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Bronx Harris



“Yeah?”



I grunted out as I lifted my phone to my ear after removing it from my pocket. I didn’t even bother to open my eyes to see who was calling. My fucking head was pounding, and I felt like shit.



“Where the fuck are you?” Brim yelled through my line so loud that I felt my face ball up as I pulled my phone away from my ear for a moment.



Good fucking question,
 but I damn sure didn’t need him yelling that shit in my ear with the way I was feeling. I slowly opened my eyes, but then immediately shut them again until I was prepared to deal with the sunlight that apparently was not going anywhere.



The room that I was in was bright as fuck because of the sunlight that shined through the big ass window, which was positioned few feet away from me with the curtains wide open.



I was temporarily confused about my surroundings until I realized that I was in a hotel room. Not just any room, but based on the vague memories that I had from the night before, this was Harper’s room.
 Muthafucker
 .



“Bronx, did you hear me? Wake your ass up. Where the fuck are you? Please tell me that you’re not still with that bitch. I swear to God I want to beat your ass right now,” my brother yelled, bringing my attention back to my call.



I moved my hand down my face several times and tried to focus for a minute before I stood up slowly, due to the fact that my fucking head was swimming like a muthafucker.



“Nigga, I hear you, and why the fuck are you yelling at me? Don’t worry about where I am.”



“Apparently, I need to be worried since your ass clearly isn’t.”



“What the fuck are you talking about?” I barked at him as I made my way through Harper’s hotel suite.



She was nowhere to be found, and this bitch looked empty as hell. Like no one was occupying it but me type of empty.
 The fuck?



“Nigga, you don’t know?”



“Know what? Stop talking in muthafuckin’ circles. My head is pounding, and I’m not in the mood.”



“Oh, my nigga, you better be in the got damn mood. You have no idea the bullshit attached to your name right now. Did you fuck Harper last night?”



“No, well… shit, I don’t remember. How the hell do you even know I saw her?”



“It isn’t me knowing that you need to worry about. The entire fucking world knows that you saw her. If you didn’t fuck her, it sure looks like you did. That bitch leaked a video of her sucking your dick.”



I wasn’t sure why, but Reason was the first thought I had. That went away quickly when I remembered why I ended up in Harper’s room in the first place.



“That shit has to be old. I don’t give a fuck about that. It damn sure doesn’t make me look bad. That’s on her.”



“Nah, bruh, it ain’t old. It’s from last night because you were wearing the same damn clothes that you left my apartment in. The video being old is the least of your worries. That bitch put it out there that you’re a couple and that you’re about to sign a deal with Gordon Marcel.”



“Gordon Marcel? I ain’t signing with that muthafucker. I’m not signing with anybody. You already know how I feel about that. How the hell did she come up with that bullshit?” I felt myself getting heated, and Harper was the key source of my current aggravation.



“Fuck if I know. Not my problem, but it’s out there. Now, what the fuck are you gonna do about it?”



“I ain’t gonna do shit. Fuck her and that bullshit she put out there. She better hope I don’t see her ass anytime soon ,or I’m fucking her up.”



Brim laughed like that shit was funny. “You fucked up, Bronx. In a major way. Now you need to figure out how you’re gonna fix that shit. I suggest you go talk to her before she finds out. Shit, she probably already knows.”



“If you’re talking about Reason, fuck that bitch too. Real shit. I don’t care if she knows, and I ain’t explaining a got damn thing to her.”



“Bruh, the fuck is up with that?”



“She ain’t shit is what’s up with that, so fuck her.”



I was done talking, so I hung up on my brother and realized I had thousands of notifications on my phone. I clicked on a few of the links and found the video that he was talking about.



It was Harper giving me head, but that was it. I kinda remembered us arguing or at least me talking shit to her, but that part wasn’t on the video. Just her giving me head.



I don’t even really remember her giving me head, but the video looked convincing. It definitely happened.
 Fuck
 !



I forgot that I took that damn pill and downed two bottles of Henny before I showed up at her hotel room. I wasn’t even sure how I got there, which had me checking my pockets, where I️ did find my keys. Now I just prayed my damn truck was outside.



But more than anything, I kept thinking about that shit with Reason. I was so pissed for letting myself trust her. As of now, I was on some fuck bitches type of shit. The only thing that they could get from me was this dick, and I was even being selective about that from now on.



When I left the hotel room, I went straight to the lobby and then out into the parking lot. I searched for twenty minutes and didn’t find my truck anywhere, so I went back inside to the front desk and questioned them.



“Aye, I was here last night, and I can’t find my truck. Who would know if my shit got towed?” I asked the lady behind the massive ass front desk. She was dressed in a navy blazer with her damn nose turned up at me.



“The fuck you looking at me like that for? Your ass speak English, don’t you?”



“Excuse me, sir, is there a problem?” Some frail ass looking dude walked up next to her like he was going to check me or something.



“Hell yeah, there’s a problem. This bitch doesn’t speak English, and I need to find out if y’all towed my shit last night.”



“She indeed speaks English, but you yelling at her is not helping. I was here last night, and yes we did tow a vehicle. It was a G-Wagon that was illegally parked in front of the hotel. You can call the city to find out how to get it back,
 if
 that was your vehicle.”



He smirked at me, and I wanted to break his fucking jaw, but I also wasn’t trying to go to jail, even if I knew I wouldn’t be there long. As soon as my father got word, I’d be released. So, instead of hitting his ass like I wanted to, I turned and walked away. I pulled out my phone and texted Bronx to come get me instead.



While I waited, I pulled up NYCserv to find out where the fuck the took my truck. This was the second time that I️ had made the mistake of letting my shit get towed because I️ was too high. That pissed me off more than anything, but I️ swear to God, if there was even the slightest bit of damage to my vehicle, I️ was definitely going to jail.



 



***



“Where the fuck is your truck?” he asked as soon as he pulled up and I got in the car with him.



“They towed it.”



His stupid ass laughed, but I didn’t see a got damn thing funny.



“You see that shit yet?”



“Yeah,” was all I said.



I wasn’t in the mood to discuss it.



“The fuck you giving me your ass to kiss for? You did that shit. You should have thought about that before you fucked her.”



I shot him a murderous look, and he shrugged. “What? You did that shit, Bronx. That’s on you.”



“I don’t know what I did. Shit, I can’t even fucking remember.”



“How the fuck you don’t remember? Ain’t no way you were that fucked up that you don’t remember what you did, Bronx.”



I reached in my pocket and pulled out the Ziploc bag that held the pills I had left. I tossed it in his lap, and he looked at me like he wanted to beat my ass. Hell, he likely would have if he wasn’t driving.



“The fuck you taking that shit for? Is that our shit? You getting high off our shit, Bronx? Since when did you start doing that?”



