk to me and Torren, but only when we come by and make you. When is the last time you ate?”



“Yesterday. I had cereal,” she said like that really was something.



I knew that she was depressed and how much she loved our grandmother, but I was really getting worried. We had mental illness in our family, and I didn’t know if this was just her being sad or something more serious. Things like this scared me.



Torren said that she was fine and just needed time to deal with things, but I couldn’t trust his judgment either. There were days when he was just as lost as Reason was right now. Even though I tried to ignore it, I was worried about him too.



“I’ve seen Brim a few times. I still haven’t had sex with him, but he took me to lunch twice and dropped by my school to give me a ride home once. His brother asked about you. He wanted to know if—”



“Fuck him!” She said it so aggressively that I knew she meant it.



I wasn’t sure what happened that night, but I knew that they argued and he eventually convinced her to let him take her home after knocking her phone out of her hands and shattering it. When they got there, she was just in time to see them take our grandma to the ambulance.



From what Bronx told Brim, he just left because he didn’t know what else to do. They hadn’t seen each other or talked since then, but he did ask about her, according to Brim. He seemed genuinely concerned.



“What happened with you two?”



“Nothing happened. I just don’t like him and I don’t care to talk about him. If you’re cool with his brother that’s fine. I’m happy for you, but don’t say shit to me about him and tell him to stop fucking asking about me.”



She looked at me briefly before closing her eyes again and hugging the pillow tighter.



“I’m gonna go.”



I stood from the chair I was sitting in and walked over to her bed. After I kissed her cheek, I leaned down to hug her.



“I love you, Reason.”



“I love you too,” she mumbled.



“Call me later, and maybe we can get a bite to eat or something. You need to get out of the house.”



“I can’t. I have to work tonight. It’s my first night back.”



That was a good sign. At least she was going to work. “Okay, well maybe tomorrow. I only have one class.”



“Maybe,” she said lowly. “Lock the door when you leave.”



I collected my things and moved through my grandma’s apartment to the front door. It made me sad to be there now more than ever. I knew it had to be even harder on Reason, but she refused to leave.



My brother even tired to get her to stay with us for a while, but she wasn’t having it, so we both just checked on her.



After I left and locked the door, I hailed a cab to head to my place. I could have walked, but I wasn’t in the mood.



Just as I arrived, I paid the driver, and my phone rang with a call from Brim, causing me to smile.



“Where are you?”



“Just got home. I went to see Reason.”



“Word, how she doing?’



“I don’t know, just sad. She is going to work tonight though, so that’s a good sign.”



“Yeah, it is. She’ll be okay, it just takes time. You tell her Bronx asked about her?”



I frowned as I made my way to my building. “Yes, I did, and she said fuck him and tell him to stop asking about her.”



Chuckling, Brim then responded, “Damn that’s fucked up. I guess he really got under her skin, but that nigga keeps bringing her up though.”



“Well, tell him don’t because she’s not concerned. She has a boyfriend, anyway.”



“You said that like it matters. Bronx don’t give a fuck about that, just like I didn’t give a fuck that you had a nigga too but was still be spending time with me.”



“I don’t have a man. He’s my ex, and I rarely see you.”



“That’s your man whether you claim him or not. You love him, and you know it, but that’s cool. I’m not pressed, and we’re just friends since you ain’t give me no pussy yet.”



“I tried, but you turned me down.”



“And for good reason. You ain’t really want to take that step. Once I fuck you, it’s over with old boy. I told you that. I’m trying to be respectful because females forever running that shit about they’re done when they really don’t mean it. If you stop looking all dreamy eyed when you talk about him, then I might let you ride this dick. For now, we’re just friends.”



I was half listening to him because the second I made it to my floor, I ran into Josiah. My heart fluttered even when I didn’t want it to.



“What are you doing here?”



“I wanna talk.”



“Aye, that’s him right now, isn’t it?” Brim said playfully.



“Um, can I call you back?”



“Nah, I’m good. I’ll hit you when I’m free,” he said and hung up on me.



I frowned a little and looked down at my phone before I focused on Josiah.



“Your new man?”



“No, a friend. I don’t have a man, and if I did, it wouldn’t be any of your business.”



“Yeah, aight.” He smirked and then pointed to my door. “Can we talk for a minute,”



“We can talk here.”



He looked so damn good in his all black, jeans, T-shirt, and Timbs. I wanted to just strip naked and let him have his way with me. I missed him so much, and I missed sex with him even more. I didn’t want to be alone with him or I knew what would happen.



“Inside. Damn, you can’t even let a nigga in anymore.”



In this pussy, yes. In my heart, hell no.



“Fine, but make it quick.”



“I ain’t never been quick, and you know that, Teague.”



“Make the talk quick, Josiah, because that’s all that’s happening.”



I moved to my door with my key in hand and let us in. Once I did, he of course, made himself at home moving straight to my bedroom. I followed and tossed my purse and keys on my dresser when I made it.



Josiah was already on my bed, leaning back with his feet shoulder with apart, making sure I could see all of his assets. My pussy pulsed just at the print that was now visible.



“You wanted to talk, so talk.”



I was trying my best to stay strong, but every second that he was near me, I felt myself breaking a little.



“Come sit down.”



“No, I’m fine right here. Say what you need to say.”



“I don’t really know what I want to say, but I know how I feel, and I miss you, Teague. We’ve been dancing around with this weak ass separation for long enough.”



“It’s not weak, it’s real, and you should have been better to me and you wouldn’t have to miss me.”



“I know that, and I’m willing to accept blame for that, but you have to admit that you played a role in it too. You were always on my shit, Teagan. A lot of times you were accusing me of shit when I was innocent.”



“Seriously, are you really going to blame me for that? If you hadn’t been cheating so much then I wouldn’t have accused you the few times that you actually were innocent.”



“Look, Teague, I fucked up and I know I did, but I apologize. You broke up with me, you proved your point, now lets just fix this.”



“There’s nothing to fix. You have a new situation.”



My heart pounded in my chest as I waited to see what he would say about her.



“She’s just something to do. She doesn’t mean anything to me. We have history, and I want that. I want us, Teague.”



“I don’t trust you.”



“I know it will take time, but I’ll do everything in my power to get that back. Just give me a chance to.”



I bit down on my lip and thought. I did miss him, and I wanted him.



“Don’t think too hard, just come here.”



Shaking my head to say no because my mouth wouldn’t open to do it, I stood my ground until he got up and made his way to me.



When his lips connected with mine and then my neck and my lips again, I was done for. I let him undress me, and shortly after, I was positioned on the edge of my dresser while he was pushing into me. I circled my legs around his waist.



“Did you fuck him?” he asked against my neck, causing me to freeze.



Josiah just kept pumping into me, but aggressively.



“What?”



“You heard me, did you fuck Brim the night that you left with him?”



“Wait, stop.” I pushed his chest and he looked at me like he was pissed.



“Is that what this is about? Are you here because you knew I left with him?”



“No. I’m here because I want to fix us, but I can’t rightfully do that if you fucked him. This pussy is mine. I’m the only one who’s ever been in it, and I need to know that hasn’t changed. So, did… you… fuck him?”



“No. I wanted to, but I didn’t.”



Josiah smirked and then kissed my lips, lingering on them for a minute. “Because you love me, right? This pussy is all mine. Say it.”



He was moving again, nice and slow. It felt so good that I was on the verge of cumming already.



“Shit, fuck. It’s yours, and I love you.”



“Remember that shit.”



Josiah started pounding into me viciously, and as much as I hated myself for being so weak for him, I loved the way he made my body feel.



“Fuck, Teague, cum with me, shorty. I need that shit, baby.”



As if his command controlled me, my body tensed up, and I came for him. He pushed into me deep, grunted hard as he bit down on my neck, and then pulled out and came on my thighs.



“Damn, that shit felt good.” He pecked my lips and left me there on my dresser while he headed to my bathroom.



I hopped down and joined him where he was standing in front of the sink cleaning up.



See, this was that shit that annoyed me. He was all about me until he got his nut, and then he was back to his old self.



“You got plans later? I have a few things to do, but after I’m done at the studio, I was thinking I could swing back through to do that shit the right way. You got me looking like an amateur.”



“You’re leaving?” I felt my attitude rising already. We were five seconds into this reconciliation, and he had already pissed me off.



“Yeah, you know I’m trying to make this music thing work. Going toe to to with Bronx didn’t really help my situation either, so I got to make this track fire as fuck so that they will even consider me now. But I’ll fall through when I’m done.



“I have an early class,” I said and rolled my eyes.



“I’ll stay with you tonight. I just want to spend some time with you.”



He was now behind me kissing my neck, and I let him. Right now, I just wanted him to leave, and if I picked a fight, he wouldn’t.



“Fine, call me when you’re done.”



“Aight, bet. I’ll lock up when I leave, and Teagan, cancel that a shit with Brim. I’m not trying to be caught up with him over you playing with his feelings and shit.”



“There is nothing to cancel. We’re just friends.”



“Friends?” He laughed and looked at me like I had just said something stupid. “You’re never just friends with a man like Brim. Either you’re pussy he wants or pussy he’s had. Just stay away from him if you want to work on us.”



Moments later, he was gone, and I was feeling stupid. I turned on my shower and then walked back into my room, still only in the shirt that I had on. I picked up my phone and went right to his social media.



My heart dropped to my stomach when I saw picture of him and his new hoe hugged up and kissing, just hours before he showed up at my place. The worst part was while I was trolling, he commented on one of her comments with heart eyes.



This nigga was fresh up out of my pussy. To say I was played was an understatement. He wasn’t trying to fix things with me, he was trying to keep me away from Brim. Well, he had another thing coming if he thought that I was about to fall into his trap again.



I tossed my phone on my bed and headed to the shower while stripping out what was left of my clothes. I felt tears, but I refused to let them fall. I was angry and hurt all over again, but I had a fix for that, and his name was Brim.










Brooklyn “Brim”



“Why am I here? You’re damn sure not paying attention to me.”



Menika sucked her teeth, diverting my attention from my phone to her. I had to laugh at myself for what I was doing. For the past hour, I had been picking up my phone and alternating between the idea of calling and texting Teagan.



I was mad as fuck when she told me that she would call me back, knowing that the reason was that she was about entertain her ex. That shit had me heated, and I had to stop myself from jumping in my car to make that drive to her place and check her for it.



The crazy thing was that she wasn’t mine, yet had Menika not popped up on my ass, I would have been in the Bronx right now playing my damn self.



Teagan’s little young ass had me out there, and I wasn’t even understanding why. I had chilled with her a few times, took her to eat, and rolled up on her at school offering a ride when I just really wanted to spend a little time with her. but that was it.



Didn’t matter though because in that short amount of time, I was wanting more of her. I couldn’t really explain it, but I chopped it up to the fact that I hadn’t sampled the pussy yet. That was a first, and I figured after I got that out of my system, I’d be back to my normal self.



It wasn’t like I wasn’t still fucking on the regular. In fact, I’m was about to tear Menika’s pussy up, but even with all that, I still had Teagan heavy on my mine.



I swear she better not slip and fuck that nigga, or I’m snapping her neck.



“I didn’t ask you to come by here, so don’t be in my shit about paying attention to you. Hell, if you want my attention, then take your damn clothes off and bend over so that I can see that pussy, and I might be a little more focused.”



“Really, Brim? You think that’s what you need to be saying right now?”



Her pretty chocolate face balled up, and I smiled before letting my tongue glide across my bottom lip.



“I don’t think I need to say shit, but you need to do something or make your way to the door. Don’t act like you’re not here to sit on this.” I grabbed my dick, and she rolled her damn eyes.



“I’m here because I missed you, not because I wanted to fuck.”



I chuckled and nodded. “Okay, well then you should have saved that gas, shorty. You know I don’t do that. I’m not trying to satisfy your emotional needs, just your physical ones, which I’m extremely good at. So, unless you’re trying to fuck, you can go.”



“Why do you men like you always swear off having something real just to get random pussy. I don’t understand that.”



I looked at her and laughed. “I’m not swearing off anything real. When it happens it happens. I’ve never been one of those, ‘I’m not gonna wife a bitch type of guys.’ It’s just not for me right now. I like fucking, and I like variety. When I find my match, I’m not gonna be a dog ass nigga and cheat. So, until I find that one who gives me that feeling like I can be with just her, then Imma continue to do me. It’s not about swearing off relationships and shit. It’s not that deep. Y’all women be putting too much on that. If you’d just relax and let shit flow, you might find a nigga willing to wife your ass.”



“You’re full of shit, and you know it. You’re not trying to be with any one person, now or in the future.”



“How the fuck you gonna tell me what I’m trying to do?” I balled my face up as I peered at her.



“Because you’ve had plenty of good women in your life, and all you see is a fat pussy.”



I smirked at her. “Oh, so now you’re taking inventory on who I’m fucking?”



“No, but I know how you operate. You like classy women, not those ratchet hoes Bronx deals with. I’m sure you’ve had a few good ones fall though, like me.”



“Like you, huh?” I peeped where this was going.



“Yes, me. I have a good job, I dress fly, I take care of myself, and all I want from you is your time. Yet, all you want from me is sex.”



“That’s not true. We chill occasionally. You’re good people.”



“No, we don’t. You have never taken me out, you have never been to my place, and when I come here, we have sex and then I leave.”



“That’s a lie, well the last part. You’re here now, and we’re talking. See, that’s chilling.”



“Brim, I’m serious.” She raised her voice because she was frustrated.



“Shit, so am I. I don’t know what you want me to say.”



“You said when you find that one who makes you feel like you can be with only her, why isn’t that me? What am I missing?”



For some reason, I thought about Teagan, and I smiled for a split second.



“Hell, I don’t know. I can’t explain it, but you just don’t have it.”



I could see the reaction on her face before she even spoke. Standing abruptly, she then released her thoughts on the matter. “Wow, that’s fucked up, but I get it. Well, how about this? I’ll go give my time to someone who can tell me what they want. I’m done wasting it on a dead end situation.”



I looked at her plump, round ass sitting nice and almost objected, but after this bullshit ass conversation, I was no longer interested in fucking her, so I just shrugged. She snatched up her purse and headed to the door.



“Lock my shit on your way out, shorty,” I yelled over shoulder just before my door slammed.



“Why the fuck women have to slam doors and shit when they’re in their damn feelings about something?” I groaned as I picked up my keys and my phone then stood to get ready to leave.



Since Menika wasn’t going to be my distraction to keep me from poppin’ up on Teagan, I was going to use Bronx. I needed to tell him that old girl was good but not fucking with him in any way, shape, or form, so I could use that as an excuse.



He already told me that he was recording today, so he was likely going to be mad as fuck that I interrupted him.



I made the thirty-minute drive to my brother’s place and used my key to get in. I could hear the muffled sound of his music playing, so I got a beer, sat down on the sofa, and shot him a text to let him know I was there.



About twenty minutes later, he came strolling through this tiny ass apartment dressed like a bum by his standards. He was in just sweats, a T-shirt, and slides. This was chilling clothes for me, but for this muthafucker it was dressing down or slumming it.



“I told you I was recording today. What’s up?”



“Nothing, I just came to holla at you for a minute.”



“’Bout what, that shit better be important too.”



This nigga didn’t crack a smile in the least. He was dead ass and I knew it.



“I talked to Teagan about her cousin.”



“Yeah, and the fuck you telling me for? I hope that’s not why you shut down my session.”



“Nigga, cut the shit. This is me. I know you feel bad and shit and want to know what’s going on with her.”



This time, he smiled a little. “I do feel bad, but it’s not that deep. She good, though?”



“Making it. She took it pretty hard, and Teagan said all she does is sleep. She hasn’t really been out her place in the past few weeks, but she’s supposed to work tonight, I think.”



I threw that out there just to see if he would bite.



“Aight cool, that’s it? I need to finish up these tracks.”



“Yeah, that’s it. Oh, and she had a message for you.”



He looked up then, and I could see that he was interested.



“The fuck you sitting there for? Just tell me so I can get back to it.”



“She said fuck you, and stop asking about her.” I grinned.



He looked like he wanted to jump on me like I was the one who said it. I was just delivering the message.



“Man, fuck her too then. If you’re staying, don’t drink all my shit, and if not lock, my fucking door when you leave.”



He was pissed and it was funny as hell. “Yo you’re not mad, are you? I thought you weren’t feeling shorty, Bronx.”



“Nigga, I’m not, but she still don’t have to be disrespectful. I was just trying to be nice and shit, but fuck it.”



“Aye, you kinda feeling her, aren’t you? Be honest.”



“Muthafucker, are you deaf? I just said I wasn’t.”



“Chill, baby bro. You can talk that shit to niggas in the street, but I’ll beat your ass, and you know it. You can also kill that fucking attitude because I know you if no one else does, and you like shorty. Even if it’s just a little or you wouldn’t have kept asking about her.”



“You think you can beat my ass then come try. Otherwise, get your Dr. Phil ass out my apartment tryin’ to analyze me and shit.” Bronx walked off, and I chuckled.



Yeah baby bro was feeling Reason a little bit, but it was understandable because her damn cousin had me the same way.



 



***



I chilled at my brother’s spot for a minute and then decided just to head home, but my curiosity got the best of me, and I found myself at Teagan’s door. I didn’t even bother to call first because I was hoping her little fuck boy was there. I wanted to see how she would react with both of us around.



“Hey, what are you doing here?”



She initially looked upset but then smiled a little after she focused on my face.



“I was at my brother’s spot and about to head home but decided I’d come check you out before I did. You busy?”



I caught myself looking past her into her apartment, which she picked up on.



“No, I’m not busy, and he’s not here. You can come in if you want.”



“Oh, so it was just a quickie and then you sent that nigga on his way?” I half joked because I wanted to know. But if she said yes, I was gonna be pissed, and I knew it.



“Yes, it was just a quickie, and he left. I didn’t send him on his way. And before you say anything or judge me, I feel stupid because he played me, so save whatever you’re thinking, and I’ll see you around.”



She proceeded to shut the door, but I held my hand up to stop her. “Come take a ride with me. We can hang out for a little bit since you’re not busy.”



I was mad as fuck that she let that nigga hit again, but I also felt bad that he played her and was curious about how and why she let him, so against my better judgment, I offered to spend time with her, knowing she was fresh up off another nigga’s dick.



“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea. I just need to focus on me and school right now.”



“Teagan, bring your ass on so we can go grab some food or something. Ain’t nobody got time for you to be sulking and shit. You made a bad decision, so fucking what? It’s not the end of the world. Go get your shit so we can go. You have two minutes, and I’m timing it.”



I held my wrist up and focused on my watch while I waited. She smiled and shook her head but disappeared in her apartment. A few minutes later, she returned with a wallet and keys.



“Okay, I’m going, but only because I don’t want to get on your bad side.”



I chuckled remembering how she told me I seemed scary to her the night we chilled at my place.



“At least you know better. A lot of others didn’t and paid for that shit too.”



“Brim, really. That is not the thing to say to me as I’m agreeing to go away with you.”



“You ain’t going away. I’m just taking your ass to get some food.”



“You know what I mean.”



I waited while she shut and locked door.



“Pizza good with you?”



“Yes, that works. Thank you.”



By this time we were at my truck, so I pulled open the door to let her in. “Why you thanking me? I haven’t fed your ass yet. For all you know, I could be kidnapping you to do terrible things to you.”



“That’s not funny, and as scary as you are, I trust you… sorta so I feel like I’m safe.”



I shut the door and moved behind my truck to get to my side.



“The only reason you’re safe is ’cause I know you just fucked your ex. Otherwise, I’d be taking you back to my place to do a lot of nasty shit to you.”



My dick jumped a little at the thought, and she just blushed while sitting there looking pretty.



“So, what happened, how he play you?” I asked after I started driving.



I smiled at the fact that once again she had my truck smelling sweet and shit. I liked that about her. And she also looked cute as hell dressed in a pair of jeans that stooped at her calf like someone ripped the bottoms off and a pink t-shirt that had
 Perfection
 printed on it. Today, her hair was up in a curly mass on top of her head with a few pieces dancing around her face.



“Why do you always want to talk about my ex?”



I smiled because that shit was weird as fuck. “I don’t, but seeing as how he got your mood all fucked up, I need to know what he did so that I can reverse the affects. Plus, I need you to get that shit off your chest so that you can focus on spending time with me.”



“You’re so full of shit and weak ass game,” she said and smiled.



“That ain’t game, shorty. It’s truth, I want it to just be you and me on this date, and until you make peace with whatever the fuck just went down, that nigga is a third wheel, so tell me what’s up?”



She looked at me smiling again while she debated but eventually told me what went down.



“He showed up delivering that
 I want to fix things
 speech. We had sex, and then he warned me to stay away from you after asking if I had sex with you. After that, he—”



“Hold the fuck up. How he know about me? And that nigga really asked you that?”



“Yes, and I don’t know how he knows, maybe some one saw us leave that night at the club and told him.”



“You should have told him yes.”



“Yes to what?”



“That we had sex. You said he didn’t deserve you, so if you had told him yes, I bet he would have left your ass alone quickly. Not many people want to cross me, and if he knew we were fucking, it would be crucial to his health to not try and be with you unless I gave my approval.”



“Are you serious?”



“Hell yeah, I’m serious.”



“Who’s your ex, anyway?”



“I’m sure you don’t know him.”



“I know everybody. Is he from around here?”



“Yes.”



“Who is he?”



“His name is Josiah.”



“Hold the fuck up. Josiah that my bother embarrassed the fuck outta a few weeks ago. That’s your ex” That’s the nigga you all I love with that don’t deserve you?”



She frowned at me, and I laughed. “The fuck you looking crazy for? That nigga is a pussy and a fake ass wanna be dope boy and rapper. Now I wish I would have had sex with you that night so you could have said yes. He doesn’t want you fucking with me because he knows there ain’t no way in hell that you can take this dick and he’ll still have a chance.”



“You’re so obnoxious.”



“Nah, shorty, I’m real. That nigga you were fucking with ain’t.”



She got quiet as fuck and just sat there looking at me.



“You should take me home. I’m not hungry anymore.”



“Man, no, yes you are. You’re just not feeling me right now because I called you on your shit. Fuck him. You’re right, he didn’t deserve you.”



“You don’t either, so who are you to judge?”



“You’re right, I don’t, but the difference is that I know I don’t, and I’m not blowing smoke up your ass and lying to you. That nigga is fucking some bitch that I wouldn’t even let suck my dick. He thinks he’s doing something. You don’t need him. Just chill with me for a little while. Right now, you need to unwind and have some fun. I’m gonna be that for you, aight?”



She stared at me for a moment and then smiled. “Fine, I’ll let you be my fun guide.”



“Aight, bet. I got you, but I have one rule.”



“What’s that?”



“Don’t take that nigga’s calls, texts, or let him see you.”



“I won’t.”



“I mean it. That’s my only rule. You break that, then you’re on your own.”



“Do I get to give you one rule, even though you just gave me three?” She smirked, and I chuckled.



“It was three in one. It all is basically shut off all communication with that nigga so I count that as one. So, you get to give me one, and I only agree if I want to.”



“That’s not fair.”



“Take it or leave it.”



She bit down on her lip, and it had my dick hard because it was sexy as fuck.