“I don’t. I just took one last night cause I wanted to zone the fuck out. I will never do that shit again. I don’t even really remember a got damn thing about last night that happened after I took that shit. Just flashes of things.”



“Nigga, you’re about a dumb ass muthafucker. Real shit. We sell that shit, we don’t take it.”



I chuckled and ran my hand over my head. “Shit, I know, and trust me, point made. I will never do that shit again. It ain’t for me.”



“You damn right it ain’t for you. Got you cheating on your girl, and your dick all over social media.”



“She ain’t my girl. Fuck her.”



“Bruh, what the hell she do that got you like this?”



“She fucked her ex and let that nigga get her pregnant.”



“Reason’s pregnant?”



“Yeah, nigga, damn. And not by me.”



“What makes you so sure about that?”



“First of all because I didn’t even know she was pregnant. I found out because her fuck ass ex told me right before I beat that nigga’s ass, and it couldn’t be mine.”



“Didn’t you nut in her? The fuck you mean it couldn’t be yours?”



“She took that shit to get rid of it, that’s how I know it ain’t mine. Plus, if it was, why the fuck wouldn’t she have told me?”



“Nigga, why would she? Look how you’re acting right now. I wouldn’t tell your stupid ass either, and you know that shit isn’t a hundred percent,
 if
 she even took it.”



“So fucking what? It’s not mine, and she said she isn’t having it anyway. Case closed. Now stop fucking talking about her and take me to get my damn truck. I️ swear, if they scratched my shit, I’m beating ass all up and through that bitch.”



Brim let it go and didn’t say anything else about Reason or the pregnancy for the rest of the drive, but for some reason, I kept thinking about all the times I repeatedly told her that I didn’t want kids with her or anyone else.



But, nah, that didn’t have shit to do with it. Reason never had an issue speaking her mind, so why would she about this? That fucking baby wasn’t mine, that’s why. She was still fucking her ex.



When we pulled up at the place where they towed my truck, Brim parked. Just before I was about to get out, he stopped me.



“Aye, you really that sure that it’s not your kid?”



“Yeah, I’m sure. Like I said, it doesn’t matter ’cause she said she’s not having it anyway.”



“I get that, but what if it really is yours, Bronx? All those other bitches lied, clearly, but Reason isn’t like that—”



“How the fuck you gonna say that when you’re the one who was telling me that she might be trying to trap me and shit? Nigga pick a lane.”



“Yeah, I said it, but that was before I knew her. She isn’t like that, Bronx. I really don’t believe that. How do you even know that she’s still fucking her ex?”



“’Cause that nigga told me he was, right when I caught his ass leaving her place. That’s how I know.”



“Niggas lie. You know that. What did she say about it.”



“The fuck you think she said? You know she wouldn’t admit that shit.”



“Maybe she didn’t admit it because it wasn’t true.”



“Muthafucker, keep that shit. I have other things to worry about.” I pulled the handle to get out, and he said one last thing that had me thinking.



“Aye, maybe it’s true and maybe it’s not, but you were feeling her pretty serious. What if she’s not lying? You really okay with her killing your seed like that? You need to think about that shit before you let your fucking ego get in the way of something worth having, bruh.”



I didn’t even respond. I just got out, slammed his door, and headed toward the building I needed to enter to get my truck back. It was too late to be worried about that shit now anyway. Right now, I was about to get my damn truck and take my ass home.










Teagan Parks



“What do you want?” I asked as soon as I opened my door and was face to face with Brooklyn.



Technically, he hadn’t done anything to me, but his brother had done a lot to Reason.



“You better bring that shit down.” He looked at me like he was seconds away from snatching me up, but instead, he simply walked into my apartment.



I shut the door behind him and folded my arms across my chest as I waited.



“I don’t know what the hell your problem is, but I’m not here for it. So, fix that shit, baby girl.” Brooklyn peered at me, and I sucked my teeth.



“Your brother is what my problem is. That asshole put his hands on my cousin and then accused her of cheating on him.”



“Did she?”



“How dare you ask that. You know that she would never do that.”



“I don’t know shit, shorty, which is why I’m here. So, did she?”



“No, I didn’t, and fuck you and him both for thinking that I did. That may be what you’re used to dealing with, but that’s not me,” Reason said from the hallway a few feet away.



Brooklyn now had his eyes on her, so I turned that way too because she was behind me.



Her hair, which was all over her head when I️ left to answer the door, was now pulled back into a tight ponytail. She was dressed, but her eyes were still puffy and red, which made sense because she had been crying since I got there this morning.



“You don’t have to explain yourself to him. Fuck Bronx.”



“Teagan, chill. What they have going on doesn’t have shit to do with you, so calm your ass down.” Brooklyn kept his eyes on Reason while he spoke to me.



“Nigga, fuck you. It has everything to do with me. He put his hands on her and accused her of lying about
 his
 baby. Did we all seem to forget he had no problem nutting in her, but then doesn’t want to own up to his responsibilities. If you have a problem with that, then fuck you too.”



I was now in Brooklyn’s face, and he looked like he wanted to murder me, but I didn’t care. My family came before him
 and
 his punk ass brother.



It took him a minute, but he chuckled and snuck a kiss. “Your little ass is really trying me right now, but I get it. You’re mad because Bronx did some foul shit to your cousin, but like I said, it isn’t
 your
 fucking problem. Let me holla at Reason real quick.”



“Don’t be kissing me and trying to calm me down. I️—”



“Teagan. He’s right. It’s my issue not yours. Don’t be upset with him. Get dressed so we can go.”



“No, he can holla at you, but I’m staying right here.” Again, I folded my arms across my chests and waited.



By the irritated expression now plastered on Brooklyn’s face, he was pissed, but he ignored me.



“Is that really my brother’s kid? Like, real shit his?”



“Yes, but it doesn’t matter.”



“Fuck you mean it doesn’t matter? It matters.”



“Not if I’m not keeping it, it doesn’t.”



“Did you fuck your ex?”



“No, muthafucker, I didn’t. I just told you this was Bronx’s baby. I don’t care what Dee told him or what he believes, it’s his.”



“That’s not why I’m asking you. I just want to know if you cheated on my brother.”



“I just said she didn’t,” I snapped, cutting my eyes at him.



“I didn’t ask you. I asked her.” Brooklyn moved close to me and peered down at me like it meant something.



“No, I didn’t. The only person I’ve been with since I met Bronx is Bronx. I don’t care if you believe me, or if he believes me. It’s the fucking truth, and he’s a pussy for just taking Dee’s word in the first place.”



“Nah, he ain’t a pussy, he’s just being careful. What’s more important is that you should have told him. He got fucked like that once before by trusting the wrong bitch, so that’s a sore spot with him. But how he reacted was fucked up, even if I️ understand why he did.”



“So, what? That’s no excuse, and that’s not my problem,” Reason yelled.



“Maybe not, but it’s facts, and if you’re carrying his kid then that shit
 is
 your problem. I thought you took something to make sure
 this
 didn’t happen.” Brooklyn pointed to Reason’s stomach when he said the word
 this
 .



“I did, but shit happens. Trust me, I wasn’t trying to have a kid that neither of us want, no matter what he thinks.”



Brooklyn kept his eyes on Reason for a minute without saying anything before he spoke again.



“What’s your ex’s name.”



“Dee,” I said,7 followed by Reason asking why.



“Because I need to talk to him, and his real name.”



“No, leave him alone. Bronx already damn near killed him.” She said and Brooklyn chuckled.



“You sure you’re not still fucking with him? Sounds like you care about that nigga.”



“No asshole, I’m not but I’m not as heartless as you and your brother. Dee might be stupid but I don’t want him to disappear and I’m sure that’s what you mean by
 talk to him.
 ”



Brooklyn grinned but it was more devious than anything. “He won’t disappear. Just a conversation. That’s all, I give you my word on that. What’s his name? And before you decide that you don’t want to tell me, you already know that I can find out. You not telling me is only going to waste my time. I really have shit that I need to do today, so tracking him down is not something I️ want to do, but I️ will if it’s necessary.”



“Demond Jones,” I said, causing Reason to narrow her eyes at me.



“Aight, bet. Don’t kill my brother’s baby. I don’t care how mad you are, don’t take that shit out on that baby.”



“I’m not taking it out on this baby. I just know that I’m in no position to give a child what they need right now. My decision has nothing to do with the fact that your brother is a pussy. It’s about me not making a child suffer because its parents aren’t prepared to provide for it.”



“I️ get that, but it’s not just
 your
 decision to make. Give it a little time, please.”



He gave Reason a serious look before he grabbed my hand and pulled me to the door with him. Once he had it open, he pulled me out with him.



As soon as we were in the hall, he had me pinned against the wall with his hand just above my head.



“Let’s get something straight. I’m not your fuck ass ex, and you’re not about to be yelling at me like you don’t have no fucking sense, especially about some shit that doesn’t concern us. I get that’s your cousin, just like Bronx is my brother, and you didn’t see me disrespecting you over that shit, did you?”



“Bronx was wrong, Reason wasn’t. It’s not the same.”



“It is the fucking same. Bottom line is it’s not about us. It’s about them. Bronx did some fuck shit, and even if he doesn’t want to admit it right now, he knows it was fucked up, and I’ll make sure he handles it. You just worry about the fact that you’re not gonna be yelling at me like you don’t know who I am.”



“You can’t—”



The look he gave me shut me up quick. I was a little annoyed and turned on at the same time, so I just nodded.



“Fine, but you better make sure you check him, or I will.”



Brooklyn grinned and shook his head. “You ain’t gonna do shit but get cussed the fuck out if you run up on Bronx talking shit to him about
 his
 business. Stay in your lane Teague.”



So that I wouldn’t object, Brooklyn kissed me and sent his tongue into my mouth, letting it connect with mine. When he pulled away, he grinned.



“Talking all that shit, and one kiss has got you under control. I’ll catch up with you later. I have some shit to take care of. Don’t let her do anything stupid.”



“I’ll do what I️ can, but Reason is not the type to be told what to do any more than that asshole brother of yours is. And that
 shit
 that you’re taking care of better include you checking your brother, or I promise I will.”



Brooklyn chuckled and mushed me in the head. “Man, take your little gangsta wanna be self inside. You ain’t scaring nobody.”



He backed away from me and waited. I shot him a bird and mouthed the word fuck you then pushed open my door.



“Fuck me? That’s how you’re doing it? Don’t worry, I got you later,” he said just before he walked off and I shut the door.



 



***



“Hey, what are you doing here?” Tia looked nervous as fuck when she walked up to the counter where Reason was signing in.



“We
 should
 be here to beat your ass for giving her that faulty ass Plan B, and for you trying to play my brother, but I’m not the kind to put innocent lives at risk. That baby you’re carrying is saving you from me breaking my foot off in your ass,” I snapped.



Reason chuckled but shot me a look that said
 chill
 .



“Look, I get that you don’t like me or understand why—”



“Bitch, there ain’t shit to understand. You’re foul as fuck. Point, blank, period. Just do your job and mind your fucking business. If you can’t, then get somebody up here who can.”



Reason had her eyes on Tia, and when she looked at me, I tilted my head to the side to co-sign what my cousin had just said.



“What, bitch?”



“Nothing. Have a seat, and I’ll make sure Dr. Avery can see you.”



“’Preciate it… Hoe,” I said and then walked away.



Reason was right behind me and took a seat next to me against the wall. There were about six other women in there, but it wasn’t super crowded.



“You know that really didn’t help my situation. I’m not trying to be here all day. I have to be at work in a few hours. She’s probably going to put me last on that damn list.”



“So, what? You don’t need to be here anyway.”



“Teagan, don’t start.”



“You know you don’t really want to do this. True enough, his reaction was fucked up, and I want to beat his ass. It’s his baby, Reason. It’s not fair for you to make this decision without him. Just wait, and let Brooklyn talk to him.”



“Seriously? How can you even fix your face to say that? He basically called me a liar and a hoe, and said fuck me and this baby. That was his decision. I don’t want to be tied to him for the rest of my life, and I’m in no position to be a parent. Not by myself, or with him. You know that. So, yes, I do need to be here. I feel bad enough as it is, and I don’t need you making me feel worse, so leave it alone and just be here for me. That’s all I need right now.”



“Reason Washington.” Tia called out her entire name, causing us both to roll our eyes simultaneously. Reason stood, and I was about to stand too, but she stopped me.



“You can stay here.”



I had a feeling it was because she knew I wasn’t on board with this plan, so I didn’t argue with her.



I knew she wanted me to support her decision, and I was going to do that the best way I could, but I really did think that she needed to give it a minute.



If I had learned anything at all, it was not to make decisions hyped up off emotions. You would choose wrong, every time.



Either way, she was my cousin, and I loved her. So, if she felt like this was what she needed to do, then I was going to be there for her. Whether I liked it or not.










Brooklyn “Brim” Harris



“Aye, come downstairs. I need you to make a run with me.”



“Call Edge, I’m busy.”



“Nigga, bring your ass downstairs,” I yelled and then hung up the phone.



After waiting for about fifteen minutes, I was fully prepared to go up there and get him, knowing how fucking stubborn Bronx was, but he actually came down.