“Okay, I’ll take it.”



“Aight, what is it?”



“You have to have sex with me.”



“Not today, hell no. I’m not with that going behind another muthafucker type shit.”



“No, not today, but soon. You keep telling me no, but I think I need it, so when I’m ready, you have to agree.”



I really wanted to fuck her bad, but something was telling me that it was a bad idea. If she could fall for a weak ass like Josiah, then fucking me would really have her mind all messed up. Then, there was the fact that I had a feeling she was going to do something to me also.



Hell, I was taking her ass to get food to cheer her up since her nigga who she just fucked had played her out. This was some shit I would never do, but here I was.



“Well?”



“l really don’t think that’s a good idea.”



“Then, no deal.”



“You really think you’re ready for that?”



“Nope, but I’m doing it anyway.” She grinned, and I inhaled then did something I knew I was going to regret.



“Aight, deal.”



“Shake on it.”



Her young ass was dead serious, so she held her hand out.



I accepted it.



She smiled big as hell, and I knew I had just put myself in a bad situation that I was going to pay for later.










Torren



I looked down at my phone and inhaled before releasing it slow and then answered.



“Hello, Torren, I got you message. What can I do for you?”



“Hey, Dr. Logan, thanks for calling me back so quick.”



“It’s not a problem. What’s going on?”



“I just feel like I’m losing it. Tia is pregnant, and it has me feeling like I’m suffocating. Maybe it’s just me, but are you sure I’m good?”



“Yes, Torren. You’re fine. I can say with certainty that you don’t have any issues other than you’re overwhelmed. Stop worrying. You’ve taken on a lot, and at an early age. You’re taking care of your sister, your grandmother just died, you’re worried about your mother, and now you are concerned about your cousin. Adding a baby to that can be a bit much, but try not to let it consume you. Maybe you should come see me.”



“No, if you say I’m good, then I think I’ll be okay.”



“You are, but having a family member with mental illness makes you sensitive to it. You pick up on signs that are normal behaviors and view them differently because you connect them to your mother’s situation. You’re not your mother, Torren. I treated her for many years, so I can guarantee you that. Just relax and take things as they come. If you need to come see me, then do that, but I think with a little more focus on your life you will be okay.”



“It just seems like I get lost sometimes.”



“Oh, sweetheart, I know that it can be a lot, but trust me, you’re perfectly fine. Just stressed. You push yourself to that point, and when you feel the pressure, you escape into your mind. You are not your mother.”



“I know. Thanks, Dr. Logan. I appreciate you, I really do.”



“Any time, Torren. I’m here if you need me for anything at all.”



“I think I’m good now. You’re right, I’m just stressed.”



“Okay, sweetheart. Take care, and remember, I’m here if you need me.”



I ended the call and leaned back in my car enough to work my phone into my pocket. When I was done, I checked the time and waited because Tia should have been on her way out. I showed up at her job to offer her a ride home and hopefully make up for the way I acted a few days ago when she threw this baby thing on me.



It caught me off guard, and I had to admit that I reacted all wrong, but I planned to fix it. She hadn’t called or tried to text me since then, and that had me nervous. Most of the time when we are separated, she was the first to break, but not this time.



When I saw her walk out the building smiling wearing those ugly ass green scrubs, I remembered how much I missed my baby. She had her hair pulled back in a ponytail with those damn glasses on looking all nerdy and shit.



I loved that about her, though. I stepped out of my car and headed her way, but the second she saw me, her damn smile dropped. After pulling the strap to her purse over her shoulder, she folded her arms and glared at me.



“Damn, it’s like that? You look like you’re ready to fuck me up, Tee,” I joked, and she didn’t break even a little, so I reached to hug her.



She unfolded her arms and held her hand up, pressing it into my chest to stop me.”



“I can’t even hug you? So you real mad, I see.”



“I’m not mad, I’m over it.”



“Over it?” I looked at her with raised brows and she cocked her head to the side. “Yes, over it. We’re not good for each other, and I’m not bringing a baby into this dysfunctional ass shit we have—”



“Yo, you’re not killing my damn baby, so cancel that thought right fucking now.”



“I didn’t say that. And it’s not your baby, it’s mine, I’m carrying it. What I was trying to say is that we don’t need to be together to raise it. We can’t get it right, and I don’t want that for our child. We should just figure out how to be friends, and we can work on raising this baby together when it gets here.”



“Nah, fuck that. We’re past that friend shit, and I don’t want to do that coparent shit. I want to be with you and raise our kid together. It’s only right.”



“It’s only right? Oh, so now you care what’s right? When I told you that you were going to be a father, you should have thought about what was right, but you walked out like fuck me and this baby, so you don’t get a say.”



I laughed sarcastically and then looked at her like she had lost her damn mind.



“Unless that baby that you’re carrying doesn’t belong to me, then I have a fucking say.”



“Torren, I’m not doing this with you.” She turned to walk away, and I grabbed her damn arm tight.”



“That baby is mine, right?”



“Yes, it’s yours asshole, now let me go. I’m not the one out here fucking random people, that’s you.”



For a split second, I considered the fact that the baby might not be mine. I did fuck around on her a lot. Who’s to say that she wasn’t doing her own thing too? But nah, not my Tia. She wouldn’t do that.



“I’m just asking to be sure.”



I relaxed a little. My pulse started racing at the idea of that kid not being mine because that meant that she had been with someone else, and that would have fucked me up. I knew I wasn’t shit, but to think that she would cheat on me had my chest tight.



“Can we just go home and talk this shit out? I know me walking out was fucked up, and I apologize for that, but you caught me off guard. I just needed a minute.”



“That’s an excuse, and it’s not your home. Even though you pay the bills, you’re never there.” She softened a little, so I knew I had her.



“I know, and I’ll do better. It’s just that I don’t want to leave Teagan alone all the time.”



That was partially true, but I really just wanted my freedom. I knew I had to get a grip on that shit.



“Come on, lets go home. I miss you. And I want to talk about that baby.”



With her eyes on me for what felt like forever, she eventually broke down and agreed.



“Talk, we can go talk, and that’s it. I’m not about to go through a repeat cycle with you over the same bullshit, Torren.”



“I know, I’m not expecting you to. I’m going to work on it. I give you my word on that.”



I delivered a genuine smile before I moved close enough to peck her lips. That wasn’t my intention, however, I missed the fuck outta her, so that peck ended with my tongue in her mouth, and she allowed it to happen.



“Don’t think this means anything because it doesn’t. We’re only going to talk.”



Tia gave me a firm look before we both headed to my car. I watched her plump, round ass while she moved, and I and smirked as I rubbed my chin. Yeah, we’ll talk alright, but not until I get some pussy.



 



***



A few hours later



“Things have to change, Torren. I can’t keep doing this, emotional shit. This baby is only going to make it worse, and I don’t want to be stressed.”



“Baby, I got you. I promise I got you.” I planted a few kisses on her bare stomach before I lifted enough to move up her body and kiss her lips.



“Torren, I’m serious. If you’re not going to do right, then we can just figure out how to be this baby’s parents.”



I was now off the bed and standing at the foot of it. My eyes roamed her naked body, and mine began to react. That was the thing, Tia was so fucking perfect to me. No matter how many other females I laid with, she would always be my heart, and the only one who could totally satisfy me.



Tia’s pussy was amazing, her head was that much better, and she loved me with her whole heart. There wasn’t anything that she wouldn’t do for me, and I knew it. I just didn’t know how to be with one person. I needed to get that shit under control because I wasn’t about to lose her. Now that she was carrying my child, I really had to do right.



“I know, and baby, I mean it. I got you, both of you. We’re gonna be a family, and I’m going to get this shit together. Now bring your fine ass on so that we can take a shower, and you can cook for me. I’m hungry as hell after that session we just had.”



Tilting her head to the side, she peered at me like I was crazy, and I chuckled. “Aight, so I guess that’s a no on you cooking, but it’s cool. I’ll make us some sandwiches and shit, now come on.”



I extended my hand to her, and she climbed off the bed and accepted. As soon as she was on her feet, I closed her in my arms, kissing her neck, her shoulder, and then all over her face before I just stood there holding her tight against my body.



“I’m gonna do better for you and this baby, Tia. I promise”



“Don’t promise, just try,” she said softly against my chest.



After we both showered and dressed, I hooked us up with some bomb ass subs. I couldn’t cook for shit, but I could make a sandwich that would have your mouth watering. We both settled on the sofa to chill for the rest of the night.



I needed to be hustling the product I had, but right now, this was more important. I planned to get up early in the morning to hit the streets and make up for not being out tonight. That wasn’t usually my shit, but it was going to have to be today.



Being a corner boy was overrated, so I tried to keep my sales exclusive to clubs and parties and shit. I had a bunch of regulars who would seek me out, but I still had to hustle my shit to get that money.



Now that I had a baby on the way, I needed to work harder to make that happen. Just one more responsibility that I wasn’t ready for, but it was my kid, and I was gonna do that shit, no matter what.



“You staying tonight?” Tia moved her hand across my arm before she leaned forward to place her sandwich on the table and then proceeded to snuggle up to my side.



“Yeah, I need to call Teagan and make sure she’s good, though. You ain’t eat shit. Aren’t you supposed to double up or something now that you’re pregnant?” My eyes were on the half eaten sandwich that was sitting across from us.



“No, not double. Just healthy and enough. I’m not really hungry, though. My stomach is a little queasy.”



“You sure you don’t need to eat that? I can go get you something else if you want.” I was already done with my food, and I didn’t mind running out to grab her something. Taking care of my family was a priority now, and that meant feeding my shorty.



“No, I’m fine, and there’s no need to waste the money. I won’t eat it.”



Looking down at her, she also had her eyes on me while I tried to decide if I was good with her answer or not. I eventually gave in and slipped my hand in my pocket to get my phone so that I could call my sister.



“Aight, but if you get hungry, let me know and I’ll go get you something.”



She looked up at me and rolled her eyes, which made me frown at her. “What’s all that?”



“Nothing.”



“The fuck you rolling your eyes for, Tia? I’m trying to be helpful.”



“You sure it’s about that or you trying to go see somebody?”



I felt my jaw get tight, but I couldn’t really be mad. My behavior in the past had her thinking that way. There were many times when I would dip out to go run up on a shorty I was fucking with. She knew it, but she also knew it wasn’t worth the argument.



“Can you give at least a whole day before you start accusing me of doing some fucked up shit? I know it’s my issues that got you thinking that way, but I’m here, and I’m telling you that I’m gonna do right. Relax all that, damn.”



I shot her a menacing look before I dialed Teagan. Tia tried to shut down and pull away from me, but I yanked her back.



“Nah, don’t do that. Get out your feelings and get back over here.” I frowned at her just as Teagan answered.



“You must be with Tia. Tell her I said what’s up?”



I smiled at my sister’s statement while I waited for Tia to adjust against my body again.



“Yeah, I am, and I’m staying here tonight. You gon’ be alright there by yourself?”



“I’ll be fine. I’m not a baby, Torren. I can stay by myself.” I could see my sister’s face in my head with those damn lips poked out.



“I know you’re not a baby, but you’re my baby, and I worry about you, so fix your damn face. There’s money in my room in my dresser. Only get it if you need it, and only use what you need.”



“I ate already, so I’m good. I’ll just chill tonight. I might go by and check on Reason. She’s working tonight.”



“Word, that’s good. At least she got out the house. How was she today?”



“Same, I’m worried about her, but at least she’s trying a little. It’s a step.”



“She’ll be aight. If you go by there, tell her I’ll check her out tomorrow.”



“I will.”



“Aight, lock up when you get in, and I love you.”



“Love you too, pest.”



“Were you talking about Reason?” Tia was over her little attitude now.



“Yeah, she really took it hard. We all did, but it was different for her. She lived there with her, and my grandma damn near raised her. She was all Reason had.”



“That’s not true. She has you and Teagan.”



“True. I just want her to be okay.”



Tia looked up at me and bit down on her lip. I knew what she was thinking, but I wasn’t about to have that conversation.



“She’s just sad right now, but she’ll be okay. Just keep an eye on her and love her through it.”



“You gonna love me through it?” I grinned and kissed her on the forehead.



“We’ll see, but for now, you just make sure you keep your word.”



“Man, chill with them threats.” I mushed the side of her face and then grabbed her up quick so that she couldn’t retaliate.



I wasn’t sure if I could be one hundred percent on the right path, but I was damn sure gonna try.










Bronx



“Aye, let me get one of these.” I pointed to the display that held the newest iPhones as I examined the girl behind the counter.



She wasn’t all that cute, but her body was tight as fuck.



When she smiled at me, that canceled everything. I felt my face ball up a little because she was missing a tooth right up front where you couldn’t miss that shit.



Walking around the counter, she made her way over to me, staring lustfully. I tired not to say anything, but I was curious as hell about her situation.



“Who beat your ass?”



Frowning a bit with embarrassment, she then peered at me before she responded. “Nobody.”



“Somebody knocked your damn tooth out, shorty.”



“No, they didn’t. Tripped on a rug at my place and hit my coffee table.” She rolled her damn eyes, and I grinned.



“Your ass ain’t trip and hit no coffee table. You know they have hotlines for that shit. Call if you need some help. You shouldn’t let nobody put their hands on you like that.”



“Nigga, I tripped. What phone do you want?” She sucked her teeth, and I shrugged.



“The fuck you yelling at me for? I’m just trying to help. All that ain’t necessary. I’m guessing that’s part of your problem right there. Your attitude is all fucked up.”



I was serious as hell, and she looked like she wanted to put her hands on me, when all I was trying to do was be nice and shit.



“You wanna help me, then pick what phone you need.”



Her dumb ass rolled her eyes and sucked her teeth. She damn near whistled when she did it because of the missing one. That damn sure wasn’t helping her case. Not wanting to snap on her again, I looked at the phones trying to decide what to get.



I thought about Reason and remembered her shit was pink, so I pointed to the one that matched hers on the display.



“Let me get one of those.”



“Fine. I have to check stock on it.” Now his hoe really had a fucking attitude.



“Yo, why you got your face all balled up like you mad and shit? I was just trying to be helpful. Looks like somebody knocked your damn tooth out, but if you say you fell, then you fell.”



She kept going to the counter and didn’t say shit to me. Instead, she began pecking away on her computer. When she finally had eyes on me again, she still looked like she wanted to slap me or some shit like that. I was pretty sure she knew better, though.



“Are you upgrading?”



“Do, I look like the type of nigga who would buy a pink fucking phone? No I ain’t upgrading, just ring that shit up.”



“So, you’re buying it full out cash, right? We don’t have payment plans unless you’re upgrading.”



This bitch was trying to be funny. I knew she wasn’t stupid enough to think I couldn’t afford an eight hundred dollar phone. My shirt alone was more than that.



“Just go get the damn phone and ring that shit up. How the hell you work here asking your customers dumb ass questions like that. Your job is to sell shit, not to clock my pockets.”



I stood there mugging her dumb ass while she returned the favor, but she eventually got her shit together and turned to walk away. By the time she returned about fifteen minutes later, I was annoyed as fuck, but she seemed to be in a better mood when she placed the phone down on the glass counter.



She didn’t say shit during the process of ringing me up, but the second I handed over the money to pay, she looked down at my hand. After examining the tattoo of my name, she smiled big as hell, exposing that damn missing tooth again. That shit wasn’t sexy by any means.



“You’re Bronx? Oh my God. I have all your music. I’m coming to your show tomorrow night. Do you think I can get a picture with you? My sister will not believe this.”



“Nah, I don’t do pictures,” was all I said as I placed the money on the counter since she was too busy running her mouth to take it from my hand.



“Oh. Well, would you sign an autograph for me?” She looked disappointed as fuck, but that wasn’t my issue. I didn’t do the celebrity shit. In fact, I hated it. I didn’t want muthafuckers all in my face like that.



“Yeah, I can do that, but can you finish this shit up. I have somewhere to be.”



My tone was annoyed, which she picked up on, but she pushed a piece of paper and a pen across the counter. I scribbled my name on it and then dropped the pen just in time for her to hand over my change.



When she was done, she bagged up the phone that I had just purchased and then lifted the paper.



“That’s it?” Frowning hard, she looked at my name, which was all I put on the paper.



“The fuck else you want me to put?”



“At least my name.”



“See, that’s why I don’t do this this.” I groaned and lifted the pen. “What’s your name?”



“Shikenia”



I felt my damn face get tight as my brows dipped in.



Ready to get the fuck outta there, I scribbled down how the fuck I thought that shit was spelled. I damn sure wasn’t about to ask, and she wasn’t smart enough to offer. If it was wrong, I didn’t care. She’d get over it.”



“Again, she looked at it with her face all twisted up. I knew I had fucked it all up, but I didn’t care. I just lifted the bag that held Reason’s phone off the counter and started to leave.



I guess she knew better than to say shit about me fucking up the spelling of her name because she left it alone, but just before I hit the door, she called out from behind me.



“Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow at the show.”



I shook my head at her clueless ass and walked out. I wasn’t tying to see her today, so I damn sure wasn’t looking for her at my show. Besides, I was gonna be high as hell and vibing. She damn sure wouldn’t be anywhere near my radar, better yet on it.



When I left the store, I hopped in my truck, tossed her phone in my passenger seat, and started the drive to her job. I was only about ten minutes away, but it was going to take me twenty with this fucked up traffic.



I had no idea why I was even doing this, but I did feel bad for playing a role in breaking her phone, so I got her a new one as a peace offering, and I wanted to see her.



Now, if she was on the fuck ass attitude of hers, then it would be the last time I tried, but I’d at least give her this one chance.



When I waked in the store it was empty. Reason was sitting on a stool behind the counter kinda staring off into space, but she looked my way when I entered and delivered the most hateful look.



I almost said fuck it and walked back out, but I decided to give her the benefit of doubt. Even if she wasn’t fucking with me, I was still going to give her the phone that I got for her, apologize, and then just keep it pushing.



For some reason, I kept telling myself that was all I wanted out of this exchange, but it was more than that. Brim called it when he said I was feeling her a little. Her mouth was slick as hell, but she was cute, and something about her had my attention. I couldn’t really figure out what it was because she wasn’t really my type, but here I was.



“I got you something, even though you’ve been sending fuck ass messages when all a nigga was trying to do was make sure you were good.”



I placed the bag on the counter, and she looked at it before her eyes landed on me like I had just called her out her name.



“I don’t want that, so you can take it with you when you leave. Do you need to order?”



Fuck you
 , was already on the tip of my tongue, but I held it in, which was a first for me. It was rare that I ever bit my tongue for anyone, especially not a female, but I was giving her a pass. Her grandmother had just died, and our first few interactions weren’t the best.



“I’m not here to get food. I’m here to see you. You broke your phone that night at the club, so I thought it was only right to replace it for you.”



Peering at me, her eyes moved from the top of the hat I wore down to the special editions on my feet before she actually looked at my face.



“
 YOU
 broke my phone, I didn’t break it. Had you not snatched my arm, then I would have never dropped it. But, either way, I don’t want that. I’m sure it comes with a lot of expectations, and mine works perfectly fine. The screen is just a little cracked, thanks to you. I’ll get another one when I can afford it.”



Was she for real? A nigga like me didn’t apologize for anything, even when I knew I was dead ass wrong, but here I was trying to make shit right, and her response was basically fuck you.



“Why the fuck are you so damn evil? I’m trying to do something nice, but your ass acts like you’re too got damn good to accept my apology.”



“You really seem confused about what an apology is. Every time you attempt to give one it comes off more as you blaming me for some shit that you made happen. As for that phone, keep it. You might be used to buying smiles from those needy ass bitches you’re used to dealing with, but I don’t need that, nor do I function that way. You can take that phone and shove it up your arrogant ass. And for the record, I’m not evil, I’m just not interested in anything that you’re offering. That may be foreign to you being that you’re used to females all on your dick, but I’m not.”



“Yo, fuck this and you. I tried to do something nice, but if you can’t accept that, then scratch your damn fingertips on that fucked up ass phone of yours, shorty. I don’t have any fucks to give about that.”



I reached for the phone, and she shrugged, but when I had my hand on it, we both heard sirens blaring outside. I looked to make sure it wasn’t the cops because I had about an ounce of weed in my truck, and when I noticed it was an ambulance that whizzed by, I focused on her again, and she had tears in her damn eyes.



I knew she had to be thinking about her grandmother, so I just stood there watching her break down emotionally, even though she hadn’t said one word, nor had she moved one muscle on her body. It was the sadness in her eyes that made me aware of her feelings.



“Aye, shorty, you good?” Potentially it was a dumb ass question because I knew the answer.



She was hurting so hell no, she wasn’t good, but I honestly didn’t know what else to say. I had that same feeling run though me like the night we pulled up at her place.



My voice snapped her out of her mental state because her hand quickly went to her eyes, which she wiped one by one before delivering a menacing look my way.



“No, I’m not, and to be honest, you’re a lot of the reason why I’m not. Every time I see you, I remember that night, so please just leave. Stop asking about me, don’t bring me shit, and I’ll be just fine. Seeing you reminds me of losing my grandma and that I wasn’t there when it happened, and I don’t want to be reminded of any of that.”



She kept her eyes on me for a moment longer before she turned on her heels and walked toward the back of the restaurant leaving me there feeling like shit. What happened wasn’t my fault. I didn’t have a damn thing to do with it, but knowing that she connected me to it really fucked with my head.



I had to figure out a way to fix that, but I wasn’t sure how, so I left the phone on the counter and went about my business. At least for now.



 



***



“Stop being selfish and let me hit that shit, damn.”



I lifted my hand up to stop Yarri from taking the blunt that I held to my lips away from me. If my dick wasn’t in her then, I would have pushed he ass off me.



“Stop worrying about this shit and worry about me getting my nut. Fuck wrong with you? You ain’t here to smoke, you’re here to fuck.”



Smacking her lips, she pressed her hands against my chest and started bouncing on my dick again. I inhaled from the blunt I was holding and watched her nice, round breasts bouncing as she aggressively moved on my lap, trying her best to make me cum.



Yarri’s pussy was nice, so normally she didn’t have to work so hard, but that shit with Reason had my mind in a weird place. I didn’t even know her, but the idea that seeing me brought up such bad memories for her had me at a loss.



I pissed a lot of females off daily, and it was nothing for them to act like they hated a me, but it felt like Reason really did. I was sure that it was more hurt than anger, but either way, I wasn’t okay with it.



That shit came from a deep place, and not just because I wouldn’t fuck her or wife her ass like most shorties I dealt with. I knew I had my ways, but I never had a female just generally feel hate for me. Knowing I couldn’t do shit about it in the present, I tired to focus on my current situation.



Looking at Yarri, I bit down on my lip and watched her move. She was sexy as fuck. Her body was on point, toned in all the right places, and that shit was natural because I swear her ass never even stepped foot in the gym. She was cornbread fed, with a fat ass, thin waist, and big ass breasts. Her stomach wasn’t washboard, but it was still toned, however none of that mattered to me. Her pussy was wet and tight, which was my main focus.



“Come get this,” I said lowly before I inhaled deeply again.



Yarri leaned forward and opened her mouth, waiting while I blew the smoke I was holding her way and delivered a shot gun.



Smiling seductively, she then began fucking me like she was on a mission. I leaned back, enjoying the view until I filled the condom that I was wearing.



Exhausted, breathing hard, and with sweat dripping from her body, Yarri tried to lean into my chest, but I held my hands up and shook my head to tell her no.



“Really, nigga?” Sucking her damn teeth, she climbed off my lap, snatching my blunt from me before she stomped off toward my bathroom.



I chuckled at her having an attitude, but she already knew what was up. She returned a few minutes later with tissue in one hand, which she used to remove my condom, and a washcloth in the other which she handed to me to clean up with.



After which, I adjusted my clothes, lifted another blunt from the table in front of me, and lit up while I watched her walk into the kitchen and dispose of the condom.



When she returned, she sat down on my sofa next to me butt ass naked and finished off the blunt that she took from me.



“Why are you so stressed tonight?”



“Who said I was stressed?” I peered at her, and she cocked her head to the side and rolled her eyes.



“That lazy ass fuck you just gave me says you’re stressed. That’s not like you.”



Grinning, I took a pull from the blunt that I was holding and then let my head fall back. “Maybe I just wanted you to work for it.”



“Nigga please, your freaky ass ain’t never just watched, and that’s exactly what you did tonight. You better be glad your dick speaks for itself.”



“Or what? Your ass would have just did exactly what you did and pulled that nut out of me by working overtime to do it if necessary.”



“I swear, I can’t stand your arrogant ass.” She cut her eyes at me and pulled from the blunt that she was holding.



“Why you always come when I call then?”



“I don’t. You’re not that damn important, Bronx.”



“What the fuck ever. Keep thinking that shit if you want to. It’s late though, and I’m about to crash.”



I stood up and waited, but she just sat there like she didn’t already know what that meant.



“Why the fuck you still sitting there?”



“Because I’m chilling, damn. Can I finish this?” She held up the blunt and narrowed her eyes at me.



“Yeah, you can, just not here.”



“You really ain’t shit. I don’t know why I even deal with you.”



She was mad as hell, but I didn’t care as long as she put her damn clothes on and got the fuck out of my apartment.



“You don’t know why?” I asked with a grin as I gripped my dick.



She sucked her teeth and started snatching her clothes up with the blunt dangling from her lips. That made me think about Reason because I couldn’t imagine she would ever do anything like that.



After Yarri had her leggings on, she placed the blunt into the ashtray on my coffee table, pulled her shirt over her head, and then slipped her feet into her jays.



“Can I get twenty dollars for a cab?” She held her hand out, and I looked at her like she was crazy,



“Didn’t your ass take the train here?”



“Yes, nigga, I did, but it’s late, and I don’t feel like dealing with those crazy ass people.”



I thought about it for a minute and almost told her no, but I wasn’t that much of an asshole, so I slipped my hand into my pocket and gave her a twenty. I could tell she wanted more, but she damn sure wasn’t getting it.



My mama was the only woman I spent money on, and that wasn’t changing anytime soon. That was another thing that had me tripping; I spent damn near a grand on Reason, and that was some shit that I didn’t do.



After Yarri left with her damn attitude intact, I took a quick shower and fired up another blunt. I still couldn’t shake the feeing that I had because of my interaction with Reason, and I needed to talk to somebody. I wasn’t in the mood to have Brim fucking with me, so I dialed the only person I could trust with my personal shit who I knew wouldn’t judge me.



“Hold on, baby, this is my son. Give me a minute.”



“Sure, take your time. I’ll open this, hurry up,” a male voice said, causing me to sit up quick.



“Ma, who the hell is that? It’s after midnight?”



“Boy, I know what time it is, and I’m grown. Don’t worry about who I’m with or what I’m doing.”



My mother snapped at me in a tone that dared me to challenge her. I didn’t give a fuck though, grown or not, no nigga I didn’t know needed to be at her damn place this late. I already knew what that was about.



“Ma, real shit, you’re about to make me call Brim and drive out to Staten Island.”



She laughed like I had just said something funny, but I was dead ass.



“Bronx, what do you want? I’m busy, and if you drive your ass out here to my house right now, you and your brother both will get your feelings hurt.



I clenched my jaw for a minute, knowing she meant just that. My OG was gangsta as fuck, and she would cuss me and Brim out if we showed up at her house trying to regulate shit, so I relaxed a little, even though I didn’t like her having some random ass nigga at her house. Unfortunately, there wasn’t anything that I could really do about it.



“You gonna tell me what’s on your mind, or you just gonna sit there being mad?”



“Am I an asshole?”



“Bronx, if you asking me that shit, then you already know the answer. What did you do?”



I smirked at how blunt she was. If I had feelings, she would have crushed them bitches, but my OG was real as shit and didn’t candy coat anything. She was the main reason why I was how I was. Me and Brim both took on her personality, but me more than anyone.



“I didn’t do shit. Why you assuming? This chick I met ain’t really fucking with me, though. It’s bugging the hell outta me ’cause I didn’t do shit to her.”



“If you didn’t do anything to her, then why isn’t she fucking with you, Bronx? That doesn’t make sense.”



I dragged my hand down my face, thinking about the night Reason’s grandmother died.



“Something bad happened when I was with her, and now that’s all she can think about when she sees me—”



“Boy, what did you do to that girl? And do I need to be worried? You and your brother are going to put me in an early grave.”



“Ma, nothing happened. Chill, damn. I told you I ain’t do shit to her, but she was with me when something bad happened. It’s a long story, but now that’s all she sees or thinks about when I’m around her, and I want to fix that.”



“Okay, so fix it.”



“How? How do I get her to like me and not think about that other shit?”



“Stop being an asshole for starters. I know you.” The smile in her voice made me smile.



“If I’m an asshole then that shit is your fault. I’m the product of you.”



“No hell, don’t blame that on me. Just give her new memories that erase the old ones, but honey, you can’t change how her mind works. Some things just are what they are, and if you remind her of something that she wants to forget, then you can’t really do anything about that.”



“Yeah, you right.”



That wasn’t really the answer I was looking for, but I knew it was real shit. I was just hoping to hear something different than what I already knew to be true.



My OG always fixed shit for me, and I needed her to fix this. I wasn’t sure why because I didn’t even know Reason enough where I should care, but it was bugging the fuck outta me that she wouldn’t give me a chance all because of some shit that I couldn’t control.



“Baby, listen, it’s late, and you took the time to call, so apparently this girl, whoever she is, means something to you—”



“Nah, not really, I barely know her.” I chuckled at her calling me on my shit.



“Bronx, get your lying ass off my phone, but just do what I said. Give her new memories, and if that doesn’t work, then just walk away. You don’t want to be that person who brings dark skies in her life. Trust me, your father was that for me, and it’s not a good feeling. Now I have to go tend to my guest, so I’ll talk to you soon.”



She hung up on me before I could respond about her little fuck ass guest, and for a minute, I debated just saying fuck it and driving out there.



If nothing else, I could beat the nigga’s ass and fuck up her night. But I loved my mom, and even if I didn’t like it, she deserved to be happy.



She was right about that. My pops really took her through it, and I wasn’t trying to fuck with her like that.



Right now, I was about to take my ass to sleep, and then I was paying Reason a visit tomorrow to try and get her to at least chill with me for a minute. If she didn’t give in, then I was over it, or at least I would pretend that I was.










Reason



“Dee, I’m fine, and we’re fine. I just have a lot going on right now.”



He looked me over with a displeased expression on his face. I could see him thinking hard but wanting to be careful about his response.



“I barely talk to you. Every time I ask to come by, you curb me. You send me dry ass text and don’t answer when I call. Had I not just shown up, then I probably wouldn’t have seen you anytime soon, and I know it. Reason, I care. That shit was hard for you, I get it, and all I wanted was to be there for you, but you shut me out.”



“You were there for me, and you don’t have to tell me you care. I’m aware of that. You were there at the funeral, and I appreciate it.”



Grinding his teeth a bit to try and hide his irritation, Dee then pinched the bridge of his nose and looked at me with an aggravated expression. His handsome face was tight from the irritation that he was feeling.



I understood because he was right. I had been pushing him away, and I didn’t even want him there now. Either way, it wasn’t like we were serious or anything. Just consistent.



Honestly, I wasn’t in the mood to deal with anyone these days.



“You’re my girl. When shit gets hard for you, you should be able to confide in me and lean on me, but you won’t let me be that for you. That’s fucked up too, and it makes me question if you really are mine. Is that it? Is there someone else that’s been to you what you won’t let me be?”



“Dee, no. I barely even see Teagan and Torren. I work, eat, and sleep. That’s all I have the energy for right now, and if you can’t understand that, then I don’t know what to tell you.”



His face softened a little as he kept his eyes on me and moved closer. Once he had his hands on me, he delivered soft pecks to my neck and began talking.



“Baby, listen, I know how much you loved her, but she would not want you rotting away in this sad ass apartment like this. She cared about you, and—”



“You know what? You don’t understand, and that’s okay, but I’m fine. Just give me space, and I’ll call you.”



This inconsiderate asshole was telling me he understood while grinding his dick against me. The fuck is that shit?



“You’re not fine, Reason, not even fucking close. Just come out with me. Let me take you to get something to eat. You need to get out of here for a little while. I’m not even trying to make it about us, I just want to be there for you.”



“I don’t feel like going out. I’m tired, and all I really want to do is climb in my bed. I’ll call you, though.”



He looked at me for a bit longer and then laughed sarcastically. “Yeah, you do that.”



Moving closer to me, he planted a kiss on my lips and then headed to the door to leave.



I felt bad for pushing him away, but I just couldn’t cater to his feelings right now. I had to figure out what the hell to do with my own.



After he left, I locked the door and then removed the towel that was wrapped around my head. My hair fell around my face and shoulders, still damp since he caught me just as I had finished my shower.



Running may fingers through my hair, I then tried to dry them a little more with a new towel and then sat on the edge of my bed just staring at my bedroom door. Maybe it didn’t make sense for me to miss her so much, but I did, and I knew there wasn’t anything that I could do about that except just miss her.



Shaking the thought, I then stood and made my way to my bathroom. After pulling a comb through my wild hair, I positioned it into a ponytail before heading back to my room to climb in bed. However, just as soon as I had the covers up over my shoulder, someone was knocking at my door.



Closing my eyes tight, I said a quick prayer that whoever was there would go away, but unfortunately, that didn’t happen.



A heavy pounding that was even harder this time caused me to jump a little, so I threw my covers off my body and stomped to the door, yanking it open when I got to it.



As soon as my eyes met with Bronx’s, I felt my entire body tense up. He didn’t even try to hide the fact that he was checking me out, which pissed me off even more. I forcefully pushed the door to slam it, but he stepped in the way and it hit his hand, which he was now holding up.



“Damn, can I come in?”



“Why are you here? And how do you even know where I live?”



“Your people told me where to find you. She acted like it was some top secret shit, but Brim talked her into it.”



He looked around with that hard ass annoyed look he always had on his face as he entered my apartment.



“I didn’t say that you could come in.”



“I know, but I did. What are you doing tonight?”



“Absolutely nothing, so please leave. I don’t know you like that for you to be all up in my place.”



“That’s ’cause your little angry ass don’t want to know me. Not like I haven’t been trying.”



Laughing sarcastically, I then placed my hands on my hips and peered at him. Why did he have to be so sexy to me?
 Shit, get a grip, Reason.



He smirked as his eyes followed where I placed my hands on my hips, and I didn’t even care about the fact that I was only in yoga shorts and a sports bra.



We both stood there silently lusting over one another, and it was erotic as hell, but I couldn’t give in to it. Bronx was a headache that I did not need in my life.



“I don’t want to know you, and I told you why. I can’t be around you, so would you please leave?”



“Nah, I can’t do that. What happened was kinda fucked up, but that shit wasn’t my fault. I’m just trying to change how you feel when you see me.”



“I don’t feel anything when I see you, so you don’t need to change anything.”



“Nah, but see, you do. You already told me that yesterday, so I need to correct that. Get dressed, I want you to roll with me tonight.”



“Are you really that arrogant that you can’t understand when people tell you no?”



“I’m not arrogant. I don’t know why people associate confidence with being arrogant. People just don’t tell me no, especially not females.” That sexy smile of his made my stomach tighten.



“Oh my God, I can’t with you.” I rolled my eyes and left him standing there while I walked back to my room, slammed the door, and locked it.



He could stay there all night if he wanted. I was going to bed. Hopefully, he caught the hint and just left.



By the time I was in the bed and had the covers up over my head, I heard Bronx on the other side of my door fumbling with my lock. Sure enough, another a minute later, I was looking at him again.



“You really think a nigga like me can’t pick a lock? That cheap ass shit you got on that door wasn’t nothing. Now, get dressed. You’re about to make me late.”



“I’m not getting dressed, I’m going to bed. You can either leave on your own, or I can call someone to assist with that.”



I was dead ass serious, but I knew his type, so threatening to call the cops on him was likely going to piss him off.



“You really threatening me like that?” His face got tight, and if looks could kill…



“Yes, I am. I asked you to leave.”



Bronx just stared at me for a minute like he wanted to choke the shit outta me before he looked around my room and found the metal folding chair that was next to my dresser and took a seat.



“Call whoever the fuck you want. I’m trying to do the right thing, and your little stubborn ass is just being difficult.”



I peered at him while he leaned back enough to remove a lighter from his pocket and then a blunt from behind his ear, which I hadn’t noticed was there. He lit and then I inhaled deeply before releasing a cloud of smoke.



For some reason, that was incredibly sexy to me, and I wanted to not like it, but I did. I hated everything about him but was addicted to everything about him at the same time. Even his obnoxious, aggressive, cocky ways.



“You can lay there staring at me all you want, but if you make me miss my show tonight, then you owe me five grand. Looking at this shit, I’m pretty sure you don’t have that, so if I were you, I’d get my ass up and put some fucking clothes on.”



“Five grand?”



“Yeah, five grand, and that ain’t shit. I usually get more if I do a whole show, but that’s just to make an appearance. I don’t even have to hit the stage if I don’t want to. People will pack any club in New York just for the chance to get to see me on stage.” He grinned like he was pleased with himself.



Sexy
 ,
 arrogant ass.



“Then, I suggest you get moving because you’re right, I don’t have five grand, and I’m not leaving with you.”



“Aight, cool, just be thinking about how you’re gonna get that shit while you’re laying your cute ass up in that bed trying to be all hard and shit.”



He called me cute
 . I blushed, even though I didn’t want to.



“Can you just forget what I said about how I feel when I see you? I didn’t mean it. I was just having a moment, but I’m not interested in being with anyone right now. I just need time to figure out my life. That’s the only reason why I don’t want to get to know you.”



“Nah, you meant that shit, and it had me all fucked up, but that’s partially on me. Just roll with me tonight, though, and if nothing else, you’ll think about tonight when you think about me. After that, I’ll stay the fuck outta your life and let you figure it out.” He offered a smug grin, but then that hateful ass stare was back.



He was serious, I could see it in his eyes.
 Those sexy eyes of his.
 They were red and hooded from the high that he was on. It had to have been from something prior to the blunt he just started because there was no way it had settled in that quick.



“If I go with you, do you promise to leave me alone after tonight?”



Grinning, he then pulled from the blunt again. I could see him relax a little since I was considering his offer.



“Yeah, I promise, if that’s what you really want.”



Part of me wanted to be strong and tell him no, but then another part of me was curious about the sexy ass man sitting him my room. Giving up and in at the same time, I tossed the covers back and climbed out of bed.



I walked over to him and stopped just between his legs before I snatched the blunt from him and placed it to my lips



“You smoke?” That sexy smile of his was back on his face.



“No, but being around you, I need to.”



He threw his hands up while I inhaled as deep as I could. As soon as the smoke filled my lungs, I began to cough.



Bronx, of course, found that funny and removed the blunt from my hands. “If you don’t give me my shit and get dressed. I knew you couldn’t handle that shit.”



Rolling my eyes, I walked over to my closet and removed a pair of jeans off a hanger and tossed them on my bed.



I pushed my yoga shorts down my legs and then stepped into my jeans. My body was tight, and I knew it, so I had no shame about him seeing it. Besides, after tonight, I had no plans to see him again, so it didn’t matter.



Bronx watched me the entire time, not giving away his thoughts on how he felt about me being around him damn near naked, but I expected that from him. Bronx didn’t give away much about his thoughts on things, which I was quickly learning about him.



My goal was to just survive this little outing and then move on with my life without him in it. Hopefully, he would stay true to his word and allow me to do that.



 



***



“What’s this place?”



I frowned as he pulled into a the parking lot of what looked like an abandoned building. There were cars everywhere and a few people outside the building, so I assumed there were more people inside, but it appeared to be sketchy as hell.



New York was notorious for having hole in the wall clubs and underground spots that popped up randomly and were shut down without notice. I assumed this was one of them that was potentially a make shift club of some kind since he mentioned getting paid money to show up.



“It’s a club. You ever heard of Frontier?”



I looked at the building and then back at him. “This is Frontier? People act like it’s bomb as fuck, but it damn sure doesn’t look like it.”



Bronx nodded with a sly grin and pulled his door open. “It is, you’ll see in a minute. You don’t go out much, do you?”



He got out so I followed. After he locked his truck, we headed to the building but through an alley on the side where a guy was waiting. He dapped Bronx and then looked at me before he focused on Bronx.



“You bringing sand to the beach? She’s sexy as fuck, but that ain’t your thing.”



I smiled at the compliment, but Bronx pulled me closer to him by my hand and delivered a warning look.



“Nigga, you don’t know me, and that’s a little disrespectful don’t you think? I’m standing right here, and you’re checking her out like I’m not.”



Bronx’s tone was calm, but the way he delivered that simple statement had me tense, like I did something wrong.



The guy straightened up and kept his focus on Bronx.



“My bad. I ain’t mean shit by it. You getting on stage?”



“Not sure, we’ll see how I feel when I get in there.”



“Aight bet, they’re waiting on you. It’s packed like a muthafucker, but you already know.” The guy pulled the door open, but not once did he look at me again.



We walked into a dark hallway, and I looked around nervously.



Bronx must have noticed the hesitation because he chuckled and tightened the grip he had on my hand.



“You’re good. Stop looking like you scared and shit. Ain’t nobody gonna fuck with you since you’re with me.”



With him
 . I liked the sound of that.



For some reason, I felt a little relieved, even though I still felt as if I could easily be taking my last breaths as I followed closely behind him.



We took an elevator down, and the second the doors opened, music was blasting, and I was surprised to see a full blown club.



People were everywhere dancing, some posted up with drinks, and the place was full of smoke and smelled like weed.



It was insane how looking at the outside of the building, you would never guess this existed.



“See, I told you you were good. This shit is dope, right?”



Bronx grinned as we made our way through the crowd. People, mostly women, spoke to him, and he offered head nods, not seeming bothered by their attention in the least.



“What you drinking?” he asked as soon as we made it to the bar.



“I’m not.”



“Come on, shorty, you can’t be here and not have a few drinks. They’ll put your ass out.”



“I agreed to come. I didn’t say anything about participating.”



He ignored me and flagged down the bartender. After some heavy flirting, she served him two shots and two beers.



“Drink this.” He slid a shot across the bar and then downed his.



“No, you can drink it.”



“I know I can, but I’m not going to. Just drink that shit. Damn, your ass is difficult.”



Inhaling deeply, I lifted the glass and turned it up. The liquor burned a little as I placed the empty glass back on the bar.



He smiled at me. “See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”



For the next few hours, Bronx and I sat at the bar with him feeding me shots while we enjoyed the performances. He talked shit about every rapper that tried to do their thing while I just vibed.



It took no time at all for the liquor to take control, and for the first time in weeks, I had no worries. It felt good to escape for a minute, and I hated to admit that I was actually enjoying spending time with Bronx.



Aside from all the attention he was getting and the hateful looks that came my way because he didn’t return any of it, the night was going well. Bronx sat on a stool next to me, leaning back with his elbows propped up on the bar. When he wasn’t like that, he standing next to me.



It was funny how he kept finding ways to be close to me, like leaning in close to my ear to say something under the pretense that it was too loud in there for me to hear him any other way. Little things like that had me holding tight to the smile that was brewing in me.



“I’ll take that. Your ass is already tipsy as fuck.” Bronx reached for the shot that I was about to grab from the bar and then downed it.



We had both been drinking all night, him more than me, yet he didn’t seem like he was even the slightest bit affected by it. Me, on the other hand, was feeling nice. Well, fuck nice, I was drunk.



“You did it, so blame yourself.”



I felt myself smile before I slipped down off the stool that I was on and stumbled a bit. He caught my arm, pulling me close to him and chuckled. I smiled as his cologne assaulted my nose.



“Yeah, your ass has had enough.”



“Maybe, but right now, I have to pee. Where’s the bathrooms?”



“In that corner over there. Come on, I’ll show you.”



He placed the empty glass on the bar and was about to get up, but I stopped him.



“No, I’m fine. I don’t need an escort. Just don’t leave me.”



As if he didn’t believe me, he studied my face for a minute, and then nodded. “Aight, hurry up, and if you don’t come right back, I’m coming to get you.”



“Yes sir.” I smiled and walked off, feeling a little better after I had been standing for a minute.



I managed to make it successfully to the bathroom and was on my way back to the bar when I felt someone snatch my arm and pull me to them. It happened so fast that I almost fell.



“What the fuck?” I yelled after I got my balance.



“Yeah, exactly, what the fuck? I could have sworn you told me that you were too tired to go anywhere. I guess that meant too tired to go anywhere with me.” Dee looked mad as hell, but for some reason, it was funny to me, so I smiled. Maybe it was the alcohol, but I was truly amused.



“I hadn’t planned on going anywhere, but—”



“Why the fuck you smiling? Something funny, Reason.”



He pulled me closer to him, and that allowed me to get my head right and sober up a little. I frowned and snatched away from him, but he held tight to my arm so I couldn’t completely break free.



“What the hell is your problem? Let my arm go.” I tried again to snatch away, but he held tighter.



“Aye, shorty, you good?”



Bronx appeared out of nowhere and was peering at Dee as if he were about to knock him out.



Shit.



“Yeah, she’s good. Why the fuck you asking?”



“Bruh, who the fuck you talking to?”



Bronx took a step closer to Dee, and the deadly look on his face caused Dee to let go of my arm. When he did, I slipped between the two of them and pushed my hands into Bronx’s chest. My heart was now thumping against mine.



“I’m fine, he’s my boyfriend.”



Bronx’s expression didn’t change, but he looked past me right at Dee before he glanced down at me again.



“Word, I ain’t figure you for the type to date a fuck nigga like this.” Bronx kept his eyes on Dee but now had a smug grin on his face.



“Can you give me a minute?” I said, causing him to break his stare with Dee and look down at me.



When he didn’t respond, I asked again.



“Bronx, please just give me a minute?”



He cut his eyes at Dee and then released a cocky laugh.



“Yeah aight, but hurry up. I need to hit this stage, and it’s a lot of fuck ass niggas in here, so I want you up close where I can keep an eye on you.”



He then looked right at Dee and smirked before he walked off. Unfortunately for me, he didn’t go far, and he kept his eyes on us the entire time.



“What the fuck is that? You’re here with Bronx? How the fuck do you even know him?”