He got in my truck, slammed the door, and dropped his seat back, but didn’t say shit to me. He was in black jeans and a hoodie, which was pulled down over his head, but his face was now concealed because he had one arm folded over it.



The smell of weed was strong as fuck, and was now taking over my truck, which meant that he had been smoking.



“This shit better be important,” he grumbled but still didn’t look at me.



“It is, trust me. Put your damn seat belt on,” I said just to fuck with him.



“Muthafucker, you see how far back my seat is? A seatbelt isn’t gonna do shit for me right now. Your ass just better drive safe.”



I chuckled and pulled off. Neither of us said a word for the next forty minutes. I had to drive all the way to Jersey, where this Dee muthafucker lived. Doing that was fucking up my day, but it was necessary.



When we pulled up at his house, I shoved Bronx in his shoulder because his ass was knocked the fuck out, which I knew because he was snoring loud as hell.



“Wake your junkie ass up,” I said.



He looked up at me like he wanted to punch me dead in my face. His eyes were hooded and still red as fuck.



“Don’t make me beat your ass, Brooklyn.”



“Your ass is still high as fuck right now. You ain’t gonna do shit, and even if you weren’t high, you couldn’t beat my ass on a good day. Get the fuck out my truck and let’s go.”



I reached under my seat and put my hand on my gun, which I placed on my body while I waited for Bronx to get out. His ass was moving slow as fuck, looking like a got damn criminal with all that black on.



“Why the fuck you dressed like that anyway? You’re about to scare his damn neighbors and shit.”



“’Cause, I am, and whose house is this anyway? I️ don’t give a fuck about scaring anybody. You shouldn’t have brought me out here.”



“You’ll see. Bring your ass on.”



I took the lead and headed to the door. After putting a call in to our father, I found out everything I needed to know about Demond Jones. He lived with his parents out in Jersey, and they both worked full time at the college he attended. The same college that Teagan went to.



When we reached the door, I repeatedly rang the bell while Bronx stood behind me with his hands shoved in the pockets of his hoodie, looking suspect as hell.



I just hoped we could get this handled and get the fuck out of there before the neighbors called the cops about two dangerous looking black men in their lily white community.



As expected, instead of checking, Dee’s dumb ass just opened the door. He immediately tried to shut it, but I held my hand up and shoved it as hard as I could, knocking him back.



I stepped in, and Bronx followed, closing the door behind him while I removed my gun and aimed it at Dee’s head.



His face was fucked up. It was bruised and swollen, with stitches in several places, which I knew was courtesy of my brother.



“The fuck we doing here?” Bronx growled at me as he removed his gun and aimed it at Dee also.



“I think the two of you need to talk. It seems like this nigga has a problem with facts and maybe this time he’ll get the story right. Won’t you?”



“Ye… yea… yeah,” He stuttered as he held his hands up and kept his eyes on Bronx.



“Aight then, let’s talk.”



Dee didn’t move, so I narrowed my eyes at him.



“Invite us in, nigga. The fuck you waiting for?”



“Um, okay. Yeah, come in.”



“If we’re here to shoot this muthafucker, just let me do it now. I don’t want to hear shit this nigga has to say, and I should shoot your stupid ass for bringing me here.”



Bronx looked right at me, but he already knew I️ didn’t give a fuck. My goal was to make sure my little brother was good, and this was a part of that.



“Chill the fuck out, and you can thank me later. Let’s go.”



I waved my gun at Dee, and he started walking but would randomly look at us over his shoulder like he didn’t trust us behind him.



Hell, he shouldn’t, but I wasn’t about to do anything to him until I got what we came for. Now, Bronx, on the other hand, was a wild card.



We reached what looked like his living room, and he stepped in. I followed, but Bronx stood in the entryway and waited.



“Sit your ass down,” I said and pointed to the ottoman that was next to the sofa.



Dee did as I asked but kept his eyes on Bronx.



“What do you wanna know?” He asked so low that I wanted to punch his ass.



I could see why my brother had fucked him up.



“You told my brother that you were still fucking with his girl—”



“She ain’t my fucking girl, and if that’s why we’re here, you’re wasting my got damn time,” Bronx said, cutting me off.



“Nigga, shut your lovesick ass up.” I chuckled and shook my head before I focused on Dee again.



“Brooklyn, don’t cost this nigga his life. ’Cause I’m gonna have to shoot his ass just so he doesn’t get away while I beat yours.”



Ignoring Bronx, I asked again. “Are you still fucking with his girl? According to my brother, you made it seem like you were and that the baby she’s carrying could be yours. Is that true?”



Dee looked at Bronx like he was about to shit on himself.



“The fuck you looking at him for? I’m the one talking to you. He ain’t gonna do shit to you if you tell the truth. But if your ass lies again, I’mma let him fuck you up. I’m sure your parents have good insurance and shit from working at that college, but it ain’t that damn good. You keep taking your ass to the hospital, that shit is gonna get expensive.”



Bronx laughed, which made me look at him. “You’re dumb as fuck for that.”



“How? I mean it. They’re gonna deny this nigga’s claim if he keeps showing up like that.”



“I swear I wanna be mad right now, but you’re stupid as fuck.”



Bronx shook his head, and I looked at Dee again.



“So, what’s up? Y’all still fucking or not?”



I chambered my gun and then aimed it at his head. “Answer the question, my nigga.”



That shit got his attention real quick. “No, I’m not. We’re not. I never even had unprotected sex with her. Ever! It’s been months since we’ve even been together, like before her grandmother died. She shut me out because of that first, and then because of him.” He looked right at Bronx.



“Word? So, you lied?”



Bronx was moving our way quick as fuck, but I held my arm up. “Hold up Bronx.”



Dee was now on his feet and had put some distance between us.



“Yes, I lied.”



“You saying that shit ’cause you’re scared my brother is about to vent your fucking head or because you really lied?” Bronx asked and aimed his gun at Dee too.



I laughed, amused by the gesture. Even if this muthafucker wasn’t telling the truth and he was only saying it because we had guns aimed at him, Bronx joining in and pointing his at him too damn sure wasn’t going make him say it was a lie.



“I lied. There’s no way it’s my baby. She told me it was yours anyway, and I knew it was true, which was why I said what I️ said when I️ saw you.



“Muthafucker!” Bronx growled.



I️ grabbed Bronx’s gun before he could pull the trigger. I could already feel what was about to happen next.



“You can’t shoot his dumb ass in here. Fuck wrong with you?”



“I can beat his ass, though,” Bronx said.



Before I could stop him, he rushed old boy and was tagging his ass while he screamed like a little bitch.



The shit was just sad, so I pulled Bronx off him and dragged him with me out the room. This nigga was so mad he tried to hit me just to get away from me to keep tagging old boy.