“It’s a long story, and it doesn’t matter. Can we just talk tomorrow?”



“Can we talk tomorrow? Are you serious right now? I try to take you out to eat, and you brush me off, yet here you are at a fucking club with another nigga. Bronx, of all people. Not just that, but instead of spending time with me, your man, you’re about to leave with him and asking can we talk tomorrow. It’s that a got damn joke?”



“No, it’s not a joke. It’s just...? I—”



“Are you fucking him. Is that what this is?”



He looked past me at where Bronx was standing. I could feel him watching us, and my heart started racing.



“No, I’m not. I can’t really explain it right now. Will you just leave it at that and we can talk about it tomorrow?”



I knew what I was asking was inane. Had the tables been turned, I would have flipped the fuck out, but I wasn’t emotionally prepared to deal with Dee right now. Being out with Bronx felt good; there was no pressure, and I needed that.



Dee was going to bring up a bunch of shit and feelings about us that I didn’t want to deal with so as wrong as I was, I wasn’t changing my mind. I also knew that I was potentially messing up whatever this was that Dee and I had, but I couldn’t worry about that right now.



Looking past me again for a brief moment, he then looked down at me like he could easily wrap his hands around my neck right now. He was angry and hurt, but the worst part was he was embarrassed.



“You know what, do whatever the fuck you want. Just remember that shit.” Dee turned and left me there, and I let my head fall back and exhaled before I walked over to where Bronx was standing.



He had a hard look on his face before he spoke. “You good?”



“I’m fine. Did you really have to approach him like that?”



“That nigga had his hands on you. I was just trying to make sure you were straight, so yeah, I did. Fuck him. I brought you here, so you’re my responsibility.”



The way he looked let me know he meant exactly that. By now, I was mentally exhausted, and my night was officially ruined thanks to Dee. I was over it.



“Can we go?”



“Nah, not yet, I need to hit this stage real quick and then we can go. I was on my way to tell you that since you disappeared on me. That’s really your nigga, though?”



“Yes, well was. I’m pretty sure he just ended things.”



Bronx chuckled and shook his head. “Good, you can do better than that.”



Taking my hand, unbothered by the demise of my so called relationship, he led me to the stage, posting me right at the front. As soon as he was on it, the crowd went crazy before he even opened his mouth.



I watched in amazement as he transformed into someone totally different. The words that flowed from him were poetic and effortless, and it had me all in. Bronx was so comfortable up there, like he just naturally belonged in the spotlight.



Occasionally, his focus was on me, which a few people noticed, causing dirty looks from women nearby, but none of them said a word. I just rolled my eyes, causing him to smirk. When he was done, he hopped off stage and came right to me.



I was almost excited about him being close to me again until some chick stepped between us.



“Hey, Bronx. I’ve been calling you.”



“I know,” was all he said before he stepped around her to get to me, purposely draping his arm around my shoulder.



“Let me go get this money, and then we can leave.”



“Bronx!” she yelled and then grabbed his arm, which apparently was not a good idea because he delivered the deadliest stare.



“Why the fuck you got your hand on me?”



“Because I’m talking to you, and you’re ignoring me.” She lowered her voice and then looked right at me. She was embarrassed but not about to give up. I could see it in her eyes.



“The fuck I need to talk to you for?”



“We need to discuss this baby.”



That was when my eyes landed on her very round, protruding stomach.



“I’ll give you a minute,” I said, grilling the fuck outta him.



It wasn’t like I was there with him on anything other than some chill type vibe but knowing he had a kid on the way had me feeling strange.



“Nah, you don’t need to give us a got damn thing. That ain’t my kid, and she knows that.”



“Who is she?” the girl seemed more interested in my presence than she did in defending what he just said about the baby she was carrying.



“None of your fucking business, and why are you even here? You’re pregnant as fuck, and at a club. If that
 was
 my kid, I’d cuss your ass out. You’re wrong as hell for being out here like this in the first place.”



He grabbed my hand and tried to walk off, but she followed right behind him.



“It’s just a club. I’m not drinking, and I deserve the right to still have a life.”



Bronx stopped long enough to address that, and he wasn’t nice about it.



“Whatever, that shit is on you. I don’t really give a fuck. Just stay away from me, and stop pretending like that baby is mine because we both know it ain’t.”



Her entire face dropped, and with sad eyes, she looked at me and then him as he ignored her and started moving through the crowd again, bringing me with him.



After he met with some burly looking guy who handed over a stack of cash to him, we left. Neither of us said anything until we were back in his truck again, and he was the first to speak.



“That ain’t my kid.”



“Not my business,” was all I said.



Again, we were quiet. Me stuck in my thoughts about his situation while he drove through the city looking like he was mad at the world.



“You don’t believe me, do you?”



“Not that my opinion matters because it’s your situation and not mine, but I believe that she believes that kid is yours.”



Apparently, that didn’t sit well with him based on the look he gave me.



“I don’t give a fuck what she believes. That ain’t my baby.”



“Okay.”



I shrugged and left it at that. He did also, and instead of saying more, he turned up the radio and kept quiet for the remainder of the drive to my place. When we got there, it was an awkward tension between us as we sat parked in front of my building.



“Thank you for tonight. I actually needed that.”



He half smiled and then rubbed his chin. Even that was sexy, but that combined with the way his eyes were on me had me wanting to kiss him.
 Kiss him, what the hell, Reason?



This man was everything, but apparently, his life was too complicated for me. That little scene with him and his potential baby mama was not something I was interested in. I planned to stay as far away from that as humanly possible. Tonight was a one time deal, for sure.



“Yeah, you did. Hang with a nigga, and I’ll hook you up.”



Blushing a bit at the offer, I chose to decline. “No thanks, one night in your life was enough for me. But, I do appreciate it. I guess I’ll see you around.”



Not wanting him to object or attempt to convince me otherwise, I hurried out of his truck, moving swiftly to my building. His voice sounded from behind me just as I felt his hand on my arm.



Stopping abruptly, I turned to face him, careful to hide the smile that I knew was creeping up on me.



“I know you have mixed feelings about being around me, but let me give you one more thing to help with that?”



Not allowing me a chance to decline, his lips crashed against mine, and his tongue dipped into my mouth. The way his lips felt against mine and the feel of him pulling my body closer to his was absolutely perfect. I relaxed more than I wanted to and gave into the kiss, so much so that when he pulled away, I was disappointed.



The pleased look on his face had my cheeks flushed, so I quickly got it together.



“Good night,” I muttered before quickly turning on my heels and hurrying toward my building.



Once I was safe inside, my cheeks were flushed and my stomach was in knots. How the hell did that happen? I think I officially had a thing for Bronx.










Teagan



“I think tonight I’m going to do it, I mean it’s not really a big deal. but then again, it—”



“I kissed him,” Reason blurted out, cutting me off as I rambled on about my decision to finally have sex with Brim.



“Kissed who, Brim?” My eyes were now on my cousin while I waited for her to answer. I didn’t think it was possible, but maybe it was, and if so, then I didn’t know how I was going to feel.



“No, Bronx.” Her face scrunched up, and I relaxed before I got super excited.



We had been sitting at Lombardi’s pizza place for an hour now, and I kept staring at her, trying to figure out what was different. But, I guess now it made sense.



“You kissed him?” My eyes stretched wide. “When? How? Wait, I thought you hated him. I knew you were feeling him.”



“I’m not, well I am a little, but not like that.” Her mouth was saying no, but the lustful grin on her face was saying hell yes.



“You are, I can see it all over your face. That’s a good thing, but I’m confused. When did you see him?”



“A few days ago, and don’t act like you weren’t behind that.” Reason narrowed her eyes at me and I shrugged.



“He asked where you lived, and I told him, but he didn’t tell me that he was actually going to see you. I really didn’t think he would show up at your place, because he acted like it was no big deal. I wasn’t even going to tell him, but Brim made me.”



“He made you? Yeah, whatever, hoe. I’m sure it didn’t take much.” The look she gave me let me know that she could see right through that.



She was right, though. I was secretly praying that he would and praying even more that she wouldn’t push him away. Even if my cousin was denying the attraction, it was there, and she needed a little happiness in her life. I wanted Bronx to be that for her.



“Yes, made me,” I stated firmly. “Now, tell me about this kiss.”



She smiled harder than I knew she meant to, and it had me grinning also. I knew the feeling. I had been spending a lot of time with Brim, who had me smiling the same way.



“There’s nothing to tell. He showed up at my place and bullied me into going to a show with him. I did it just to get him to leave me the hell alone, but I actually had fun. Well, aside from the fact that we ran into Dee and Bronx’s baby mamma, but other than that, it was a good night. He took me home, and he kissed me. End of story.”



“Wait, there’s so much going on in that little explanation. First of all, let’s start with the running into Dee and his baby mamma thing. Bronx has a kid on the way?”



“No, well… maybe. Shit, I don’t know. She says it his, but he says it’s not. He all but embarrassed the girl about it and damn near cussed me out too for acting like I believed her.”



“You think it’s his?”



“I don’t know, and I don’t care. It’s not my business.” Reason tried to act like it didn’t matter, but she was a little disappointed.



“Well, either way, it doesn’t matter. You can be a step mommy.”



“No hell I can’t, and I won’t. My life is complicated enough as it is. I’m not trying to be stuck in the middle of that type of foolishness.”



“Whatever, so whats the deal with Dee? How did that go?”



He was more or less her situationship, but Reason still treated him like her man. We both knew that he was just convenient, but she still claimed him for the most part.



“He was pissed. I haven’t talked to him yet. Right before Bronx showed up at my place, he was there asking me to go get something to eat with him, and I told him no. Then I see him at the club while I was with Bronx, who by the way, didn’t make things any better. I know I have to make things right, but I just don’t have the energy to do that right now.”



“You don’t have to make things right. If you’re feeling Bronx, then fuck Dee. You know he isn’t for you anyway.” I rolled my eyes just thinking about it.



“I’m not feeling Bronx. It was one night, I had fun, and I haven’t talked to him since. It’s time for me to get back to my life or at least figure out what my life is.”



“Reason, stop fronting like you’re not into that fine ass man. I know you, boo, and in all the time that you’ve been with Dee, I have never seen you grinning so much. You can deny it all you want, but you like him, and that’s a good thing. Just give him a chance.”



I watched her as she carefully played around with her response in her head before she actually delivered it.



“He is sexy. Oh my God, when he was on stage, it was so perfect. The way he—shit, just him.” Reason grinned. “I like him, I can’t lie about that, but he’s way more than I need to take on right now. A man like that takes a lot of patience. I’m not trying to get lost in him. Besides, he’s the type that will have me doing time because I’m not the one for him to be tripping over, and he thinks he can talk to anybody any kind of way.”



“Apparently, you are the one for him to be tripping over. You just admitted it. All I’m saying is that you don’t have to commit to anything. Just hang out with him. That’s what I’m doing with Brim, and so far, it’s been fun.”



“Hoe, didn’t you just say that you trying to ride that nigga later? That’s not just hanging out. I’ll pass.”



I rolled my eyes before I burst out laughing at the thought. Reason was right about one thing; I had surpassed the just hanging out stage with Brim. There was no point in lying to myself or anyone else about it. I knew that he was still doing his thing and not looking to be anything more than what we were. I was good with that for now, or at least that was what I kept telling myself.



“Just be careful. You already had one bad experience with Josiah. Maybe you need a guy like Dee. He’s sweet and—”



“Boring as fuck. I’m not trying to be stuck with parallel fucks for the rest of my life. I need a man who’s going to bend me over stuff while pulling my hair and digging in me so deep that I lose control. Josiah might have been a horrible boyfriend, but his sex was amazing. There’s no downgrading after that.”



“You’ve only ever been with him. You don’t know if it was amazing or not.”



“Maybe, but I’m about to find out, though. I’ll keep you posted.”



I flipped my hair, and Reason shook her head. She knew there was no point in trying to convince me otherwise, so she left it at that.



 



***



After my lunch date with Reason, I made it home and realized that my brother had graced me with his presence. All the lights in the apartment were on, which I knew wasn’t something I had done.



“I’m glad you remembered where you live. I haven’t seen you in almost a week, Torren.” I frowned at my brother as I entered the kitchen where he was sitting on the counter with a bowl of cereal in his hands.



Grinning at me, he dipped the spoon into the bowl and then shoved it in his mouth before speaking.



“You saw me last night when I came home, and I’ve been with Tia. It’s not like you didn’t know where I was, Teague. If you needed me, you could have come by there.”



“I didn’t need you. I just hate being here alone all the time, and you know I’m not coming over there. I never know when it’s a war zone or a love den.” I smirked, and he chuckled at my response.



I was cool with Tia. We had a decent relationship, even though we never spent much time together. But, my brother was a hoe, so they were always fighting. Right or wrong, I was taking his side. In order to avoid that, I stayed away and out of their relationship.



Not that I was cool with him cheating, and I would get in his shit about it, but he was still my brother, and I was always gonna have his back.



“I need to talk to you about that. I’ll be spending more time over there with her, which means that I won’t be here. I was thinking that since things are different now, that Reason might actually consider moving in here with you. She doesn’t need to be there by herself, and with you being here alone so much, it would be good for both of you.”



“You know that’s not going to happen. She won’t move.”



We both knew that the main reason our cousin chose to stay in that depressing ass apartment was because she felt closer to our grandmother. In my opinion, she needed to leave, but for Reason, it was like if she left, she was somehow being disloyal to her memory.



“I’ll talk to her.”



“Good luck.” I rolled my eyes and then focused on him. “So, what’s the deal with you and Tia? You trying to act right now?”



Torren placed his bowl on the counter and then hopped down before he lifted it again and placed it in the sink.



“She’s pregnant.”



“Pregnant?” I said and then let my mouth hang open for a minute.



“Yeah, I know right. Same reaction I had, but she is, and I have to do better. She’s carrying my kid, and not just that, I love Tia, like real shit love her. I just have my ways.”



“That’s an understatement. I know you care about her and all, but can you really do right? Babies don’t automatically fix things, and it most definitely is not a cure for you keeping your dick in your pants.”



I grinned at my brother, and he tried to act offended, but either way, it was true.



“You’re right, and I’m gonna do better. I’m not about to fuck things up for my kid because I can’t do right by Tia. I’ll figure it out.”



“You don’t have to be with her to be a good dad. I mean, if you can make it work, then it’s a good thing, but I don’t want you to mess things up so bad with her that you can’t fix it. You trying to be something you’re not, like faithful, can do that.”



“I know, which is why I’m trying to get my shit together. I’m not saying that I’ll be perfect, and if I feel like it’s going left and I can’t do the relationship thing, then I’ll deal with that. But, for now, it’s what I want. I want us to be a family.”



“Can I ask you a serious question?”



“As long as it don’t have shit to do with you being pregnant, then ask whatever you want.”



He gave me a hard look, and I rolled my eyes.



“No, I’m definitely not, but do you ever wonder why you cheat so much? I mean, if you really love her like that, then why do you have to be with other women?”



Torren ran his hand across his hair, looking down at the floor for a minute before he had his eyes on me again.



“Shit, I don’t know. I love her, though. I know that for sure. It’s just sometimes I feel incomplete. I deal with other women to fill those holes. It’s just sex, though, but the crazy thing is nobody can satisfy me like Tia, so I don’t really get it.”



“Maybe it’s not the sex then. Maybe she doesn’t do it for you emotionally.”



Torren grinned and shook his head. “Nah, it’s just me. I need to grow the fuck up and focus on us and this baby.”



I could tell that my question had him thinking and uneasy, so I left it alone.



“So, you want the baby?”



“Hell yeah, why wouldn’t I?” He frowned at me like I said something wrong.



“Chill, Torren. I’m just asking.”



“Just mention moving in here to Reason, and I’ll talk to her too. Shit, I’m already spending more money than I need to helping her out there, paying bills here and at Tia’s place. It would save me some money. Plus, I’ll feel better knowing you’re not alone.”



“I’ll talk to her later. Right now, I have a date, so I need to get ready.”



“A date? You still fucking with Josiah’s weak ass?”



“No.” I felt my eyes roll as I sucked my teeth.



“So, who the fuck you think you’re going out with? If I haven’t met them, then that’s a no go.”



“Seriously, you haven’t been here in days, you have no clue what I’m doing or who I’m doing it with, and now you want to play big brother. Not happening. When the time is right, I’ll let you meet him. Right now, we’re just hanging out. We’re friends.”



“You better not be
 doing
 a got damn thing with anyone. Don’t make me ground your ass. Who is he?”



“Nobody important, and I wish you would try to ground me. We passed that stage a long time ago. I love you, though.”



I threw my arms around my brother and kissed his cheek while he hugged me back.



“Teagan, niggas ain’t shit. I’m speaking from experience, and I don’t want you caught out there or having your name in streets attached to some negative shit. Please don’t make me have to kill a nigga over you. It’s the only guaranteed thing that will send me to prison, and I’m not trying to do time.”



Smiling hard at his confession, I hugged him again. “I know that, which is why, I make smart choices. I’m good. I promise.”



Releasing my hold on Torren, I headed to my room to shower and dress. I knew he would lose it if he knew that my date was with Brim or that I had been spending so much time with him lately.



Terran had already warned me about him, and Brim definitely was not the type of guy that my brother wanted me dealing with. Unfortunately, Brim was the type of guy that I was attracted to, so it was too late for that. I just prayed that it didn’t cause problems between me and Torren in the future.










Bronx



“You better bring your ass home or I’m putting your shit out. Got me out here looking like a damn fool. I swear I can’t stand your trifling ass,” Reese yelled through Edge’s phone.



He didn’t even have that shit on speaker, but I could hear every word she yelled at him.



This nigga didn’t seem bothered at all, but hell, the way she was going in, I felt something type of way for his ass even if he didn’t.



“Reese, you put my shit out, and I’m beating your ass. I mean that too. I pay bills up in that bitch, and I don’t have you looking no kinda way. Why the fuck you always believing these dumb bitches? They want you to take that shit and run with it so that they can have me. Why are you feeding into that nonsense?”



I shook my head at this nigga trying to convince his girl that he wasn’t the cheating ass muthafucker we all knew he was. While, I might add, he had some eighteen-year-old female sitting on his lap waiting for him to finish his call so that they could go do their thing.



“I believe that shit because it’s true. Now bring your ass home or find somewhere to sleep tonight. I’m not playing with you, Edward.”



Oh shit, government name.



He looked at his phone like he couldn’t believe that she hung up on him, and then moved his hand across his hair before he slapped old girl on the thigh.



“Yo, get up, I need to head home for a minute and fix my girl’s attitude real quick.”



“Nigga, what the fuck?” I chuckled and shook my head before lighting up.



“Are you serious?” Old girl frowned at him after she was standing.



“Yeah, I’m serious. That’s my girl, and you already know what you are. I’ll hit you up in a few hours. Just head home and wait for me.”



“What makes you think that I’m okay with that?”



She frowned at him, and I sat patiently waiting to see how this was about to play out. Granted, I wasn’t shit when it came to females, but I have never pulled no shit like that. This nigga was gangsta as fuck with his, but then again, I wasn’t claiming anyone, so no female could say shit to me about who I was fucking.



Edge, on the other hand, was damn near married minus the legal documents.



“The fuck you asking me some dumb shit like that for? You’re okay with it because you want to keep this dick in your life. Take your ass home, and I’ll hit you up in a little while.”



My eyes moved back and forth between the two, watching the exchange while I worked on my high, and sure enough, her dumb ass nodded, hugged this muthafucker, and then left.



“Yo, let me run home real quick. Reese done lost her damn mind.” Edge looked frustrated as fuck, but I was so got damn confused.



“Hold the fuck up. Are you really mad that she’s calling you on your shit, but you just sent that bitch home and told her to stay there and wait for you to come fuck her later?”



Edge grinned and nodded. “Yeah, and?”



“Nigga, you ain’t shit. I thought I was bad, but damn, you got me fucking beat.” I shook my head, not believing him, but he was dead ass.



“I’m out. Tell your brother I’ll swing by there later.”



“Aight.”



Edge left, and I chilled on the block a little longer keeping and eye on our team. It wasn’t necessary because we had good people, but it never hurt to let our presence be known every now and then, just to let them niggas know we had our eyes on them.



We weren’t on no kingpin type shit, but we made a little change, and neither of us was trying to lose that.



Just when I was about to leave, I laid eyes on someone who looked familiar as fuck to me, but when I noticed the girl all hugged up on him, that shit really hit home.



A smile crept across my face as I moved down the steps of the building where I was sitting and headed his way.



“What’s up, Symphony?” I called out, making them both look my way.



She slipped away from him, and he narrowed his eyes at her first and then me.



“Hey Bronx, what you doing out here?” she asked, moving a little farther away from old boy.



Ignoring her dumb ass, I focused on old boy, who’s day I had just ruined and was about to make that shit ten times worse.



“Yo, you look familiar as fuck. Don’t I know you?”



I knew exactly who his mark ass was, but I wanted to fuck with him.



“Nah, you don’t know me,” he said dryly before his eyes landed on Symphony.



“You sure? ’Cause I swear you look familiar and shit. Wait, you were at Frontier a few nights ago.”



This nigga grit his teeth and peered at me. I was smiling my ass off ’cause I knew he wanted to say something but knew better.



“Yeah, I was there.”



“I thought so. You the one who tried to handle Reason.”



“I wasn’t trying to handle her. I was just trying to figure out why she was there with you.”



“Damn, my bad. Had I known she was with you, I wouldn’t have brought her out. I mean, she ain’t say shit about having a man, so I assumed it was all good. You know how that shit goes. I apologize and shit. When you talk to her, tell her I said whats up.”



Not giving him a chance to respond, I turned to Symphony. “Come chill with me for a minute. I need to holla at you about something?”



Of course, her hoe ass was all in. She assumed I was about to fuck her, but I wasn’t. I just wanted some head and to piss off old boy.



My point to him was, whatever you have, or think you have, I can dead that shit. Just like Reason was no longer his. Hell, that was the case the second I realized he thought she was his, but now more than ever, that shit was over.



I hadn’t talked to her in a few days, but I would definitely be paying her a visit. She had me interested the same way I knew she was feeling me. I just didn’t do that emotional shit and was trying to give her space with it.



“Okay, I can do that. I’ll see you around, Dee. Symphony smiled at him, and he looked like he wanted to snatch her ass up.



“Come on, let’s roll.”



I nodded my head toward my truck, and she happily strutted her fine ass right to it. Dee or whoever the fuck he was just stood there looking stupid and pissed. I knew he was going straight to Reason, but I didn’t give a fuck. He’d have to explain what had just gone down, which I knew he wouldn’t. Not if he was trying to keep what I had just decided was already lost to him. Reason was officially mine.



“So, where we going?” Symphony asked a little too eager for me as I pulled away from the curb and out into traffic.



“Nowhere, but you can handle this for me,” I said, looking down at my lap.



She smiled and unbuckled her seat belt, licking her lips as she reached for my jeans.



After she sucked my dick, I was putting her ass out and then heading home to chill for a little bit. Then I planned to pay Reason a visit.



Symphony was gonna be mad as fuck, but she was used to me, so she’d get over it. Or she wouldn’t, but either way, I didn’t really give a fuck. It wasn’t changing anything, which I was sure she was aware of.



 



***



“Where the fuck you been?” I asked as soon as my brother hit my line.



I was chilling at the crib, high as hell and about half sleep.



“Around, the fuck is up with you? You good?”



“Hell yeah, nigga, I’m good. I’m always good. You know that.”



I smirked at him checking up on me. Being that he was the oldest, Brim felt it necessary to be my protector whether I wanted that shit or not. It wasn’t worth the argument to me, and I knew it came from a place of love, so I didn’t make a big deal out of it.



“Just checking. How did it go out there today?”



“Gucci. They’re doing their job, so we’re making money.”



“That’s all I need to know. So, Teagan called me fussing and shit about me not telling her that your ass was all cozy with her cousin.”



I grinned when he mentioned Reason. “There ain’t shit to tell, and we aren’t cozy. So before you get in my shit about it, that’s why you don’t know.”



“But, you were chilling with her a few days ago? If it’s nothing, why you didn’t you say shit about it?”



I could tell this nigga was smiling because if I was with her, that meant he was right about me being into Reason, and his ass loved to be right about shit.



“Do you tell me every time you chilling with a bitch?”



“Nah, ’cause bitches aren’t worth the conversation, but Reason ain’t a bitch. So, what’s the deal?”



“There is no fucking deal. We just chilled a little bit. I might check her out later.”



“But you calling Ma, crying and shit on the phone asking her to to make Reason like you, though.”



I smirked remembering the call to my mom. That was some bitch shit, and hearing Brim say it out loud made it sound that much worse. But, I did it, so I had to own up to it. I was still gonna check my OG about telling him about it.



“You know good and damn well I wasn’t crying over a female, fuck outta here with that. The whole deal with her grandma was fucking with me, and I wanted to fix it, so I called OG to talk to her about it. I’m checking Ma about that shit though, ’cause it was a private conversation.”



“Yeah, aight, let me know how that goes. It’s cool that y’all chilling and shit. Teagan is happy as fuck about it.”



“Speaking of that, you’re spending a lot of time with her. I need to be asking you what’s up.”



Brim chuckled. “Like you, it ain’t nothing. She’s just cool and shit. I’m still doing me though, ’cause I’m not trying to fuck up her world like that. She ain’t ready.”



“Sounds like your ass ain’t ready. She got you chilling with her. Since when you start doing things like that?”



“The same time you started sneaking around with her cousin,” he shot back.



“I’m not sneaking. I just didn’t feel the need to tell your ass. There’s a difference.”



“Yeah, aight, let me find out you trying to holla.”



“You let me find out you trying to wife her young ass cousin. That’s what you need to be worried about.”



“Fuck you. I’m out, though. I got some shit to handle.”



I smirked. “Strap up, my nigga, and tell baby girl I said what’s up.”



Brim hung up on me, which let me know I was right. He was feeling old girl same way I was into Reason. Neither of us were trying to openly admit it, though.



An hour later, I was fresh out the shower, dressed, and parked in front of Reason’s building. She was bipolar as fuck, so I wasn’t sure how she would react when I popped up on her. To make sure I was chill, I worked my way through a blunt before I got out to head to her door.



Just as I was about to knock on Reason’s door, it opened, and she was in the process of running a conversation with an older woman. I recognized her from the night that everything went down with her grandmother.



It was the same one who consoled her. I smiled, nodded, and stepped out of the way so that she could exit the apartment.



“No wonder you’re rushing me out of here. You have this interesting young man here to see you.”



I chuckled at the fact that she called me interesting. “No ma’am, that has nothing to do with it. I wasn’t expecting company.” Reason looked right at me before she focused on the woman again.



“Expecting or not, I’m just pleased to know that you entertain people. You have me worrying about you wasting your life away, sweetheart.” She then looked at me. “I don’t know what to think about you just yet, but this young lady is like my child. You better have good intentions.” She peered at me, and I glanced at Reason before I responded.



“Nothing but. She’s in good hands.” I delivered a charming smile, and she grinned.



“You’re trouble, young man.”



Reason burst out laughing and then hugged the woman. “I’ll come check on you soon. Thank you for dinner.”



“Anytime, baby. You behave, okay?” She cut her eyes at me before she left the two of us there.



“You love popping up on people, don’t you?”



“Nah, not really, but seeing as how I bought your ass a phone and don’t even have your number, it was the only choice I had. You gonna invite me in, or do I have to stand out here all night?”



She stepped back and held her hand up to invite me in. Once I was inside, she shut and locked the door before heading to the tiny kitchen that was a few feet away.



“No show tonight?” she asked as she began collecting the plates that where on the table.



I sat in one of the chairs and leaned back, watching her move around the kitchen cleaning.



She was sexy as fuck dressed in some little ass shorts and a t-shirt that was two sizes too big, but I could still see that she wasn’t wearing a bra.



“Nah, I’m chilling, so I figured I’d come see what you were up to.”



“So, you were bored and you thought about me?”



She had her back to me while she washed the dishes that she had just taken from the kitchen table, so I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not.



“I didn’t say shit about being bored, I just said I was chilling.”



When I responded, she turned to face me after placing the plates in the drain on the counter.



“You don’t know how to be nice, do you?”



“The fuck is that supposed to mean? You asked me a question, and I answered it. What does being nice have to do with that?” I frowned at her, and she cocked her head to the side, peering at me.



“You always talk to people like they’re annoying you.”



I chuckled before a smug grin appeared. “People do annoy me.”



“Then why are you here? I certainly didn’t ask you to come?”



“You want me to leave?”



I knew she didn’t, but I was curious to see if she was going to admit it or not. It wasn’t like I was gonna leave anyway, not until I was ready, but still… I wanted to know if she would admit that she wanted me to stay.



“I want you to act like you want to be here and not like someone made you be here.” She looked me right in my eyes and waited.



Damn, I really didn’t have a comeback for that, so I changed the subject.



“You’re sexy as fuck. You know that?”



“Yes, I do.” She rolled her eyes, and I chuckled. “And you just avoided my statement.



I grinned at her calling me on my shit, but I still didn’t address it. “I saw your little fuck ass boyfriend today.”



“I don’t have a boyfriend, thanks to you.”



“Nah, you still got a boyfriend, he just no longer has a girlfriend. He was sulking and shit about it like a little pussy. I’m sure he knows there isn’t a damn thing that he can do to impress you now since you know me.”



“Do you really believe that?”



“Hell yeah, I do because it’s true, and you know it.”



My eyes moved across her body from head to toe again, and then back up to her perky ass breasts. Her nipples were erect as fuck, and I imagined pulling them shits into my mouth while I tapped on her cervix.



“It most certainly is
 not
 true,” she said confidently, but the look in her eyes was anything but.



I held onto my thoughts, stood slowly, and moved her way. She took one step back, which was all she was able to mange since her body then made contact with the counter behind her.



I was now right up on her, peering down, and our bodies touched. She smelled sweet like candy, but it was light, barely there, and I could see her chest rising and falling as her breathing picked up.



Leaning down and getting right next to her ear, so that my lips grazed it, I spoke just above a whisper. I could see her body shiver as I did.



“If he walked through that door right now, you couldn’t look at that nigga without laughing because compared to me, he’s now a fucking joke to you.” I kissed her neck and let my lips linger there longer than necessary.



Backing up, I watched her pull it together and then pretend that her damn panties weren’t soaked while I watched with a cocky grin on my face.



“You shouldn’t think so highly of yourself. It’s not attractive.”



She pushed past me and made sure her body made contact with mine. I watched her cute little ass as she put distance between us and headed to her room.



My dick was hard as hell from being that close to her little fine ass, so I did an adjustment and followed.



Standing in the doorway for a minute, I watched as she stood at her dresser raking her fingers through her wild curls and then pulled them together into a bushy ponytail, exposing her neck. That was the first time I noticed the tattoo on the back of it.



Three triangles that were connected and overlapping. It was simple as hell, but sexy as fuck.



Walking up behind her, I traced it with my fingertip and watched her melt under my touch.



“What does this mean? It’s sexy.”



“Why do you think it means something?”



“Because you don’t look like the type to get inked, which means that it has to mean something for you to have done it.”



She was standing in front of the mirror that topped her dresser, so she looked at me through it.



“Change, energy, equilibrium. Past, present, future.”



“That’s dope as fuck, and it fits. Is it your only one?”



“No.”



She dipped around me, trying her best not to make contact with my body. I took her spot but leaned back against the dresser and watched as she climbed on her bed and sat Indian style in the center. Of course, my eyes went right to her center as soon as her legs were crossed.



“Can I see the rest?”



“No.”



“Damn, it’s like that. How you gonna tell me that I don’t know how to be nice, when your ass is the one who don’t know how to be nice to people.”



“I’m extremely nice. I haven’t thrown you out yet, which proves that I am.” She peered at me with a snide grin, and I noticed her checking me out.



“That doesn’t prove anything other than you know you couldn’t throw me out. Now, you refusing to let me see your tattoos is a prime example of you
 not
 being nice, and I even asked nicely. That’s some shit I don’t do, so you’re far from nice, shorty.”



“That’s some shit you don’t do? Wow, I can’t imagine that. You’re such a sweetheart.”



I chuckled at her little sarcastic ass. She was cute as fuck.



“I am a sweetheart. I just don’t let everyone in on that. Only a privileged few get to see that side of me.”



“I guess I’m not on that privileged list.”



I laughed at the sarcastic ass look she gave me.



“You wanna be on that list?” I asked with raised brows.



Her pretty ass survey me for a minute before she smiled.



“No, I’m sure that comes with strings attached, and I’m not looking for that right now.”



“Is that why you fuck with old boy?”



“What do you mean by that?”



“He’s fucking other bitches, so there are no strings attached when it comes to you. I mean, he likes to think you belong to him, but I understand why. You’re pretty as fuck, and your body… Shit, I wanted the fuck you from the first time I laid eyes on you, but I guess since he’s fucking other bitches, there’s no pressure when it comes to you dealing with him.”



Her smiled dropped and she looked my way like I had just put her onto something that she wasn’t aware of. It was then that I realized she had no clue that fuck boy was creeping. Women killed me with that shit. All men fucked around, but especially those who had no solid commitment and apparently, they didn’t.



“Why do you think he deals with other women?”



“I don’t think, I know. I told you I saw him today. He was with another bitch. She ain’t the type to be with anybody just on some chilling shit either. I know her.” I looked her dead in her eyes, and she looked partially disappointed.



“Well, it doesn’t matter. He’s not mine, so he can do what he wants.”



Part of her meant that, but there was a part of her that didn’t like hearing that she wasn’t his only situation.



“Can I chill here with you for a little while?” I wasn’t sure why I asked. I wasn’t leaving even if she told me to. I was invested in knowing more about her. Plus, I wanted to chill with her sexy ass.



I really wanted to fuck, but I knew that wasn’t happening right now. But, if I could just be close to her for a little while, there was a strong possibility that I could make that happen. Shit, women acted like they had standards and say it all the time, but with a guy like me, they just wanted the experience.



Unfortunately, most of the women I fucked with were not like Reason. They had no standards other than securing good dick. Of which I highly supported. My shit was superb, and they knew it, so they’d do whatever it took to get it.



Reason was different. I was sure of that after our first real conversation. The fact that she didn’t give a fuck about who I was turned me off in the beginning because I wasn’t into working for pussy, but she was so fucking sexy, and now that I knew a little about her and had been around her, it was more than me just wanting sex. I liked the way it felt being with around a woman who wasn’t pressed about getting anything from me.



She was attracted. I could see it in the way she looked at me, but if I walked out her door right now, she wouldn’t chase after me, and that was new. I wasn’t quite sure how to deal with someone like her, but I was about to fucking learn.



“Chill with me, like have sex with me, no. If you want to just hang out, talk, watch TV or something, then yes, you can do that.” The way she looked at me was cute hell. She was serious a fuck, so I chuckled and pointed to her TV.



“That’s the only TV you have? That shit is little as fuck. Can you even see the peoples faces and shit when you’re watching it?”



She burst out laughing and rolled her eyes.



“Yes, you can, and yes it’s the only one I have. Take it or leave it.”



“You gonna let me feel on your ass while we’re watching TV? At least then I can focus on that and I don’t have to strain my eyes and shit trying to see that little ass TV.”



“You’re such an asshole.” She smiled and scooted back, so that she could lift her covers.



Once she did, she positioned her body under them and then propped up the pillows that were behind her.



“You coming or what?” she asked, after she lifted the remote



“Hell yeah.” I stepped out of my shoes and pulled my polo over my head and placed it on the dresser. When I was close to her bed, I reached for her covers, but she pressed her hand down on them.



“I don’t know you like that, and you already admitted that you’re trying to feel on my ass. Me under, you over.”



“Nah, fuck that. I ain’t in middle school and shit. I’m not gon’ mess with you if you don’t want me to, but I at least want to feel your body next to mine.



I yanked the covers back and climbed over her body, and then got comfortable. I pulled her back to me, and she fidgeted for a minute but then relaxed.



“You smell nice,” she admitted, tilting her head back for a second.



“’Precitate it.” I moved my hand down her soft ass thighs and then pressed my lips to her skin right at the base of her neck.



“You feel nice.”



“’Preciate it,” she said, mocking me before she turned on her TV.



I was gonna give it all I had to be on my best behavior, but damn if that shit wasn’t gonna be hard just like my dick was right now.



Reason was attractive as hell, but it wasn’t just that. She had that thing that made you feel like you needed to be close to her.



I had only had that feeling for a female one other time in my life, and she turned out to be a fucking waste of time. I was just hoping that I wasn’t walking into a repeat of that because the last time almost cost me prison time.










Brim



“Thank you for dinner. It was nice. I’ve never been here before.”



“I know your young ass ain’t never been here before. Not fucking with that broke ass nigga you call yourself in love with.”



Frowning, she stopped and pulled her hand from mine. “Why do you always do that?”



“Do what?”



“Make me feel like I’m stupid for dealing with Josiah.”



I felt my self getting annoyed quicker than I needed to, so I took a minute before I responded.



“You’re not stupid, Teagan. But dealing with him was a stupid choice. Those are two completely different things.”



“But the way you say it implies that I am.”



“That’s not about me. That’s about you.
 You
 feel that way, and not because I’m saying it. You gave yourself and your love to a nigga who wasn’t worthy of it, and you feel bad about that shit. It doesn’t matter to me one way or another because you aren’t with him anymore. You’re with me, which proves that you’re not stupid.”



I kissed her neck and then moved closer to her.



She smelled so fucking good, I wanted to lift her small frame and slide up in her right in this parking lot.



“I’m not with you. We’re just hanging out, remember? We’re friends.”



I chuckled and opened her door for her. “Nah, we surpassed that shit when I started spending time and money on you.”



After she was in my car, she looked up at me and blushed. “So, what does that mean?”



I shut her door instead of answering, and when I was in the driver’s seat next to her, she looked at me and waited.



“Well?”



“Well, what?”



“If were not hanging out, and you say that I’m with you, then what does that mean, Brooklyn?”



“What I tell you about calling me that shit?” I actually didn’t mind when she said it, but I didn’t want her comfortable enough to be calling me that around other people.



“I love your name, now tell me what that means, Brooklyn.” She smiled softly, and it made my dick jump a little.



“It means just that you’re with me.”



“Can you please be more specific?”



“I am. Shit, how much more specific can I be?”



I knew what she wanted. She was the type who liked labels and shit. She wanted to know that she was my girlfriend or something like that, and to be honest, she was. I just wasn’t her man. Not like she would expect me to be. I knew I was still gonna fuck other women, but I’d wring her damn neck if she thought about fucking another dude. I got by with that because I knew she wouldn’t.



Teagan wasn’t the type. Hell, she tried to make me dick her ass down, but I had yet to do that shit because she was scared to really go through with it. I wasn’t sure if it was because she didn’t physically think she could handle it or that she couldn’t mentally handle it. Either way, she talked a lot of shit, but wasn’t backing any of it up.



For that reason, I was still dealing with other women. Plus, Teagan was the type of female that you didn’t cheat on. I knew the bullshit that she went through with her last fuck boy, and I wasn’t much better than he was. I could be, but I just hadn’t decided if I wanted to be. I also liked being with Teagan and didn’t want to lose that, so for now, she was mine, but I was only partially hers.



“Tonight, Brooklyn. We’re doing it tonight.” She folded her damn arms across her chest and looked straight ahead.



It reminded me of a stubborn ass child who couldn’t get their way.



“Nah, not tonight. I keep telling you, you ain’t ready, Teague.”



“No, you’re not ready. You’re scared of me. You want to be with me, but you’re scared of that and keep trying to say it’s about me not ready. How can you tell me that I’m with you but you won’t
 really
 be with me?”



I chuckled at her little tantrum as I pulled away from the restaurant. “How the fuck am I scared of you? I’m not scared of shit.”



“Then why won’t you have sex with me? And it’s not like you have a choice. You promised, and we shook on it.”



“You sound young as fuck right now, bringing up pinky promises and shit. I know you didn’t take that serious.”



“I said shook on it, not pinky promise. And yes, I did. Don’t use my age as a way out. If you break that promise, then we’re not hanging out anymore. I’ll find someone else to—”



“I wish you fucking would.” I felt my fist tighten on the steering wheel, and I had to laugh at my self to relax a little. Her little young ass was trying to have me killing niggas over pussy I hadn’t even had yet.



“How does that even sound? You’re threatening me about being with someone else, but you won’t be with me.”



“I’m with you, Teagan. Sex don’t have shit to do with that. I just paid two hundred dollars on a fucking dinner for you, and not just that, I’ve been on more dates with you than I have in my entire fucking life. Shit, fuck that date part, more importantly, I spend time with you. Do you know how important that shit is?”



“No, I don’t, but I’m guessing it’s a big deal. That, to me, says a lot. I like spending time with you, and I’ve only ever asked you for one thing, which you refuse to do.”



“Why is that shit so important to you? I’m giving you what other bitches dream of. They want the dates and the time without having to give up pussy, and here you are mad about that I’m giving you that, and you didn’t even ask. They beg me for that shit, and are willing to do anything to get it.”



“I’m not mad. Just never mind, forget it.”



I watched her for a minute before I pulled over and shut my truck off.



“You really want me to fuck you that bad?”



“No, just forget it. Take me home, please.”



Fuck!



“Come here.”



“No, just drive. I’m ready to go home.”



“Teagan. Come here.”



She peered at me for a minute before she unblocked her seat belt, gathered her dress, and then climbed over the seat until she was in my lap.



I took a minute to take in her beauty before I slipped my hand behind her neck and brought her to me for a kiss. We’d kissed before, and a lot, but this time it was different. Maybe it was because I knew we were about to cross that line, but it was different.



I slipped my hand between her legs, pushed her thong to the side, and toyed with her pussy. She moaned against my lips, and that shit was so sexy to me.



“Brim, what are you doing?”



“What you been begging me for since the night I met you?”



“Not here, in this car like this.”



“What difference does that make? My windows are tinted, nobody can see what were doing in here, and you said that you want this, right?”



The entire time I was speaking, I delivered kisses to her neck and worked my fingers in and out of her. She was saying no just moments before but now was grinding on my fingers, motioning and shit in a way that had my dick fighting against the fabric of my jeans.



I continued working my fingers in and out of her dripping, wet center until her body jerked and she pressed her chest into mine and buried her face in my neck.



“Get up,” I demanded.



I wanted her bad as hell, and I wasn’t trying to give her the chance to change her mind.



Teagan pulled away from me just a little and allowed me to fumble with my jeans enough to free myself. She watched the entire time with what could be considered an even mix of lust and fear.



Her eyes stretched side when she witnessed the fullness of my size. She had felt it before against her body since it seemed that every second I was near her, feeling her soft skin and inhaling the sweet secrets that always seemed to cling to her body, I was at my full potential and fighting he urge to be inside her.



Seeing is believing, though, and right now, she was a believer. The way she stared brought a smile to my face. Her eyes stayed on it even as I reached into my center console to retrieve a condom to cover it with.



Once it was in place, I lifted her enough to position her on it. Watching her face go through the range of emotions she was feeling was such a huge turn on. Never in my life had I been so eager to please a woman as I was right now, in this moment.



“You okay?” I whispered against the side of her face after pulling her into my chest and pressing her body firmly against mine. The way she engulfed me from inside felt so damn good. I needed to feel more, but I also needed her to be okay.



I couldn’t enjoy it if she didn’t



“Mmhmm,” she said lowly, motioning the same response with her head, but she hadn’t moved one inch.



She just sat on my dick like she was afraid of what it was about to do to her. I could feel her thoughts like I somehow had an invitation into her mind.



“We can wait if…”



“No.” she pulled back and delivered a half-hearted smile before cupping my face at the same time her hips began to move. She rocked slowly, but sensually, which I felt came from her need to work her way through the pain she felt.



My fingers moved through her hair at the base of her neck, and I closed my fist, tugging gently and forcing her head back.



Once her neck was elongated, I leaned forward and kissed it while I thrust my hips up toward her. I smirked as her mouth gaped open like she was trying to release a sound that refused to be heard.



Again, and again, I thrust upward, steady, and rhythmically tagging her insides. She felt so damn good to me that I knew I was in trouble. I knew why her pussy ass ex kept stringing her along.



Who wouldn’t with everything Teagan had to offer? She was not what I needed because she was going to make me give her something that I wasn’t even offering… me.



“Fuck, you feel so got damn good.” I groaned as I picked up my pace. I wanted this feeling to last, but the reality of our situation was that I was having sex with her in my car, on the side of the road.



This is not how I wanted it to play out, but she called my bluff and forced my hand. I would make up for it later, but this was necessary. She felt fucking amazing. She felt like my future, she felt everything that I knew I didn’t need right now because I wasn’t in a position to appreciate it.



“Brooklyn.” Teagan’s soft voice pulled me out of my head, and when my eyes landed on her, she had a dazed look on her face as her body began to quiver. Her orgasm was sexy. So much so that it triggered mine.



“Fuck.” I grunted as I thrust upward twice more before I jerked inside of her, draining me of my senses and my seed.



Teagan fell against my chest, and I closed my arms around her before I kissed her neck several times and then laughed.



“The fuck is in that pussy of yours? I swear you had me formulating thoughts that I didn’t know I was capable of.”



Teagan lifted her head and frowned at me. She was confused by my statement. “What kind of thoughts?”



“Good shit, but nothing I want to discuss right now.”



“Brooklyn, tell me,” she whined, but I wasn’t budging on that.



“Get up so that we can go do this the right way.” I kissed her neck, her chin, and then her lips.



“I don’t think I can.” She looked so serious that I burst out laughing.



After placing my hands on her waist to assist, Teagan allowed hers to move to my shoulders and lifted her body slowly.



After she was in my passenger seat again, I used napkins that I kept in my glove box to remove and discard the condom I was wearing before I adjusted my jeans.



“I can see I have a lot of work do do with you. All that begging you did, and you can’t even handle it. Your damn legs are numb, and I bet that pussy is already swelling. I barely touched you.” I chuckled, and her bony ass fist landed on my shoulder.



“You’re such a dick.” She frowned, but a smile also broke though.



“Nah, I’m not. But I got one, and it’s big as hell too, but you just witnessed that.”