“Bronx, calm the fuck down. You already made that nigga piss on himself. We got what we need, let’s go.”



I shoved him in his chest, and then he took my advice and left.



The first few minutes, Bronx didn’t say shit, but I knew what that was about. When he did finally speak, I half expected it and knew what was coming.



“I fucked up, didn’t I?”



“Yeah, nigga, you did. But, I’m sure you can fix it. Even if she won’t let you, don’t take no for an answer and fix that shit anyway.”



“Easier said than done. I said some fucked up shit to her.”



“I didn’t say it was going to be easy, but it’s not just about fixing things with her. She’s carrying your first born. You really want to fuck that up?”



Bronx looked at me like he hadn’t even considered that.



“Yeah, nigga. She’s carrying your baby, and this ain’t just a possibility. It’s yours.”



“If she’s still pregnant. She said she wasn’t having it.”



“Then I suggest you don’t waste any time. Fix that shit, Bronx. No matter what it takes, you better fix that shit.”



The conversation was over. Bronx was in his head about how fucked up things were, and it wasn’t my place to make him feel worse.



He had what he needed for now. I just prayed that he could make it right.



 



***



I️ had a lot of shit to do, but after dealing with Bronx, and his situation, my day kind of got away from me. Instead of hitting the block to check on things like I️ planned, I️ drove straight to my place to chill for a little while.



My goal was to catch a quick nap and then catch up with Teagan, but as always, that wasn’t about to happen. At least not right away.



As soon as I️ parked and got out of my truck, Torren was getting out of his car, which was parked in front of my building.



Fuck, with everything going on, I️ had forgotten all about his situation. He looked as if he had the weight of the world on his shoulders, so I️ prayed that he wasn’t there to tell me that he took matters into his own hands and got rid of Dorian.



I️ wasn’t in the mood to clean up anyone else’s shit. At least not today in this moment. What I️ needed right now was a good ass high, some pussy, which I️ planned to get later, and then a quiet moment without anyone else’s problems somehow working their way into my life.



“Teague told me,” Torren announced as soon as he was close enough. When I frowned deeper, he further explained. “Where you live, you look like you’re trying to figure out how I knew where to find you.”



“Nah, I’m trying to figure out
 why
 you found me.”



Torren ran his hand down his face before looking up and down the block. That motion caused me to do the same. For all I knew, his ass could have been trying to set me up.



“Look, I asked for your help, and I know you’re busy. I just came to tell you don’t worry about it. I’ll figure this shit out on my own.”



“Nah, I said I’ll help, and I will. I️ just had a few things pop off, and I needed to get that under control.”



“Like the fact that your brother is fucking his ex all over the internet when he’s supposed to be in a relationship with my cousin?”



He looked mad as fuck, but that shit wasn’t any of his business. I see he and Teagan were a lot alike with things like that.



“That don’t concern you, so don’t make the mistake of thinking it does.” I looked him square in his eyes, and he didn’t budge. He actually took a step toward me.



“It’s my family, nigga. It concerns me.”



I chuckled at the fact that he didn’t back down. Hell, at least he was a man about it, but Bronx’s situation still wasn’t his fucking business.



“Family or not, it still doesn’t concern you. It was an error in judgment on my brother’s part, but he’ll fix it. The only reason why I’m even saying that much is because I respect the fact that you love your cousin, but I will tell you this, stay the fuck out of it. Now, as for you and what’s going on with your deal, I have a solution. It’s the only one I have, but it will keep the peace between our families. I’m not trying to have it any other way right now, so this is your only option.”



This nigga laughed sarcastically but kept his eyes on mine. “Aight, I’ll bite, but no promises on whether or not I’m down for whatever the fuck you’re offering.”



“You come work for us.”



“Hell, no! Fuck that. I’ll deal with this shit my way. I’m not trying to take handouts.”



“Nigga, you aren’t. I didn’t say we were giving you a got damn thing. You’ll work just like we do. Shit, harder than we do because you’ll hit the streets like you do now.”



I waited and watched his expression. He relaxed a little but still had tension in his body.



“I’m not trying to be a fucking corner boy either, so if that’s what you’re thinking, that shit is dead too.”



“I’m not trying to make you a corner boy. You push your own shit now, don’t you?”



“Yeah, that’s different, though. I don’t really answer to anyone. I just get my shit from Dorian and make sure he gets his money.”



“It will be the same here. You operate under us. Just for now. We don’t really know you like that, but if you prove yourself, then you move up and work with us. Simple as that.”



He evaluated what I was saying for a minute before he responded.



“You discussed that with your brother and Edge?”



“Not yet. Like I said, a few things popped off that prevented that, but let me worry about them. If you’re down, then I’ll make it work. It’s the best option, so take it or leave it.”



I swear Teagan had a hold on me like no other because I promise on everything real, I felt her presence before I even laid eyes on her.



Before her brother could reply, she waltzed her sexy ass down the block mugging the fuck outta both of us.



When she was close, she stepped between us, but backed up so that she was facing her brother, and her body was against my chest.



“At least you’re not arguing,” she said like she was annoyed.



“Why are you here?” I asked, pulling her closer to me and leaning in enough to kiss the side of her face.



“I wanted to know why my boyfriend and my brother, who apparently hate each other, are now so buddy, buddy.”



Torren chuckled. “Your nosy ass should have just asked for a ride when I left if you knew you were coming straight here.”



He then looked at me. “I’ll holla at you soon. Give me a minute to process it.”



Nodding, I accepted his hand, which he held up as a closed fist. I met it with mine, and he left without Teagan objecting.



“So, are you going to tell me what that’s all about. This is the second time that you two are together keeping secrets from me,” Teagan said as she turned to face me with her little ass squared up like she was scaring somebody.



“What did I tell you about that?”



“About what?”



“Bossing up on me like that shit means something.”



“Oh, my nigga, it does.” She peered at me, and I laughed.



“Nah, it don’t, but come on.” I tugged at her waist and started moving so she gave in and did the same.



After we made it to my apartment, she kicked off her shoes and followed me to my bedroom.



“Well?”



“Well, what?” I answered with my back to her because I was emptying my pockets at my dresser.



“What’s the deal with you and my brother?”



“The deal is that it’s none of your fucking business and for your own good. I had a long ass day, and it feels like this muthafucker just started. Please don’t make it worse. All I need you to do right now is get naked, climb up on my bed, and put your cute little ass in the air.”



I️ was in the process of pulling my shirt over my head, but I could feel her burning a hole through me. Sure enough, when I tossed my shirt on my dresser, her damn face was all balled up.



“What, man?”



“I’m trying to find out what’s going on, and you’re trying to have sex with me.”