Rolling her pretty eyes, she then glared at me. I leaned her way and planted a kiss on her cheek, which she didn’t object to.



After I was driving again, I glanced at her silently processing thoughts that I knew were about me. She was so fucking beautiful to me. Everything about her was simple, from her buttery soft skin to her dark brown eyes, thin lips, and mousy nose, but combined, she was simply beautiful.



“You’re mine, you know that, right?”



Nodding she delivered a serious stare. “As long as you know that you’re mine, then I’ll agree to that.”



I chuckled and shook my head.



“I mean it, Brooklyn. I’m not yours if you’re not mine.”



With a cocky laugh, I looked her right in her eyes, holding her attention for a minute as she stared back at me. When I looked away, I then spoke.



“Don’t fuck up, Teagan. I’m not very forgiving.”



I could feel her eyes burning a hole in the side of my face. She had no idea what that meant, and I wasn’t about to explain, but she would learn over time. I was hers, until I wasn’t.










Reason



I kept dreaming that I had someone next to me in bed, and when I woke up feeling like my bladder was about to explode, I realized that it wasn’t a dream.



The weight of a body next to me with an arm stretched across my stomach, and the faint scent of a familiar cologne brought a smile to my face.



Bronx was still there, in my bed. The last thing I remembered was him convincing me to watch some terrible B level movie with him that I eventually fell asleep on. We actually spent more time talking than watching it, so I wasn’t sure at what point I had drifted off.



Carefully lifting his arm, I scooted to the edge of my twin sized bed and sat up slowly. Allowing my arms to raise above my head, I gave my body a good stretch before standing. My back was stiff from the awkward position that I had fallen asleep in, but it was worth it to wake up with him in my bed. It felt nice being that close to him.



I got to see a different side to him tonight. A side that I was more than positive that not many people got to experience. His hard exterior was replaced by a playful one, and although his smart ass mouth and sarcasm was still there, it wasn’t as overbearing as usual.



Before creeping off to the bathroom, I took in the sight of Bronx’s sexy body stretched out in my tiny bed that was way too small for his tall frame, but damn if he didn’t look amazing.



He was still fully clothed in his jeans and a crisp white t-shirt. He had removed the polo that he wore to my place before lying down to watch TV with me.



The arm that had been draped across my waist was now positioned next to him, with his tatted hand on the spot that my body had filled. His other arm was tucked under the pillow that his head rested on.



Smiling to myself, I crept to the bathroom to pee. When I was done, I washed my hands and peered at my image in the mirror while thinking about Bronx.



Turns out he was nothing like I expected him to be, and my attraction to him wasn’t just physical anymore. I hated to admit it, but I liked him as a person, as hard as that was to believe based on my past interactions with him. He was still your typical arrogant asshole, but he didn’t lie when he said that he had a side to him that could be classified as a sweetheart.



Dazed by my thoughts of Bronx, I was startled when he entered the bathroom and headed straight for the toilet. I wasn’t even sure if he was asleep or not because he didn’t acknowledge me at all, and my bathroom was tiny enough that he should have.



Not really meaning to, I watched as he relived himself, flushed, and then moved toward me to wash his hands. That was when he actually spoke.



“You grinning and shit, so I guess that means you approve.”



Rolling my eyes, I left him there and climbed back in my bed when I re-entered my bedroom. He was right behind me, but instead of joining me right away, he began to remove the jeans that were hanging loosely around his waist.



“What are you doing?”



“I’m getting comfortable. Your perv ass already knows what my dick looks like, so what’s the problem?”



That snide ass grin of his was spread across his face, and he damn sure didn’t let my question stop him from removing his clothes.



After he was down to just his boxers, he was on his way to me. His body was just perfect. Even more than I imagined. I was afraid for him to be that close to me, but he wasn’t giving me a choice.



“I don’t think I’ve been in a bed this small since me and Brim had bunk beds. Shit, that was before I ever got my first nut. I was young as fuck,” he said like it was amusing to him.



Bronx moved as close to me as he could and then secured me against his chest by draping his arm across my waist.



“You’re free to leave whenever you want,” I said, knowing full and well that I would be extremely disappointed if he did actually leave.



“It’s like three in the morning. Ain’t no way in hell I’m leaving right now, and you can stop fronting like you want me to.”



I felt his lips on my shoulder, bringing a smile to my face. He was right, but I damn sure wasn’t about to admit it out loud.



“Me letting you stay is just me proving to you that I can be nice, since you think that I’m not.”



He chuckled, and since his lips were so close to my neck, his words vibrated against my skin, causing met to shiver a little.



“I can think of other ways for you to prove to me that you’re nice.”



“Care to share those with me?”



I already knew where this was going and maybe it was wrong but I wasn’t going to object.
 We were both grown, right?



As if he were debating his next move, Bronx didn’t say anything for a minute, but he moved from behind me until his body hovered over mine. Our gaze was connected, and my heart started beating so fast in my chest that I was grateful for the fact that my room was still dark.



Bronx got close to me, and it seemed as if he were moving in slow motion, or maybe that was just me, but it was erotic as hell. His lips touched mine while his body pressed against me.



“Let me get you naked, and I’ll share this with you. That’s me being nice. You agreeing is you being nice.”



Shit
 .



He sat up and pushed my shirt up my stomach, and then delivered a trail of kisses across it before moving up to my breasts and letting his tongue circle each nipple. I didn’t move an inch, not wanting to miss any of the attention that he was now showing my body.



When his hands moved to my shorts and he began working them down my body, I damn near held my breath.



Bronx positioned himself between my thighs and planted kisses along the inside of them, moving upward at a slow steady pace. My body quivered each time his lips grazed my skin.



When he reached his destination, there was a brief pause as he admired the sight before him. My room was dark with only a sliver of light creeping through the perimeter of my blinds from the streets lights outside my window.



It was just enough for me to see the smirk on his face, and for him to admire my body.



The slow, precise movement of him leaning forward enough to let his tongue glide down my slit before it flicked across my throbbing clit was damn near erotic and everything I expected from him. I knew he would be skilled in all things sex related just from the way he walked, talked, and presented himself, and I swear, my body now belonged to him.



I no longer had control, and I was totally okay with that. Slipping his hand under my thighs and pulling me to him, Bronx then began caressing my throbbing center with his lips in a way that was foreign to me. I’d had my share of amazing head, but what he was doing to me topped all things I had ever experienced.



My neck extended, and my mouth hung open as I balled up the sheets in my fist, desperately trying to control the feeling that he created, but it was pointless.



The way he devoured my center while stroking me with his tongue had me immobilized. When my orgasm finally hit, my body shook violently while the pleasure ripped through me.



“You good, shorty? As sexy as that was, I’m afraid to touch you again.”



My eyes were closed while my body attempted to relax, but I could hear the smile in his voice as he spoke to me, and I wanted to knock the smug grin off his face. I couldn’t see it, but I knew it was there.



“I’m fine,” I mumbled, and it came out a lot weaker than I intended.



Releasing a cocky laugh, Bronx then moved up my body, placing his soft, warm lips against my skin as he moved. When he reached my neck, his tongue glided across it, starting at the base and moving upward toward my chin before he moved in close to my ear.



“Turn over.” His deep raspy voice along with the command had my body trembling a little more while I did as he asked.



Moments later, his hand grabbed my thigh, pushing it forward and away from my body as his lips touched my shoulder. Right after, I felt his tongue move down my spine and back up it again. When he reached the base of my neck, the pressure of him entering me caused my body to tense up.



The way he stretched me wide had me biting down on my lip, trying to prevent the sounds that were threatening to escape from the pain that shot through me.



It was a pleasurable pain that had my mouth hanging open again, but still uncomfortable.



“Shit.” He moaned against the side of my face as he pushed in deeper.



I’d had sex plenty of times, but this was different. It was aggressive and sensual at the same time. The thickness and length that was sliding in and out of me had my entire body on alert. My senses were going haywire, but it was astonishing and breathtaking. I could feel every inch as he plunged deep inside me, and I relished in the way it controlled me.



When he worked his way up to a steady pace while grinding against my body, my eyes shut tight. I got lost in the feel of his body working with mine as he kissed my neck, my shoulder, and my collar bone, occasionally sinking his teeth into my skin between the moans that he released.



“Fuck, Reason. You’re about to have a nigga sprung already.”



Bronx’s voice vibrated against my neck as he picked up his pace. Pushing my leg up higher and out wider allowing him more access, he then dug deeper in me, which I could feel in my stomach.



My body was his, and he knew it. The weight of his body pressed mine deeper into my mattress while he slipped in and out of me with aggression.



The moment I gave into his control, my body began to tremble, and he pushed into my abyss, now erratically moving against my body, and I came hard and fast with him right behind me before we both went still. The only sounds that filled my room was our quickened breaths that fell in sync until he pulled out of me and rolled off my body, bringing me with him.



Now both on our sides and face to face, he smiled and then pecked my lips a few times.



“Your pussy is gonna be a problem for me.”



His confession was so random and so Bronx that it forced a laugh from me.



“Did you really just say that?”



“Hell yeah, I did, and I meant it. I can’t even explain that shit, but I meant it. I just nutted hard as hell, but my dick is bricked up again already.”



“I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to that. I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or a bad thing.”



He chuckled and then pressed his lips against mine again before lifting his body enough to force me onto my back while he wedged himself between my legs.



Bronx was already poking at my center as he dipped one arm under my right thigh.



“It’s a great fucking thing for you, but a bad thing for me,” he admitted as he pushed into me again. “I just hope you can handle it, though.”



“Mmm, shit, how is it bad for you?”



“It just is,” he said lowly before pushing in deep and kissing my shoulder.



Burying his face in the crook of my neck, I enjoyed the feel of him inside me again. Even if I couldn’t handle it, I was damn sure not about to admit defeat. It wasn’t in my nature.



 



***



The next morning, I was up early. I showered in the hall bathroom, sore but smiling the entire time. Bronx had proved to me that bad boys do it better, a million times better.



After I lotioned my body and slipped on a t-shirt dress, panties, and no bra, I crept back into my room, excepting to find Bronx still asleep.



It was only a little after seven, and he didn’t seem like the early riser type. To my surprise, he was up and sitting on the side of the bed.



Bronx had his phone in his hand, and he seemed to be intently focused on it until he felt my presence in the room, which brought his attention to me.



Now dressed in his boxers and jeans, which were still unbuckled, and his Gucci belt hung loosely. When I fully entered the room, he looked up at me with no expression for a brief moment before he smiled.



I relaxed a little when he did.



“Did you cook for me?”



“No, I did not,” I said and moved past him toward my hamper.



After I dumped my clothes in, he extended his long arm and grabbed mine, pulling me toward him.



When I was close enough, he attempted to push my dress up my body while talking.



“Why not? Isn’t that being hospitable? I’m your guest, so you’re supposed to feed me.”



His eyes went south, and I felt my thighs tighten a little. I tried to slap his hands away, but he gave me an annoyed look.



“Move my hands again and watch how that shit plays out.”



I shook my head and allowed him to lift my dress while inspecting my body.



“I thought you said you had more?”



“More what?”



“Tattoos. Turn around?”



“I don’t have to turn around, it’s right here.” I slipped my finger into the waistband of the panties that I was wearing, forcing them down a little more and exposing the script that sat just blow my bikini line which read
 Perfection
 .



He moved his fingertip across it before he leaned down to kiss the spot. “It damn sure is.”



Bronx up at me with a smirk, and I blushed a little as he retraced the letters.



“That’s the only one?”



“Maybe.”



I tried to pull away from him, but his large hands pulled me further between his legs.



“Show me, or I’ll get you naked and find them myself. But if I get you naked, then you already know what’s next, so it’s best you just show me.”



His lips touched my stomach, and I unconsciously placed my hands on his broad shoulders, causing him to look up at me and smile. This was the most I’d seen him smile since we met.



Taking my hands from his shoulders, I lifted the left side of my dress, exposing my third tattoo. It was three tiny hearts that were linked and printed where my bra would normally sit, but since I wasn’t wearing one, it was fully exposed.



Again, Bronx moved the tip of his finger across my skin, and I swear, my legs almost buckled.



“I like these. I swear everything about your little mean ass is sexy.”



Frowning a bit, I peered down at him, and his eyes met mine when he felt my stare. “I’m not mean.”



“Yes, the fuck you are, but just take the compliment and say thank you.”



“Thank you,” I said, yanking my dress down and backing away. This time, he let me, and I leaned against the dresser, placing my hands behind me while watching him.



He stood and began buckling his jeans. Once he was done, he located the polo he wore to my apartment and then pulled it over his head. The entire time, I silently watched until he was fully dressed and standing directly in front of me.



“So, we good now? You been giving me a hard time being all difficult and shit, when all I was trying to do was get to know your little mean ass.”



Laughing at the awkwardness of his question, I just stared at him for a minute. We were more than good in, my opinion. In fact, we were great, and my body could still feel the affects of it, but I knew what he meant, and what he was asking wasn’t about sex.



“Yes, we’re good,” was all I said.



“You have plans later?”



“I have to work until seven, but after that, no.”



“Aight, Imma swing through if you’re good with that.”



“Yes, I’m good with that.”



He chuckled. “You better be.”



“And he’s back.”



“Chill, I was just fucking with you. I mean, not really, but I’m not trying to ruin the moment since you have a habit of calling me rude and shit.”



He walked over the the bed where his phone was, unlocked it, and handed it to me.



“Let me get your number since I still don’t have that shit.”



That sexy smile of his crossed his face, and I keyed my number in and handed his phone back.



“Aight, I have to head out, but I’ll hit you later before I head this way.”



Nodding to agree, I smiled, and said, “Okay.”



“Don’t ignore my call either, ’cause you already know I have no problems poppin’ up on you.”



Bronx moved closer to me so that our bodies were touching, but all he did was look down at me with that sexy grin of his.



“No promises,” I stated, feeling butterflies in my stomach from him being that close to me again.



He chuckled and rubbed his chin before backing away from me. “You’re stubborn as fuck, but I’ll break that. I want to kiss you bad as fuck right now, but I’ll save that for later. I need to go get myself right first. You got me out here all types of fucked up, and that’s not even me. Come lock your door.”



Following him to the door, I smiled to myself, and when we reached it, Bronx embraced me tight as hell. I enjoyed the feel of his body against mine for as long as I could, and a minute later, he was gone. I stood looking at the door after I locked it, grinning like a little kid. I had no idea what the hell I had just gotten myself into, but Bronx had officially worked his way into my life.










Bronx



“The fuck did you just get yourself into?” I said under my breath as I waited for the elevator in the hallway outside of Reason’s door.



I left her place smiling and shit, feeling all types of played. This wasn’t my thing, no type of way at all, but shorty had me, and I couldn’t even deny it.



That was one of the reason why I left her spot so quick. Besides the fact that I needed to wash my ass, because I wasn’t used to slumming it, I needed to get from under her spell for a minute to get my head right. She had singlehandedly taken all my fucking coolness away.



Shorty was a new level for me, and as good as the pussy was, it wasn’t even about that. Her shit was fucking extraordinary, but I already knew it would be before I even immersed in it.



The worst part was that I had to make myself leave her spot. I liked being around her mean ass. The canyon between her legs was just a bonus, and that had me questioning things.



It had been a long time since I’d been in this head space with a female. When I got in my truck, my past crept up on me, and I had Harper heavy on the brain. She was the only other person who had a nigga doing shit out of charter, and that had me in a disagreeable place.



Harper had basically played me, and that was some shit that I wasn’t going to go through again. I promised myself that I wouldn’t let another female get me to the point where I was open enough to be that nigga again, but somehow, Reason had snuck up on me. Shit, she had me nutting in her, and that was some shit that I DID NOT DO!



Shaking the thought, I dialed Brim. I needed to get some things off my chest, and he was the only person I could do that with.



“What’s good, Bronx?”



“Where you at?”



“On my way home. What’s up?”



“It’s early as fuck, where you on your way home from?”



“None of your got damn business. What you need?”



“Your ass been out creeping. Meet me at my place?”



“I just told you I’m on my way home, you meet me at mine.”



Chuckling to myself because I was about to have to admit that I was up to the same shit that he was on right now, I then fessed up.



“Nah, I need to go home and change, so you just head this way.”



“How the fuck you asking me where I been, but you ain’t home?”



“Don’t worry about all that, just meet at my place. I need to holla at you about something.”



Not wanting to get into it over the phone, I hung up on him so that he didn’t have a chance to question me.



Knowing Brim, he was going to assume something was wrong, which meant that he would be on his way.



I made it to my place before him, and by the time he did get there, I had already showered and was chilling in the living room with a bowl of cereal since I hadn’t eaten yet. I was never the one to be up before noon. I couldn’t help it, but mostly because I was up late recording.



“I know you didn’t have a show last night so whats the deal? Where the fuck you been?”



“You first,” I said and placed my bowl on the table next to where I was sitting.



My brother grinned and then ran his hand across his head. “I was with Teagan. I stayed at her place last night, and she had an eight o’clock class. I just dropped her off.”



“So, you’re doing sleepovers and shit now?”



“Nigga, I’m grown. I chilled at her spot last night. It wasn’t a fucking sleepover, especially since we were both up all night, and neither of us did much sleeping.”



“I thought you wasn’t dealing with her like that?”



“I wasn’t, but she caught me in a weak moment.” Brim chuckled.



“I guess that shit was in the air last night.”



“The fuck is that supposed to mean?”



“I stayed with Reason last night.”



“Word, so y’all good and shit now?”



“We better be!”



“Better be? Damn, it’s like that?”



“Just like that.” I shook my head and laughed at myself. “We had sex last night. Several times.”



“Yeah, and? You’re saying that like it’s a bad thing. Shit, nigga, I’m proud of you. I knew you were into her.”



“Unprotected sex,” I said, ignoring his whole speech.



“What happened? You weren’t prepared? I hope your ass pulled out. You know good and damn well you ain’t trying to procreate.” Brim looked at me with a concerned expression.



“That’s the thing. I had condoms, but I didn’t use them. Shit, I didn’t even try to.”



“The fuck, Bronx? I hope your pull out game is up to date.”



“Fuck if I know. I ain’t do that shit either.”



“Ah hell. You nutted in her.”



“More than once.”



“The fuck wrong with you? I know that pussy wasn’t that good. Well, shit, it might have been ’cause Teagan had me wanting to bless her ass too, but I didn’t.”



He grinned like he was thinking about it, but then looked at me with a serious expression, and I dragged my hand down my face.



“I fucked up.”



“Yeah, you did. Fuck you gonna do about it?”



“Ain’t shit I can do, at least not right now.”



“So, what’s the deal then?”



“Fuck if I know.” I had to laugh at myself.



“Bronx, it don’t work like that. Are you really trying to be tied to her like that? Dad ain’t want us, and we’re here, but at what cost? He broke mom in ways that have me occasionally wanting to fuck that nigga up from time to time, and he ain’t really a father. He’s more like that cool ass nigga who we used to hang out with. The only parenting we got came from Cynthia George, our mother.”



“Nah, I mean, I don’t know. Shit that’s why I called you. I’m not like him when it comes to that. I’m not swearing off kids or no shit like that, I just know I ain’t ready for that in my life at the present. That nigga never wanted kids and still don’t. But, as deep as that shit is, it’s not about that right now. Being with Reason had me thinking about Harper.”



Brim’s expression turned cold, and the way he looked at me was like he was angry. I wasn’t sure why, other than he loved me and knew what I went through with her, but it was like he was feeling that shit just as deep as I was.



“Fuck you thinking about her for? She ain’t worth the thought, Bronx.”



“Not really her, just how similar things feel. Being with Reason got me in a weird space.”



“Fuck Harper’s hoe ass. Like I said, she ain’t worth the thoughts, and Reason ain’t her. Real shit, though, what you need to figure out is what the fuck you’re gonna do because I’m pretty sure you ain’t trying to have nobody calling you daddy. From what you just laid on me, looks like that might be a possibility.”



“She ain’t say shit, so I’m sure she has to be on something. We’re good.”



“Ah hell, your ass is in trouble baby, bruh.”



“Fuck you mean?”



“Did you hear that dumb ass shit you just said.
 We’re good.
 Nah, your ass ain’t good, and what if she just got caught up in the moment like you, or even worse, what if she let you nut in her because she has an agenda. She seems cool and shit, but you don’t know her like that.”



“Nah, she’s not the type.”



“You sound real sure right now, but you don’t know shit about her, Bronx.”



Even if I didn’t believe that Reason had an agenda, Brim was right. She damn sure didn’t object. Either she knew we were good, or she had her own intentions.



I couldn’t really put that on her because I was the one who made the decision not to use protection. Fuck. I just hope I didn’t regret it. That was not like me at all, and I don’t know where the fuck my head was at.



In that good ass pussy
 .



“I’ll talk to her.”



Brim shook his head and looked at me serious as hell. “Yeah, you do that, and I suggest you do that shit real soon, or I might be calling your ass Daddy Bronx.”



“Fuck you.” I chuckled, and Brim laughed too.



The more I thought about it, the worst that shit felt.
 Damn, was the pussy that good?



 



***



Later that day



I sat on the edge of my bed and stretched after having just woke up. My phone was the culprit to interrupting the good ass nap that I was deep into. Lifting my phone, I glanced at my father’s name and then answered.



“What up, old man?”



“I’m far from old, Bronx. Age isn’t shit as long as my hands are up to date,” my father responded, causing me to chuckle.



He was right, though. My moms had Brim at the age of twenty, and me and twenty-two. She and my father were the same age, so he hadn’t even crossed the line at fifty yet.



Not just that, but my pops kept himself up, which attributed to the fact that his old ass was always fucking some female who was me and Brim’s age or younger.



I wasn’t really with that shit, but as long as they were legal, I guess he could do what the fuck he wanted. I just never brought anybody around him ’cause I loved my pops, but I’d fuck around and beat his ass if he tried me like that.



I wasn’t even sure if he would, but I also wasn’t about to put that shit in motion to find out.



“You right. What’s up, though?” I stood and held my phone to my ear by balancing it with my shoulder so that I could stretch again before heading out my room toward my kitchen.



“Nothing at all, son. Just checking on you. I haven’t talked to you in a minute and wanted to make sure you were good.”



I nodded before I verbally responded.



“Shit is lovely on this end. I’m eating good, so I don’t have anything to complain about.”



“That’s all that matters. How’s your mother?”



“Fuck you asking me that for?” I frown as I pulled open my refrigerator and wrapped my hand around a beer.



“Because I wanna know, is why the fuck I’m asking you. Watch your fucking tone, son.”



I smirked at the fact that he thought that meant something to me. My father’s position often made him think that he was untouchable. Maybe that was the case in his world, but when it came to my mother, I’d fuck him up with no remorse.



Me, Brim, and my pops were close. Hell, he had been more of a friend coming up than a father, so we were real close, but I drew the line when it came to my mother.



I knew he loved her, but it didn’t take away from the fact that he hurt her. When I was old enough to understand that, it didn’t sit well with me, so that shit wasn’t okay with me or Brim. He knew he wasn’t shit, so when he was able, he showered her with monetary shit, trying to mend the broken heart that he caused.