“Hell yeah. Ain’t shit to find out. I’m not telling you anything because it’s not for you to know. Just trust that!”



I pulled her to me and worked my hands under the shirt that she was wearing while kissing her neck.



Teagan didn’t fight me, but she kept talking. “I’m worried. Apparently, it’s important and has to do with Dorian. Just tell me.”



Inhaling, I then released a deep sigh before I gripped her chin, tilting her head back enough so that our eyes met.



“You don’t need to worry. Your brother and I are two grown ass men handling grown man business. It’s nothing that you need to stress over, and I give you my word on that. Do I ever lie to you?”



“I don’t know, you might.” Her smart ass couldn’t help it.



“Teagan! Do I lie to you?”



“No, you don’t.”



“Aight then. Let that shit go, and take these off.”



I tugged at her shirt, and she rolled her eyes before pulling it over her head.



I planned to get lost in her body and then chilling for the rest of the night. As long as she was on board with that plan, then we wouldn’t have any issues.










Bronx



I️ had never in my life been afraid of anything. Well, at least not that I could remember, but I understood the feeling the second I walked into Reason’s job. Add that shit to the list of things that she had me feeling that I️ couldn’t shake.



The way she looked at me had me ready to just say fuck it, but I knew I couldn’t do that. I didn’t want to do that. Being a man meant accepting shit for what it was. I had fucked up and had to own that.



Unfortunately, I could tell from the hateful look I got that she damn sure was gonna make me work for it.



“Aye, let me holla at you for a minute.”



I knew it came out like shit was still cool with us, but that was just me, and I didn’t know how else to be. I wasn’t an emotional type muthafucker, so I couldn’t fake that shit.



I swear on everything real, if looks could take a life, I would be deader than a muthafucker right now.



She didn’t say shit to me, but the look was deadly as fuck.



“You’re not gonna say shit to me?”



Again, she looked at me like she wanted nothing less than for my ass to be preparing for a pine box.



I wasn’t a weak nigga, so I didn’t back down.



“Aight, don’t say shit. Just listen.”



Reason just released a cocky laugh before she looked down at her phone, which was in her hand.



“Nah, I can’t do that. My baby daddy is texting me right now. I think he deserves my attention more than you do.”



Knowing that I was dead ass wrong, I snatched her phone out of her hand and started going through that shit. She jumped up and moved around the counter quick as fuck as she yelled at me.



“Give me my got damn phone. What the fuck is wrong with you?”



I noticed she had up all my social media, but I️ swiped up to close all that out and went right to her texts. If she was communicating with that nigga, I was beating his ass again and cursing her the fuck out.



I didn’t care if I was wrong or didn’t have the right, the thought of her talking to that fuck ass nigga had me fucking hot.



When I found his name, I realized that she hadn’t talked to him in months. He had been texting her, but she didn’t respond. When I finally laid eyes on her again, she was mugging the fuck outta me with one hand on her hip and the other extended, waiting for her phone.



I wasn’t giving it back to her, though. As least not right now because I️ wanted her full attention. So, instead, I dropped it in my pocket.



“You are not keeping my damn phone. What the hell is wrong with you?”



“I️ paid for this shit, so I’ll keep it if I️ want to!”



“Bronx, why are you here? I’m a hoe who’s trying to trap you with a baby. What could you possibly want to talk to me about? Besides, your girl might not appreciate you being with your side hoe. I’m sure that’s not good for your image.”



“Man, fuck that. She isn’t my got damn girl, and you know that. So, kill that shit.”



“What I know is that bitch came here asking me questions about you, and I should have trusted my gut back then, but I didn’t. Now, you’re all over the internet with your dick down her throat. We all know you have a problem claiming shit, so I won’t put too much into you not claiming her. If she’s not your girl, you’re damn sure her man.”



“Fuck you mean she came here asking you questions?”



All that other shit Reason said was irrelevant, so I ignored it, but I did want to know when Harper and Reason crossed paths and why the fuck she didn’t tell me.



“It doesn’t matter. I’m real confused about why you’re even here. I mean, a hoe who fucks other niggas and tries to pin babies on you doesn’t seem like a priority for you, yet here you are making house calls. I’ve seen firsthand how you handle things like that.”



She smirked, and I knew right away that she was referencing that shit with Misha. I didn’t give a fuck, though, because the difference was that baby wasn’t mine and this one was.



“So, what the fuck do you want, Bronx? This hoe is busy. Go find another one on your list to harass.”



My hand moved down my face, and I clenched my teeth. I knew she was hurt and wanted me to know I was the source of that, but hearing her say exactly what I said to her that night wasn’t helping.



“Will you stop saying that shit? You know I didn’t mean it. I was just—”



“Mad, upset, emotional, or my favorite. Brooklyn seemed to think that you were being careful since you had been fucked by another bitch the same way you
 thought
 I was playing you. That makes perfect sense being that the second you fall out with me your dick ends up down her throat. And, yes, I know that Harper was the bitch who played you. It wasn’t hard to figure out after I had the whole picture. Her coming here and pretending that we were a cute couple just to see my reaction was fucking classic. Not to mention her questioning me about what I was to you, and then all her interviews about how you two were first loves reunited. You ain’t shit. Just give me my phone and leave. You don’t have to worry about me or this baby. I’m good, Bronx, I can promise you that.”



“I said I was wrong, and I apologize for that. But what the fuck did you expect me to think? You could have told me. Hell, shit might have played out different. I even asked you about that shit, and you acted like it wasn’t a big deal. Secrets can fuck up the best shit, and you did that by keeping the fact that you were pregnant from me. So, when the nigga told me, hell yeah, I was pissed. How else was I supposed to react? I fucked up, and I’m not saying that you should just write that shit off. But at least give me credit for that and give me a chance to make it right.”



She laughed deep and hard. “Give you a chance? Let me jump right on that. Fuck you, nigga, and keep the phone. Like I said, I’m good. I️ don’t want
 anything
 that reminds me of you anyway.”



“Yo, what the fuck is that supposed to mean?”



“It means fuck you. Enjoy your life and leave me the fuck alone. That’s what it means.”



She turned to walk away from me, but I grabbed her arm hard and pulled her back to me.



“That’s my baby, like it or not. It’s
 mine
 . You want me to leave you alone, fine, you can get that, but that baby is just as much mine as it is yours. Think about that before you do some dumb shit.”



“Aye, you good out here?” Old boy who worked with her came from out the back like he was ready to square up with me.



I looked at his ass for a second and then laughed. I’d fuck him up if he even thought about stepping to me, but I wasn’t there for that.



“Yeah, she’s good.” My eyes were on Reason again. She snatched her arm from my hold, but only because I allowed her to. “Remember what I said because I mean that shit.”



I turned to leave as she called me all kind of assholes and muthafuckers behind my back. I didn’t really care; she had better understand that I wasn’t fucking playing.



When I was back in my truck, I sat there for a minute processing what had just happened. Reason hated me. Like, she for real wanted to take a nigga’s life type of hate, and that shit cut me deep. I wasn’t even sure why I cared, but I did.



I had to figure out a way to get right with her again. Not just because she was carrying a baby that I didn’t know I wanted until she threatened to get rid of it, but because I knew shit was deeper with us that I had been willing to admit. She had me feeling shit that I was fighting against, but it was damn sure a losing battle. Knowing that she hated me that much had me feeling like shit, and even more than that, missing the fuck outta her.



I damn sure wasn’t used to that or even sure what the hell to do with those feelings, but I knew one thing was for sure. She wasn’t about to kill my fucking kid.



 



***



“Can I help you?” some thirsty ass looking bitch asked grinning all in my damn face. This wasn’t the time or the place.



“Yeah, you can. Step the fuck back, and here. Chew this shit.”



I reached into my pocket and tossed the pack of gum I had with me onto the counter.



She looked shocked as fuck, but my expression didn’t change. I was dead ass about that.



“Excuse you. That was rude, and—”



“Rude or not, shorty, you need that shit, so consider it a gift. Your breath smells like hot garbage. Like some shit that had been baking in the sun for days. And then you got the nerve to be all up in my got damn face with confidence, grinning and shit. Get the fuck outta here.”



A few people in the lobby snickered, but I didn’t care.



I wasn’t trying to entertain anybody. I was just speaking facts. Shorty’s breath smelled like straight up death, and she needed to get that shit checked out.



“You need to leave!”



I lifted the clipboard that they used to have patients sign in and tossed it across the counter in her direction.



“And you need to put your name on this shit right here to take the next appointment because I’m more than positive that some shit ain’t right all up in that mouth of yours.”



“Nigga, get the fuck out of this office before…”



I chuckled and looked her right in the eyes. “If you can make that happen, then roll with that shit. Otherwise, go find that Tia bitch for me. She works here, right?”



Just as I said it, old girl rounded the corner and frowned at me.



“Nina, what’s wrong?”



“This rude ass nigga is looking for you. You better get him before I beat his ass, talking about my breath stinks,” she grumbled as she stomped off.



Tia followed her with her eyes for a minute before she focused on me.



“Did your father send you here?”



“The fuck he gonna send me here for?”



“I don’t know. I’m just not sure why else you would be here to see me.”



“It ain’t about him, but I do need to talk to you about something.”



“Talk to me?” She frowned even deeper. “About what?”



“Just open the fucking door so I can come back there.”



“I can’t let you—”



“Yo, open the fucking door,” I yelled.



She jumped a little before her eyes moved around the lobby, and then she looked at me again.



I really hoped I didn’t have to shoot the lock off that door, but I would damn sure do it. I️ could tell she didn’t want to give in, but she also knew that if she didn’t, it wouldn’t be a good look for her.



Hesitantly, she moved to the door and pulled it open, stepping aside so I could join her.



“We can talk back here.” She waved me forward, and I followed, thinking how crazy it was that she was pregnant with my father’s kid.



After passing several rooms, she reached the one that old girl was in and stopped to address her. “Nina, will you watch the front for me?”



Old girl shot me a nasty scowl before looking at both of us and mumbling something that I couldn’t hear at first, but it ended with
 old rude ass nigga
 .



I chuckled and followed Tia into the empty patient room where she shut the door and then stared at me, looking confused.



“So, if this isn’t about your dad, then what is it about?”



“Reason. She came here with her cousin to ask about getting an abortion. My brother told me.”



“I can’t discuss that with you.”



I let out a cocky laugh before I looked her right in her eyes. “I️ didn’t ask you to discuss shit, did I️? I already know she came here. What I need you to know is that if you or anybody else up in this bitch helps her get rid of my seed, then that’s gonna be a problem.”



She looked at me even more confused and then opened her mouth, which quickly closed as she bit down on her lip like she was thinking.



It took her a minute to actually speak. “I don’t really know what you expect me to say to that. I have no control over whether or not she has an abortion. It’s her choice, and if she comes here to get one, then I can’t stop that.”



Again, I laughed because that shit was funny as fuck.



“It’s not her fucking choice. At least not hers alone. It’s
 our
 baby, not
 hers,
 and I don’t agree with that shit, so you need to figure out a way to make sure it doesn’t happen.”



“I don’t know how you expect me to do that. It’s the law. She can make that decision without you, and—”



I removed my gun from under my shirt and held it up. “This is the only law I know. I said, find a way. That’s on you how you do that shit.”



This time, she got some fucking courage. Placing her hands on her hips, she glared at me. “Or what? You going to shoot me? I’m carrying your father’s baby.
 Your
 brother or sister. I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t be that stupid.”



I smirked as I looked her up and down. She was right. I wasn’t going to do shit to her. Now everyone else in there who assisted Reason in trying to get rid of my kid was at risk.



“You’re carrying his, but she’s carrying mine. Figure that shit out,” was all I said before I walked out and left her there.



I was delivering empty threats because I wasn’t about to hurt innocent people based on my fuck up, but I was desperate. I didn’t want Reason to have an abortion. I also knew that there were thousands of free clinics and plenty of hospitals where she could go, and I couldn’t do shit about it. I was just praying that karma wouldn’t hit me that hard.



 



***



Two weeks later



“Why the fuck you gotta pink phone?”



Edge lifted Reason’s phone from the table where I was counting money and then rotated it in his hand.



Hell yeah, I left with her shit that day, thinking that she would at least contact me to get it back.



That was two weeks ago, and I hadn’t heard shit from her. I️ assumed that she shut it off and likely got a new one because she hadn’t received any texts or calls since I had it.



When I tried to text her from mine, just to be sure, it didn’t go through.



I️ hadn’t talked to her since that day but had seen her plenty of times because I’d shown up at her job and waited, just watching her, but she walked right past me every single time and didn’t say shit.



The most I got was a
 leave me the fuck alone
 or her shooting me a bird. Reason was stubborn as hell, and her ignore game was strong as fuck, so I was just giving her space for now.



All she did was go to work and go home. She hadn’t been back to the clinic that I knew of, and I️ found out from Teagan that she was still pregnant.



As long as she didn’t get rid of my baby, she could have space, but I️ was still missing the fuck outta her.



“It’s Reason’s.”



“Why the fuck you got her phone?”



Edge looked at me strangely.



I just shot him a look that said, ‘mind your fucking business’ then banded the stack of bills that I had just finished counting and placed another in the machine.



“Nigga, why the fuck do you have her phone?” he asked again.



“Because I paid for it.”