Even though she never forgave him, she accepted that nigga’s money, but that was on her. She was grown, and I couldn’t say shit about that but I wasn’t about to play games with him, discussing her life or well being.



“You know how I feel about that. She’s good because we make sure she’s good. You don’t need to worry about her. When you owned that responsibility, you fucked it up, so you no longer have the right to ask. You know I love you, but you also know that her life is not up for discussion.”



He got quiet, and I knew what that was about. My pop was gangsta as fuck and would handle me and Brim about most things, but he knew that coming at either one of us about our mother was a fight he didn’t want.



“Aight, well, all I wanted to do was check in. If you’re good, then I’m good. I’ll let you get back to it. I have to run up on one of my situations.”



“You need to stop fucking with them young ass females and settle down with somebody your own age.”



“How you know she’s not my age?” he stated cheerfully.



“’Cause I know you, and I know how you get down.”



He laughed before responding. “Well, all I’ll say is that she’s legal, and I like what I like.”



“Your old ass is gonna get caught out there.”



“Oh hell no, I won’t. I make sure of that, and if I do get caught, I pay good money to fix it.”



In that moment, Reason crossed my mind. Would I be like he was and offer up a financial solution if things played out like that?



“Yeah, aight. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”



“Duly noted. I’ll holla at you soon though. Later, son,” my pops said through a chuckle and then ended our call.



I sat down on my sofa, opened my beer, and then turned it up before pulling up Reason’s number to shoot her a text. I had no idea what the fuck to say because I had a feeling that
 aye, why you let me nut in you last night
 wasn’t going to go over well.



I wasn’t sure what I wanted to say, but a knock at my door disturbed me from the process anyway.



Tossing my phone on the sofa, I finished off my beer and then headed to the door, checking to see who the fuck was at my place unannounced.



When I heard Teenay’s soft voice the other side, I opened it and peered at her. She was a cute little shorty I fucked with from time to time. She had a man, so she wasn’t very needy with my time. I liked that about her, and I loved her body and the things that she could do with it. Teenay didn’t give a fuck about anything either. She was the type to let you fuck her in the ass while fingering her pussy. She loved shit like that. Teenay was the type who wanted you to pull her hair, smack her ass, and fuck her aggressively.



“Hello to you too.” She sucked her teeth before her fingers moved through the long ass blue weave hanging across her shoulders.



“What you want, Nay?” I said with no type of feelings behind it.



“Dick, nigga. It ain’t like you offering anything else,” she said with an attitude before pushing past me and entering my place.



My eyes followed her fat round ass as it bounced all the way to my sofa, where she tossed her fake Louie purse down.



Biting down on my lip, I debated if I was about to roll with this shit or ask her to leave. But when my eyes gave her body a once over, and my dick started to rise, I knew the answer even if I didn’t want to admit it.



Deep down inside, I was testing myself because of Reason. She had a nigga feeling shit that I wasn’t ready to claim. Me being with her the way I was last night had me in an awkward position.



Shutting my door, I locked it and joined Teenay.



She wasted no time getting naked, allowing me to admire her body while she did. She was fine as fuck. The type of fine that had you beating her pussy up in every position imaginable.



My dick was hard because it was impossible not to be with the sight before me, but my mind was on Reason. Shaking that, I bit down on my lip as Teenay walked over to where I was now sitting on the sofa and got down on her knees.



In no time at all, I had her mouth stretched wide as I aggressively forced my rod in and out of it while guiding her motions with a fist of her hair.



She loved shit like that, with her nasty ass, so when shot off my first load down her throat, she simply looked up at me and licked her lips with a satisfied grin on her face.



“Get a condom,” I said as my eyes moved to the wooden box that held condoms and my weed.



Like a good girl, she did as she was told, and then joined me again, ripping it open. She placed it in her mouth while she stroked my dick to bring it back to full potential. Again, my mind drifted to Reason.



It was crazy to me how right after my first nut with her, minutes later, my dick was at it’s full potential again with just the thought of being inside her. That was some new shit for me.



Nay eased down on me and and began swirling her hips at a moderate pace. My hands moved to her thighs as I watched, not even fully interested. Her pussy felt luxurious, so it wasn’t that. She just wasn’t who I wanted on my dick right now.



“Shit, Bronx. I wish my nigga could make me feel like this, and I might actually be faithful.” She groaned and let her small hands squeeze her breasts while toying with her nipples.



“Shut the fuck up with that dumb shit. You’re on my dick talking about another nigga, the fuck?” I said, causing her eyes to land on me.



She grinned, thinking that it meant more than it did. I didn’t give a fuck about her man, I just wanted her to hurry the fuck up and make me cum.



“You’re not jealous, are you?”



She began winding her hips more aggressively and I laughed sarcastically. “Of what, that pussy ass nigga who got you sitting on my dick right now?”



I smirked and let my fingers dig into her side as I started fucking her while she bounced on my rod. I watched her face twist up as I hit her spot. The thrust I delivered had her lost, and a minute later, she came hard with me right behind her.



The crazy part was that I wasn’t even moved by the nut she just provided. It was average at best, when normally she had a nigga drained and wanting more. That sealed the deal for me.



“Get up,” I commanded, and she frowned at me.



Nay was still enjoying her high, but I was done and wanted her to leave.



“This don’t really work for me anymore.”



“Nigga, I just made you cum, like I aways do. Fuck wrong with you?” she asked, tilting her head to the side as she lifted her body and stood, placing her hand on her stomach.



“Ain’t shit wrong with me. I just told you that this don’t really work for me anymore. Enjoy the rest of your day, and lock my door when you leave,” I said after I stood and tucked my dick in my shorts, still covered in the condom that that I had just fucked her with. I was heading straight to the shower, so it didn’t matter.



“Really, nigga?”



“Yeah, really. You said you wanted dick. I just gave you that, so you can go now, and don’t show up here unannounced anymore. You know better than that shit anyway.”



I was already moving toward my bedroom to go shower, so when she spoke again, I stopped and looked her way.



“Are you serious?”



“Do I look like I’m fucking joking?”



She glared at me for a minute before she began snatching up her clothes. “Well, excuse the fuck outta me. I guess I’ll see you when I see you then.”



“As long as you seeing me is not you showing up at my door announced, then I’m good with that.”



I chuckled at her having an attitude. She had a nigga who wasn’t shit. From what she told me, he didn’t fuck her right, which was why she was so eager to give her pussy to me. This was our norm. She would come by, we would fuck, and then she would bounce her happy ass up out my place. Normally I was on board with that, but this time, she just helped prove what I already knew.



Even if my heart wasn’t in it yet, my mind was already there. Reason had a hold on me just that fucking fast, and I needed to figure out how the hell I was going to deal with that.



“
 Who the fuck lives here, Teenay?”
 a male voice belted out, and I just knew it was about to be some shit. I wasn’t in the mood to beat a nigga’s ass, but if it came to it, then that’s exactly what the fuck I was about to do.



“Nobody, and how the fuck did you even know where I was?”



“I tracked your damn phone. I knew your shady ass has been up to something. I’m done, I swear for good if you’re fucking around on me again…”



“I’m not, and you know better than that.”



I stood in my living room waiting as Nay positioned her body in my doorway.



“Aight, then get the fuck out the way and let me see. And your ass better pray this place belongs to one of those trifling ass bitches you call friends, or I’m beating your ass and the nigga who lives here.
 ”



“No, I’m not doing that. Let’s… What the fuck, Dino?”



Teenay went stumbling back, and this nigga barged in. The second he laid eyes on me, his face got tight as fuck.



She was now in my apartment too with a pleading look on her face. Moving his eyes from her back to me, this big muthafucker looked like steam was about to escape from his ears.



I was sizing his over grown ass up, trying to figure out how to hit him just right to knock his ass the fuck out.



“You’re fucking him?”



I couldn’t stand a dumb ass muthafucker who asked questions with obvious fucking answers. He knew good and damn well that I had either just fucked her or was about to. She damn sure wasn’t there for any other reason than that.



“Fucked, as in past tense, but I just ended that shit, so you can get the fuck out of my place and go work that out with her.”



“Or I could beat your ass.”



“You really wanna fight me over passed around pussy? I mean, you can if you want to, but I advise against it. She can suck a mean dick, but she ain’t wroth getting your ass beat over, and that’s exactly what’s going to happen if you don’t take your bitch and get the fuck outta my place.”



I was calm as ever because there was no reason for me to overreact. I meant what I said. I would fuck him up, and if for some reason, I couldn’t, I’d just shoot his big ass.”



“Nigga, you got me fucked up.”



His fist clenched at his side, but I noticed that he hadn’t moved yet. I kept my eyes on him the entire time. If he moved my way in the slightest, I was gonna rock the shit outta him and crack his fucking jaw.



“Nah, you got me fucked up. I’m giving you your bitch back, so what more do you want? I just ended things with her, didn’t I, Nay?”



She was mad as hell, but I didn’t know why. Shit, I wasn’t lying.



“Muthafucker.”



Old boy took a step forward, but my fist connected with his face quicker than he could get to me.



Teenay sucked her teeth, and his big ass stumbled back before she moved in front of him, placing her hands on his chest.



“Dino, you’re not about to embarrass me like this. You always trying to beat somebody’s ass and end up looking dumb. Bring your ass on,” she growled at him.



I was confused as fuck but watched to see how this shit played out, and I’ll be damned if this nigga didn’t wipe the blood from his mouth and then grill me hard as fuck before he looked down at her.



“Why you always got me out here looking weak and shit, Nay? I don’t know why I even deal with you. Bring your hoe ass on.” He then looked at me. “Stay the fuck away from my bitch,” he demanded, like that shit really meant something to me. He had already played himself.



Was this nigga slow or something? I had just told his ass I wasn’t gonna fuck her anymore. Shit he had me wanting to tap that ass again and make him watch just because he was stupid as fuck.



“Bruh, get the fuck outta my spot before I shoot your dumb ass, and take her with you.”



Teenay pushed her dude in the chest toward the door, and the two left.



I locked my door and stood there for a minute, not even believing that shit had just happened.



How the fuck he gonna try and fight me for fucking his bitch and then back the fuck down when she told him to, knowing good and well I had just dicked her ass down.



That’s some shit for you. Ain’t no got damn way, but to each his own.










Tia



A few hours later



“It’s not a problem anymore. You don’t need to be concerned.”



I looked around nervously as I stood with Mel outside of my job. Torren had not long texted and said that he was on his way to pick me up. The clinic I worked at was scheduled to close in less than an hour, so I needed to get Mel out of there before Torren arrived.



Mel was there, so called checking on me and our situation. I regretted the fact that I had even mentioned to him that I was pregnant. It was a stupid mistake, but one that I couldn’t take back.



In my mind, I was going to leave Torren alone after he walked out on me when I told him about the baby. A baby that I knew wasn’t his but wanted him to claim. However, when he just left, I decided that I was done and was going to move on with Mel.



True enough, he was twice my age, but I could see building something with him. It might have even worked, but there was one thing preventing that. This baby that I was carrying. Unfortunately, he flat out told me that he didn’t want kids, and if I chose to have this baby, he would only be there for me financially.



We had discussed multiple times how he never wanted kids, but I also knew that he had two sons, both of whom were around my age. I was hopeful that maybe this baby might change his mind about starting a family with me.



Apparently, I was wrong, but it didn’t matter now anyway because Torren apologized and was now excited about the three of us being a family. I just had to rid my self of Mel in order to make that work.



“How is it not a problem anymore, Tia?” Mel looked at me with a curious stare. His handsome face gave away no clues to what he was thinking.



This man was not just powerful, which was beyond sexy, but he was also physically attractive to me. Golden sun kissed skin, jet black hair that curled into a neat fade, and dark brown eyes that almost looked black. He was handsome and didn’t look anywhere near his 47 years of age.



When we usually spent time together, his body was covered in expensive custom suits, which was also a turn on and major contrast from what I was accustomed to with Torren. But, even now, dressed down in jeans and a button up, I wanted to be close to him with thoughts of him working my body the way only he knew how.



Not only was he gorgeous, but his body was also amazing, and him standing in front of me now had me trying to contain the excitement I felt from being near him. The memories of the things that he had done to please my body vividly dancing around in my head.



His age had blessed him with experience that allowed him to please me in ways that Torren never had. Torren’s dick was great, but that wasn’t everything. When you combine great dick with experience, talent, and maturity, then even the most faithful of hearts will wander. That was the case with me. I loved Torren, but after the first night I spent with Melvin, I was addicted.



Looking at him now, I still wanted him, but he didn’t want this baby and Torren did. I wasn’t about to get rid of it, so I made my choice, and I was going to be a family with Torren and this baby.



“I took care of it. You don’t have to worry about the baby anymore. It didn’t make sense for me to have it when we don’t even know what we are. You also made it clear that you don’t want any more kids.”



He stared at me for a minute while I secretly prayed that he didn’t see through my lie. His eyes moved across my body, which he knew every inch of intimately, before he focused on my face.



“You had an abortion?”



“Yes,” I said quickly, needing this conversation to be over. The last thing I needed was for Torren to show up while he was there.



“Why didn’t you call me? I would have been there with you. The baby wasn’t a good idea for us, but I’m not that much of an asshole, Tia. I do care about you.”



Feeling like shit for the lie that I was telling, my expression softened when I noticed the sincerity in his words.



“I know you do. I’m okay, and I just needed to do it alone. Please don’t feel bad about not being there because I didn’t give you the chance to be.”



“Are we okay?” His eyes bore into mine, and I nodded just as I noticed Reason coming down the block.



Even though I was simply having a conversation, and nothing about it seemed suspect to anyone who saw us, my heart started pounding like she would somehow figure out who he was and why he was there.



“We’re fine. I have to get back to work,” I said quickly, hoping to get him to leave.



“Can I see you later? I know that you’re saying you’re okay, but I—”



“I can’t. I have a family thing,” I said.



Looking up, I noticed that Reason was now watching as she moved closer. She smiled, and I delivered a forced one.



“Aight, but soon, then. I don’t want this to get in the way of us. Like I said, I do care about you.”



“I know, and it won’t. I’ll call you.”



My hearted raced even more when he moved closer and embraced me just as Reason reached us. She didn’t say a word, but the look she gave spoke to me directly. After a kiss on the forehead, he let me go and smiled, unaware of how he had just complicated my life.



“I’ll let you get back to work, and I’ll check on you later. You sure you’re okay and that you don’t need anything?”



“No, I don’t need anything. I promise I’m okay.”



Again, he surveyed me like he was trying to gauge the authenticity of my response, but he appeared relieved. As far as he was concerned, the baby that he didn’t want with me was no longer an issue.



Little did he know, it was still very much a part of me. I just didn’t want it to be a part of him, and I was praying that I could make my plan work.



Torren was going to be this baby’s father, and he and I were going to raise it together as a family.



A few minutes later, I was back in the clinic and Reason was waiting at the front counter for me.



She delivered a suspicion stare as I entered the door to get behind the counter.



“Hey, what are you doing here?” I asked cheerfully.



“Who was that?” she asked, ignoring my question.



“Some guy whose daughter I helped a few weeks ago. You know I occasionally work in the crisis division. She had a boyfriend who was beating her and almost caused her to lose her baby. I convinced her to get help, and her father was thanking me for that.”



The lie came so quickly that I was amazed at myself for how easily I delivered it. I also prayed that it sounded convincing.



Reason studied me for a minute before she responded. “Oh, makes sense. It seemed like you knew him, though.”



“I don’t. Not like that anyway.” I forced a smile.



She and I were okay. Not the best of friends, but cordial. I was positive that Reason never had any issues with me, but it wasn’t like she went out of her way to embrace me either, so I didn’t know her well enough to tell how she felt about what she had witnessed.



“I need to do birth control. Do I have to see a doctor, or can you help me with that? You’re an actual nurse, right?”



“Yeah, I am, but it depends on what kind. We keep the pills here in the pharmacy. If you just want that, I can do it, but if you want the shot or a IUD, then you’ll have to see Dr. Avery. She’s already gone for the day.”



“I don’t like needles, and I don’t trust that IUD thing. Pills are fine, I guess.”



“They are if you can remember to take them. I suck at that,” I said and laughed. “Come on back, and I’ll get you what you need.”



“Nina, can you watch the front for me?” Nina nodded as she dug through the file cabinet that she was standing at, but she didn’t bother to look my way.



Our clinic was small. It was a planned parenthood that the state funded, so we didn’t have much. There was literally no staff, which meant that most days we were overworked.



We had one doctor, three nurses, and then Nina and Lana, who were considered office staff. It wasn’t the ideal job, but it was a job.



I bombed out on getting the job I really wanted at the hospital, so when I applied there and got the job, I accepted immediately. Even though I had been there for a year now, I kept saying that it was temporary, but I was still there, with no other prospects.



“Do I have to do an exam?” Reason asked after we entered the tiny exam room.



“No, you have a doctor, right?”



“Yeah, it’s just a headache to get there, and I can get the pills free here, right?”



“Trust me, I get it, and yes. They’re free here. I’ll take your pressure and ask a few questions just for paperwork purposes, and then I can get them for you. When was your last period?”



She bit down on her lip and thought.



“On the eight of last month.”



“So, it’s almost time then. The kind we have are pretty basic. Just start takin’ them on the first Sunday after your next period. Wait, have you had unprotected sex since then? If so, we need to do a pregnancy test.”



Reason looked at me strangely and then exhaled. “I did, but it was last night, so I don’t think a pregnancy test will help.”



Grinning, I shook my head. “Since you’re here, I’m assuming you’re not trying to have a baby, so I can give you a Plan B too if you want.”



“Yeah, I might need that. Bad judgment.”



“Or good dick. They both apply,” I said with a smile.



“Both,” she returned, smiling equally hard.



“So, I take it your bad judgement wasn’t Dee?”



She didn’t even have to answer. The look she gave me said it all. As upside down as my life was, I was in no position to have an opinion in any way whatsoever.



“No judgment from me. Been there. Let me check your pressure real quick, and then I’ll be right back.”



After I finished up with everything I needed from her on paper, I left her there to go get her a Plan B and three-month supply of birth control. It was the most that we could give out at one time.



When I returned, I handed them over, had her sign off on her paperwork, and then we were done. She followed me back to the front so that she could leave, and I could shut down for the day.



Make sure you take a that in the next forty-eight hours, and you should be good.”



“Thanks, Tia. I appreciate it.”



“You’re welcome. When you run out, come see me, and I’ll get you a refill. We can only do three months at a time.”



“I’m pretty sure my bad judgment won’t be around that long, but I will.” She rolled her eyes, and I laughed.



Reason left, and I began preparing to close up for the day. Torren hadn’t shown up yet, but based on his recent behavior, I knew he’d be there. He was really trying his best to make this work and to do the right thing.



I was a horrible person for what I was doing, and I knew it, but I loved him just as much as I loved this baby that I was carrying. I refused to choose one over the other, so I was going to lie my way into keeping them both. Say what you want, but people have done much worse for reasons that didn’t match mine.



Besides, knowing the type of man that Melvin Harris was and the position he held, I was a fool to think that I would fit into his world in the first place. I needed to get my life and just make things work for myself and this baby with Torren.



I didn’t care what the hell it was going to take to make that happen, but it was going to happen. One lapse in judgement was not about to leave me as single mother and without the love of my life. I could promise you that.










Teagan



“You two are so cute.” I looped my arm through my cousins as we stood waiting by the door while Bronx and Brim stood at the counter paying for the liquor that they had just selected.



The four of us were going to be chilling tonight at Brim’s place. When he showed up and told me and had Bronx with him, I was a little disappointed that we weren’t going to be spending time alone until he mentioned that we were picking up Reason too.



After we got to Reason’s spot, Bronx insisted on going to to get her, which I found strange. While he was gone, Brim filled me in on the night that Bronx and Reason shared. I was so happy for my cousin but pissed that she hadn’t called to give me the details herself.



Our first stop was to get food, and while Bronx and Brim went in, leaving us in his truck, she filled me in about her night. Afterward, I cussed her out for not telling me, and then I gave her details on mine.



After just one encounter, the Harris men had both of us wide open. It was a good thing, though, and I couldn’t stop smiling. I was barely able to focus in my classes today because my mind kept drifting to Brim.



I was a little annoyed that he hadn’t been in touch with me all day, but when he finally did call to tell me that he wanted to see me, I was right back on cloud nine.



“There is no us two, it’s him and then me.” Reason rolled her eyes but was smiling as she spoke.



“There’s definitely a
 you two
 . He’s been all in your personal space since we picked you up. I’m glad that you gave him a chance and some of that good, good.”



“Shut up. I didn’t really give it to him. He kinda took it, but I didn’t object.” Reason smiled again before her eyes landed on Bronx.



He and Brim looked absolutely edible standing in line conversing while they waited so that they could pay.



“Gave away, snatched. It’s all the same, and if he’s anything like his brother, then you’re in love, just like me.”



“Hoe, relax all that. I’m definitely not in love with him.” Reason frowned and I laughed.



“Not with him, with the dick. There are no rules as to how and when you get emotionally tied to the dick. It can be love at first sight or stroke. It was both for me, and boo, I’m in love. You were right, I thought that Josiah was putting it down, but baby, he’s minor leauge compared to Brim. My girl is saying, Josiah who?”



“You’re so damn stupid, but I agree. Bronx is not a missionary only type of man, and I must admit that he is definitely blessed with his delivery.”



“Hoe ass,” I teased, and she laughed.



“I’ll take that.”



We both looked their direction again, and this time, Bronx and Brim returned looks our way. I felt my heart beating fast from the way Brim was watching me. It wasn’t love, but it was something. I really liked him, and prayed that I didn’t regret opening myself up to this man.



Now back in his truck on our way to his apartment, I sat across from him feeling anxious.



“Why you always got on little ass shit, Teagan?”



Instead of answering Brim, I glanced across my shoulder at Reason, who was in the back seat with Bronx. The two were positioned behind Brim, and damn near sitting in each other’s lap.



She was smiling while he spoke to her in a low tone and mostly against her ear and neck. They were cute, and Reason seemed happy. They happiest that she had been since our grandmother died.



After moving my focus back to Brim, I noticed that he had a displeased look on his face that was hidden by a smile.



“My clothes aren’t little,” I delivered with a shrug as my eyes moved down my chest to my thighs.



I was in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. The both clung to my body, exposing what little curves God blessed me with.



Brim delivered a smug grin before his finger moved to my thigh and passed across the exposed skin from one of the frayed slits in my jeans.



I watched until his hand slipped between my thighs and he cupped my center. My first instinct was to look back across my shoulder again, and Reason and Bronx were not paying attention to us in the least. It as as if the two were in their own world.



“Don’t be looking back there. I’m talking to you. Got my dick all hard with these tight ass jeans. I’m taking you into my bedroom as soon as we get there so that you can handle this for me.”



“No, you are not. Your brother and Reason will…”



“Will have to hear your young ass singing my name, but that’s your fault for wearing this tight ass shit.” His eyes traced my body again, which ended with him releasing a muffled laugh and his tongue gliding across his bottom lip.



That exposed the grill in his mouth, and I examined it.



“Why the fuck you looking at my lips? If you want to kiss me, then bring your ass over here.” He chuckled again and then went back to using his fingers to glide across my skin, but moving from hole to hole in my jeans like it was a game to him.



“I don’t want to kiss you. I was just look at that.” I pointed to his mouth, and he bit down, exposing his teeth.



“You like it?”



“It’s different. I see you have a lot of those.”



“Yeah, I do. I like variety,” he admitted.



“I’m sure you do.” I rolled my eyes, and he smiled at me.



“Stop fucking pouting. With my grills that’s it. Well, that’s it for now. I mean, I like variety with my pussy, but you bullied a nigga into only giving this dick to you, so you can fix your damn lips.”



“Damn nigga, your game is weak as fuck.” Bronx laughed from the back seat.



I turned to face him and felt embarrassed that he had heard part of our conversion.



“How about you worry about your weak ass game. I see Reason got your evil, bipolar ass back there grinning and shit. How the fuck are you, right now?”



Reason burst out laughing, and Bronx gripped her chin firmly before he kissed her hard. She kissed him back, and when they pulled apart, he kept his hold on her chin while he spoke.



“So, you think that shit is funny? You trying to say my game is weak?”



She smiled big and then nodded slowly. “Yep.”



Not expecting that to be her answer, we all burst out laughing.



“You ain’t shit for that, and you know there ain’t a damn thing about me or my game that’s weak, but I’ll Remind you of that later.’



Brim held a balled up fist to his mouth and forced a fake cough then muttered, “Strap up.”



I frowned at him and then shot Reason a look. She shrugged, and Bronx just ignored it and kissed her on the neck.



“Mind your fucking business, Brooklyn.”



He leaned near Reason’s ear and whispered something to her. She shook her head to say no, which brought a concerned look to his face. I wasn’t sure what that was about, but it didn’t change anything with them. Bronx dropped his arm around Reason’s shoulder and the lifted one of her legs and draped it across his.



“You want to be back there?” Brim said, bringing my attention back to him. He was smiling, so I didn’t take offense to it.



“No, I just like to see her happy. I also didn’t expect your mean ass brother to be the one to make her smile like that,” I said lowly. I didn’t want Bronx to hear me calling him mean, even if he was.



“Harris men are never what you think. And even if we show you who we are, we switch things up and surprise the fuck outta you.” Brim winked at me and then pulled up along the curb next to his building.



“I look forward to that. I like surprises as long as they’re good ones,” I admitted, causing him to deliver a closed mouth smile before he leaned across the seat and kissed me.



“Good to know,” he then said before pulling the handle to get out.



Reason was already out and on the sidewalk while Bronx was collecting the bags from the liquor store. I reached down and looped my hands through the food bag since they were up front with me, so my head was down when I heard the voices.



“You thought a nigga was gonna let that shit slide, didn’t you, muthafucker?”



By the time I looked up, Reason was being shoved out the way so that the guy could get closer to Bronx. I heard two shots as Brim reached under his seat and rushed out of his truck.



Bronx was bent over and still reaching for what I assumed was his gun, but he stumbled and fell.



“Oh shit, that nigga just shot Bronx. You see that shit...”



There was a group of guys standing by the entrance to Brim’s building. They were all watching the exchange, but the one who spoke got cut off when Brim aimed and fired multiple times, catching the guy that shot Bronx.



He hit him in the back of the head, then his shoulder, and back, causing the guy to stop running, pause for a second, and then drop to the cold, concrete sidewalk.



As stunned as I was by what had just happened, I was more concerned about Reason since she was so close to Bronx when he got shot. I jumped out and rushed to her, but she was pushing me away and trying to get to Bronx, who was now kneeling on one knee and clutching his side.



“Oh my God, he shot you?” Reason looked more hurried than I felt but I snapped out of it at the sound of Brim’s voice.



“Take this and move out the way,” Brim said and pushed his gun flat against my chest. He let it go to see about Bronx, so I had no choice but to put my hands on it to stop it from falling to the ground.



“Hang on, Bronx. Shit, hang the fuck on. I swear your ass better not die on me,” Brim said and dipped his shoulder under Bronx’s arm to help lift him.



“Nigga, I ain’t gonna die. He just shot me in my side. The gun was little as fuck because I barely even felt that shit. Just get me to the fucking hospital before I bleed out.”



Bronx’s voice was angry, and when Brim had him on his feet and helping him into the back seat of his truck, Reason stood back watching like she was in a daze. The color had drained from her face, and she hadn’t moved any since she tired to get near Bronx.



Once Brim had Bronx secured in his truck and was about to shut the door, Bronx held his hand up to stop him.



“Go see who that nigga is and make sure he’s dead,” he growled at his bother.



“That muthafucker is dead, Bronx. I’m sure of it. And you are too ’cause you know I don’t fucking miss.”



“Nigga, just go see,” he barked at him, and Brim ran his hand across his head before he let go of the door and moved down the block.



When he reached the body, he leaned down and examined him before he made his way back over to his truck.



“It’s that muthafucker you beat down at your show a few weeks back. He’s dead though, now can we go? ’Cause if your ass dies, I’m next, ’cause Cynthia is gonna kill me her damn self. Give me your keys.”



Bronx was in pain and bleeding everywhere, but he laughed at what his brother had just confessed, reached in his pocket, and handed over his keys. Brim then slammed the door and shook his head. When he did, he walked over to Reason and placed his hands on her shoulder. She looked up at him, partially dazed.



“Aye, that nigga is good. He ain’t about to die on you, so relax, aight.”



She frowned at him but nodded to agree. “He better not.”



Brim chuckled. “I need to get him to the hospital, but I’m not rolling up to that bitch with a dirty gun. I need you two to take his truck and put this in a safe place for me. Go home and wait on me, and I’ll hit you up when you can come up there and see him.”



“No, I’m going with you.” Reason snapped out of her haze quickly and looked at him like he was talking crazy.



“Ain’t shit you can do for him right now and—”



“I don’t care, I’m going.”



“Fuck, I see that nigga’s game ain’t as weak as I thought.” Brim chuckled and looked at me.



“It’s fine, she can go. I’ll take this to my apartment and meet you there.” I reached for the keys from Brim as I held onto the gun that he had just given me.



“Nah it’s cool, we can just hide it in the truck. I don’t want you moving around with that by yourself, especially since I just put a body on it.” Brim looked at me frustrated.



“And hospitals have to report stuff like that. When they do, the cops might try to search your truck, knowing that you’re the one who brought him there. And not just that, what if they stop you while you’re on the way? I’ll take it to my apartment and hold onto it for you. Just tell me what hospital you’re going to when you decide, and I’ll come as soon as you let me know that you’re there.”



I could see Brim searching my face like he wasn’t on board. I didn’t know what difference me taking the gun home alone instead Reason going with me would make.



Either way, I didn’t want him going to jail. He just shot a man with people watching. People who knew him but didn’t know me, so I wasn’t about to let him take that gun with him.



I looked past him at his truck, and by now, Reason was in the backseat with Bronx so I focused on Brim again.



“Shit!” He groaned before his hand moved across his head. “Aight, go straight to your place. Don’t stop to do anything, and I mean it. Drive safe, don’t fucking speed, and text me when you get there. Put the gun somewhere safe, but wipe that shit clean first. Take your time and get it it as clean as you can, just in case.”



“I will.”



He moved to me and closed my body in his arms before delivering a kiss.



“Go straight home, Teagan,” he commanded again, pointing a few cars down to Bronx’s truck.



“I will, but what about them?”



I nodded at the group of guys that witnessed everything that had just played out. They were now back to talking amongst themselves and minding their own business, like Brim hadn’t just killed a man.



“They won’t say shit, and they don’t know you, so even I they did, they can’t include you. Plus, they know I’d vent their fucking heads along with anyone they cared about if they opened their got damn mouths.”



The look he gave me sent chills through my body. He meant that, I was sure of it.



“I have to go. Text me when you get there.”



“Take care of my cousin.”



“She’s good. Don’t worry about her. Even with holes in his side, he won’t let shit happen to her. Trust that.” Brim partially smiled as he spoke about his brother and Reason. I felt a little better with his confirmation, so I let the thought go.



“That’s not funny. This is a serious situation, Brooklyn.”



“You don’t think I know that? But I also know that it isn’t his time. I’m about to get him to the hospital so that they can patch his evil ass up, and then he can write a fucking song about this shit. Stop worrying, Aight.”



Nodding to agree, I then received one last kiss from Brim. He looked stressed, which I was sure had everything to do with the fact that his brother got shot. He was just keeping it together for me, which I appreciated.



I watched as he disappeared into his truck and then pulled away from he curb, moving way too fast. I made my way to Bronx’s truck and got in.



I sat there for a minute replaying had just happened. My eyes moved to the dead body that still lay cold on he sidewalk a few feet away from where I sat in Bronx’s truck before I inhaled, started it, and then pulled off. I couldn’t do anything about that man, but I could make sure Brim didn’t get caught for being the reason why he was dead.



 



***



“Shit, you scared me.” My body jumped when I unlocked my apartment door and was face to face with my brother.



He smiled but only for a second. “Why the fuck you got blood all over you, Teague?”



Shit, I must have gotten it on me when Brim hugged me
 .



“I was in a fight. I’m fine.”



“That isn’t from a got damn fight. What the hell happened?” Now Torren was yelling, and his face contorted into an angry scowl. However, his eyes were filled with concern.



“What’s going on?” Tia announced when she appeared from the kitchen, frowning at both of us.



“Teagan, open your fucking mouth.” Torren yelled with his eyes narrowed.



Securing the strap to my purse up over my shoulder a little more, I held firmly to the base of my purse, which held Brim’s gun, as I focused on my brother.



“I said it was a fight. That’s all, now leave me alone.”



I hated to lie to him, but what I didn’t want was him to know that not only was I dealing with Brim, but that I had witnessed him shoot someone and then offered to hide the gun he shot the man with.



Peering at him for a moment longer, I tried to walk off, but Torren yanked my arm first and then snatched my purse from me.



“What the fuck are you hiding? You’re holding on to this damn purse like you’re hiding something.”



“Torren,” Tia yelled at him, but the look he gave her stopped her from speaking for a minute, but she evenly continued. “You’re acting like a crazy person.”



Laughing angrily, he pulled harder on my purse, which I was trying to get from his grip.



“I am, where she’s concerned, so mind your fucking business,” he barked at Tia before he focused on me.



“You got about two seconds to let this damn purse go, and I mean it.” He delivered a deadly stare, but I wasn’t giving in.



Him finding that gun would be much worse than me not handing over my purse, so I held tight to it.



“There’s nothing in my purse. Just stop acting like my damn father and leave me alone. I said it was a fight. That’s where the blood came from, now get off me.”



Torren still had one hand firmly griping my arm, which prevented him from fully taking possession of my purse. He realized that and let me go, yanking it hard and transferring possession to him.



I grabbed at it, and he grit his teeth as he peered at me.



“If you put your fucking hands on me, I swear to God I’m jacking your ass up.”



I stopped cold because I had never seen him more angry or serious in my life. I wasn’t sure how to respond, so I didn’t.



Torren dug through my purse, and my heart stopped when he pulled the gun out.



“Whose fucking gun is this, and why do you have it? Fuck, did you shoot somebody? What the hell are you caught up in, Teagan?”



All the questions rushed out back to back, and I stood, facing him with my body stiff until he yelled my name.



“Teagan, open your got damn mouth. Whose fucking gun is this.”



“Brim’s.”



The look he gave me made my heart stop. My brother was so angry and disappointed at the same time.



What happened next was more of a blur. I remembered telling Torren the real reason for me having blood on my clothes while he yelled at me about how stupid I was for what I had just done. Now here I was in the back seat of my brother’s car while he darted through traffic on his way to the hospital to get Reason.



After finding out from Brim what hospital and telling my brother, I changed clothes so that we could leave. He didn’t say another word to me, other than let’s go while he dragged me out of our apartment with Tia right behind us.



I had no idea how this was about to play out, but I knew that it wasn’t going to be good. In the pit of my stomach, I just knew that there was an imaginary divide between me and my brother, and I would have to make a choice.



Torren was about to force me to choose, and I had no idea how the hell I was supposed to do that. I loved my brother more than life, and I knew that he only wanted to protect me, but I loved what I was building with Brim.



I didn’t feel like it was fair for me to have to choose, but I also knew that Torren was going to force me to.










Bronx



I glanced at Reason, who sat on the side of my bed. We had been there for a little while, and I was already stitched up and waiting to be discharged. The doctor wanted me to stay overnight, but I wasn’t trying to hear that shit. I wanted to be at home in my bed.



Luckily, old boy was weak as fuck, and wasn’t man enough to have a real gun. I guess I should be happy about that shit, being that I’m still alive, but I was mad as fuck that he shot me. It had to be something small like a .22 ’cause it went clean through me so the doctor simply stitched me up and gave me pain meds.



Had Brim not killed his ass, that would have been my mission the second I was released from there.



I had my hand on her thigh, and for some reason, that kept me calm. I wanted to curse this dumb ass cop out for repeatedly asking me the same got damn questions over and over gain.



Either he assumed I didn’t understand the fucking question or he wanted me to change my answer, but neither of the two were the case. I just wanted him to get the fuck outta my face and leave me the hell alone.



“Mr. James, the shots you received were close range. It’s impossible for me to believe that you have no idea who shot you. Especially being that we found a body right in front of your brother’s apartment building. That person had a gun on them that I’m more than positive will match the one that put you in here. I would ask him if he’s the one who shot you, but that may be a little difficult to do being that he has a bullet in his head and several in his body.”



A smirked formed on my face as I glanced at my brother, who was standing adjacent to the detective but slightly behind him. The officer then looked back across his left shoulder at Brim.



“I hope that nigga ain’t still breathing because if he is, then I might want to have a conversation with him about why the fuck he shot me.” I offered no expression because I wanted to fuck with him even more for trying to figure out if I was the one who pulled the trigger. He knew for sure that it was one of us, me, or Brim, but he wasn’t sure which one.



“Seems to me like you already know the answer to that. Both of you do.” The detective’s face got tight, and he placed his hands on his hips peered at me.



“Nah, I don’t know shit, but I won’t say that I’m not mad about it.”



“Mad about what, the fact that he’s dead?”



This time, I smirked. “Hell yeah. Shit, I just wanted to have a conversation with the muthafucker. Talk that shit out, have circle time and shit to find out why the fuck he got beef with me. I don’t even know who the fuck he is, but he shot me.”



“Do you really expect me to believe that someone just walked up on you for no reason, shot you in front of your brother’s place, and he ends up dead. And neither of you have the slightest idea of how that happened?”



“I don’t give a fuck what you believe. That shit is on you,” I said before moving my hand up and down Reason’s thigh again.



His eyes darted from me to my brother, and neither of us said a word, so he focused on Reason.



“What about you, young lady? Is this really something that you want to be involved in? I have the ability to offer you a free pass. If you’d like to tell me your version of what happened, then—”



“My friend got shot. Maybe you see that a lot being that you’re a detective, but I don’t, so my focus was on making sure he was okay, the same with his brother. I didn’t see anything other than that. I was concerned about making sure he didn’t bleed to death versus what was going on around us. Sorry, I can’t help you.” She looked him dead in the eyes and shrugged.



I should have been more concerned about the fact that she G’d up for a nigga, but I was annoyed that she referred to me as her
 friend
 . I damn sure wasn’t her friend when I had her about to lose her mind as I was digging in them guts and nutting in her. I wasn’t sure why hearing her say it like that bothered me so much because that’s all I was at this point. Sex didn’t change anything about us, but that friend shit still didn’t sit well with me.



With an angry laugh because he wasn’t getting the response he wanted, the detective then looked at the three of us one by one.



“You do know that I can haul all three of you downtown right now. I have that right, being that you were all witnesses to a murder that none of you seem to have any details about but were there at the time it happened.”



“You won’t be taking my sons anywhere, that I can promise you, Detective…” My father entered my hospital room and looked down at the detective, being that he stood about a foot taller than him. He waited for a response, which was then given.



“Taylor. Detective Taylor.”



“Well, Detective Taylor, you can get the fuck outta my son’s room. He was just shot, and I’m sure he’s already made it clear that he can’t help you with any details about it.”



My father’s eyes landed on me before he focused on Taylor again. His face was red, and his jaw was tight. This muthafucker was beyond pissed that my father was talking to him the way that he was.



“Sir, with all due respect, I don’t know who you are, but your son—”



“
 My
 son is none of
 your
 concern. If you’re stupid enough to think that he is, then I’m telling you right now, you don’t want those type of issues with me. If that’s not good enough for you, then call your Lieutenant and ask him about Melvin Harris, I’m sure he will make it clear that challenging me about
 anything
 , especially my sons, is not good for your career or your health. Now get the fuck out of my son’s room.”



When my father said his name, the relevance of who my pops was quickly darted across his face. His teeth clenched as he stared at my father, wanting to say more, but knowing that he shouldn’t. He simply accepted his defeat and left my room.



After Taylor was out of the room, my father’s attention was on my brother.



“Let’s take a walk,” he said smoothly to Brim.



The average person wouldn’t have known that he was as angry as he was by the calm delivery, but I knew my father, and he had long ago passed being pissed. He likely was about to cuss my brother out for the fact that I was there.



As soon as they were out of the room, Reason looked at me confused. “Judge Harris is your father? How is that even possible? I knew he looked familiar,” Reason said staring at the door for a minute before she looked down at me.



“It’s possible because that nigga donated sperm to go half with my mother to create me,” I joked, and she frowned at me.



I knew her questions were more about who I was and my lifestyle, given who my father was. My pops was indeed a judge. The most powerful and well known in New York, but that muthafucker was crooked and dirty as hell.



He had half the fucking city on his payroll, and when I say the city, I damn sure didn’t mean the legal residents of the five boroughs.



“Bronx you know what I mean. Does he know what you do?”



“I’m his fucking blood. Of course, he knows what I do.”



She bit down on her lip, trying to figure out how that worked. It wasn’t that damn complicated, but I didn’t want to have a conversation with her about my father, at least not right now.



“Friend, huh?” I said, moving my hand up her thigh, which she knocked away.



“Will you stop it? Is that what you’re worried about right now? You just got shot, and that detective is not going to just be okay with
 we don’t know anything
 .”



“Yes, the fuck he is. You don’t have to worry about that. Trust me. Did you not just see who my father was? That detective better move the fuck on or he might end up unemployed or worse, missing.” I grinned and Reason’s face got tight like she was annoyed.



“You’re way too comfortable with that.”



“Yeah, I am, but can we talk about the friend thing?”



“No, we can not. There’s nothing to talk about.”



“You’re shitting me.” I tried to sit up more, but when I did, I felt the pain in my side, which showed on my face because Reason’s expression softened.



“Stop moving like that. I know it has to hurt.”



“Nah, I’m good. I ain’t no fucking pussy. Come closer, I want to tell you something though, cause a nigga is a little immobilized right now.” My tongue moved across my bottom lip while I kept my eyes on her.



“Just tell me. I can hear you from here.”



“Reason, come closer,” I demanded with a look that I knew wasn’t pleasant.



Rolling her eyes like she was aggravated, Reason leaned close enough for me to force her body back against mine so that I could reach the side of her face.



“The second I hit that spot over and over again, making you cum back to back, I was no longer just your fucking friend. I don’t know what we are, but we damn sure ain’t just friends. Next time you refer to me, find a different way to explain what I am or just leave it open. I’m good with that, but dead that just friends shit,” I said lowly against her ear before I kissed her neck.



She sat up quickly and smiled, trying her best not to.



“You need to be more worried about being shot than about how I refer to you.”



“No, I don’t. Priorities, baby girl,” I said, causing her to smile harder.



“There you go with that weak ass game again,” she said with a smile, causing me to laugh. The pained look on my face that appeared from me working the muscle in my side near where I got shot brought a concerned one to hers.



“Do you want me to call somebody?”



“Nah, what I need is right here. You can make me feel better. Can I get a kiss or something? What’s the point in getting shot if I can’t use that shit to my advantage?” The smug grin I delivered made her roll her eyes, but she did bring them lips in for me.



What she thought was going to be a quick kiss ended up being some lustful type shit after I cuffed the back of her head and held her in place long enough to send my tongue into her mouth and let it tangle with hers.



I’m laying up here in a hospital bed with stitches closing up two bullet wounds in my side, and she had me bricked up.
 Nah, fuck that friend shit.



“I really can’t believe that you let yourself get caught up with this muthafucker after I warned you not to,” some guy yelled as he walked into my room looking like he was ready to snatch Reason off my bed.



He’d have to beat my ass to do it, which wasn’t going to happen, but this muthafucker was heated.



A shocked expression filled her face as she peered at him but then her gaze went to Teagan, who entered right behind him, followed by another chick who I didn’t know.



“I’m not caught up, and I’m also not a child. You have no say in who I deal with, Torren,” Reason stated decently, but I could tell that she was on edge about dude finding her with me. I wan’t sure who the fuck he was, but even with these stitches in my side, I would still get my ass out this bed and beat his ass if necessary.



“She comes home with a gun, and you’re laid up in this nigga’s hospital bed. I’d say that’s caught the fuck up. What the hell is wrong with you and Teagan? This is not what you need, and I’m not having this shit.”



“Aye, my nigga, I don’t know who you are, but you can bring that shit down before it becomes a problem for you.”



“It’s my cousin,” Reason explained, sensing that things were about to get heated.



“That don’t mean shit to me. He ain’t about to be up in here yelling at you and shit. Fuck all that,” I responded with my eyes on him.”



I didn’t give fuck if dude was her cousin or not. He had better lower his fucking voice and get his feelings in check, or I was gonna do that shit for him.



“Bruh, mind your fucking business. That’s my family, and I’m sure she ain’t shit to you. Everybody knows how you get down.”



“Nigga, you don’t know me or what she is to me.”



I was already moving in an attempt to get out of my bed. I had machines hooked to me, and I was only in a fucking hospital gown, but that wasn’t about to stop me from handling mine. This muthafucker was begging to get his shit cracked.



“Bronx, no. Just give me a minute,” Reason said and placed her hand on my arm. I knocked it off and kept moving.



“Torren, seriously, is this even worth it. Reason is not a child, and neither am I. You might not like it, but we can choose to be with whoever we want. I love you, and Reason does too, but how many times do I have to tell you that you’re not my father? You want to play daddy, then play daddy to that baby she’s carrying.”



She turned and pointed to old girl who showed up with her and this Torren nigga.



While she was yelling at dude, my father and Brim walked in and had eyes on old boy until Teagan mentioned the baby thing.



That forced all eyes on old girl, and I knew right away that this shit was about to get complicated as fuck. The way my father’s face transitioned into a confused but angry scowl as he looked at her told a story that I knew no one in this room was prepared to hear.



“You told me you had an abortion,” flew out of my father’s mouth in a cold and threatening tone.



“Fuck you mean she told you she had an abortion?” Dude glared at my father and then at who I assumed was his girl. “How do you know this muthafucker, and how the fuck does he know that you’re pregnant?”



“Oh shit, that’s how I know him. It’s not the judge thing. He’s the guy from the clinic,” Reason then said, causing everyone but my father to look her way.



My father kept his eyes on old girl, who looked like every secret she had been hiding was just now exposed.



This bitch was carrying my father’s baby!
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Coming Soon!
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