“Bruh, that’s fucked up. You bought her a phone and then took that shit back. How the fuck is that helping your situation? I thought you were trying to fix things.”



“I am, but I can’t do that shit if she won’t talk to me.”



“Nigga, how the hell can she talk to you when you have her damn phone?” Edge chuckled and shook his head.



“She has another one because she shut this one off.”



“Bruh, that’s not the fucking point. You know what I mean.”



“I know what you said, not what the fuck you mean. I’m giving her space. As long as she don’t do shit to my baby, I can be patient and give her that.”



“First of all, that’s a muthafuckin’ lie because your impatient ass doesn’t know the meaning of the word patience. Spell that shit, nigga.”



Edge laughed and waited.



I just grilled the fuck outta him but didn’t say shit because if I did, we’d be fighting. When I stayed quiet, he spoke again.



“How do you know she’s still pregnant? I thought she told you she wasn’t keeping it.”



“Because this fool went down to the clinic and threatened everybody that worked there. They ain’t trying to fuck up their lives like that,” Brim said as he entered the room and placed three glasses on the table followed by a bottle of Deleon.



“Did you really do that shit?” Edge looked at me and waited. I just shrugged, and he laughed. “Yo, I knew your ass was unstable, but you can’t be doing shit like that. That shit ain’t right, Bronx. What in the entire fuck?”



“So is getting an abortion when I don’t want her to. That shit ain’t right either, so I️ made sure she couldn’t.”



“Bruh, that’s her choice, and you didn’t want the damn baby anyway. How the fuck you gon’ get mad at her about not keeping it?”



“Fuck you mean I didn’t want it? I never said that.”



“Since when do you want kids?” Edge asked as Brim filled all three glasses. When he was done, he pushed one towards me, and Edge and lifted his.



“Since he found out it was really his and she didn’t want to keep it. You know that nigga is selfish and does shit just to piss people off,” Brim said and then filled his glass again.



“Fuck you. This ain’t about being selfish. No, I wasn’t trying to have kids, but I can’t do shit about that now, can I️?”



“Hell yeah, you can. She’s trying to help your ass out with that little problem, but you’re blocking her and shit,” Edge said before he lifted his drink.



“So, if you were me, would you let her get rid of it?”



“I ain’t you, Bronx, but you need to decide if you want her to keep it just to make a point, or if you want her to keep it because you really want the kid,” Edge said, and then he and Brim both looked at me.



I lifted my drink and downed it before I poured another. I️ finished that too and then answered.



“I don’t want her to get rid of it. I miss her, and I want us to figure this shit out. She’s just not trying to hear that right now. I’m staying out of her way, and I’m not even fucking other bitches right now, which I feel like is the right thing to do, but I can’t make her want to fix this shit.”



“First of all, your ass isn’t giving her space. You keep showing up at her job and sitting outside of her building. That’s some stalker, creepy ass type shit,” Brim said and then laughed. “But, I get it. You all in love, and it’s got your ass doing crazy shit.”



“Fuck you mean, in love? I’m not in love. I just miss being with her, hanging out and shit like that. That ain’t the same.”



“You’re right, it isn’t the same, but you threatening professionals and shit to make sure she keeps your baby, and you holding onto her phone and stalking her ass is deeper than you missing her. Call that shit what you want, and we’ll call it what it is. You’re in love, my nigga.” Edge smirked and then refilled his glass.



“Fuck outta here. And even if I was, you don’t know shit about that to say that I am.”



“He has a point.” Brim looked at Edge and then me. “But, I agree, that’s love, Bronx. It comes in all shapes and sizes, but it is what it is.”



I poured another shot, turned it up, and then downed it before I grabbed Reason’s phone off the table and slipped it back into my pocket.



“Fuck both of y’all. You can finish counting this shit on your own. I’ve got some recording to do.”



They both laughed before Brim spoke up again. “Speaking of that. What’s the deal with Harper?”



“There ain’t no deal. Fuck her, and she better hope I don’t see her again anytime soon.”



“I get that, but are you not going to address any of it?”



Harper was all over everywhere telling her fake ass story about the two of us. It was crazy as fuck to me because other than the video, there wasn’t any proof to what she put out there. Yet and still, she was running with that shit, and people believed it.



She was doing interviews every fucking hour it seemed, talking about how
 we
 were keeping our relationship private and out of the media.



They really fucking believed that shit. I️ also noticed that Gordon kept hitting me up about this fake ass record deal. He sent a team of his people to New York to meet with me, which I️ ignored. I️ wasn’t singing no fucking deal just so that nigga could get rich off me.



Harper knew that shit before she put it out there, but she also knew that all she had to do was create a story and people would be all over that shit. She was already getting offers and shit, which she kept posting all over social media. I️ couldn’t even ignore them because she kept tagging me in her posts.



If she didn’t dead that shit sooner rather than later, I️ would be taking a flight to Atlanta, and she damn sure didn’t want that.



“Address it for what? She can create whatever fictional ass life she wants. I’m not with her, and people will figure that out when they never fucking see us together. I️ don’t even know how it got this far.”



I️ felt myself getting annoyed again.



“’Cause, they don’t care about the truth. All they care about is the story. Lie or not. Your ass shouldn’t be so got damn dope, and then no one would care,
 Mr. King of New York.
 ”



“Fuck you.” I️ chuckled and dapped them both. “I’m out.”



“Aight, we’ll holla.”



I wanted to talk to Reason bad as fuck, but I knew she wants trying to hear that, and I️ was tired of being around her while she ignored me.



Instead of dropping by her job like I planned, I was taking my ass home to finish up the song I was working on. For now, my music and my money were all I had, and that shit was lonely as fuck.










Torren Parks



“You want me to go in there with you?” Brim asked as he leaned against his truck outside of Dorian’s house.



“No, I don’t need a fucking babysitter.”



“I didn’t say shit about you needing a baby sitter. I really need you to check that shit. You’re on our team now. If anybody fucks with you, they fuck with us. It’s already been established that Dorian is a got damn snake. That’s the only reason I’m asking if you want me to go. I can’t imagine that he’s going to take that shit well when you let him know you’re done, only to later find out that done means you moved on to bigger and better things. Things that he can’t fuck with or my father will fuck with him.”



I nodded and relaxed a little. I had been working with Bronx, Edge, and Brim for a few weeks, and I was still feeling like an outsider. That was more on me than them.



They didn’t really treat me any different than they did any of their other team, but the shit still felt weird to me, being on their side.



The plus was that I was making double the money that I had been since I was with them now instead of Dorian. That slowed me down from getting rid of the product that I️ had left from him. There was no motivation for me to sell his shit anymore.



I still had to sell the rest of it, though, so that I️ could pay up and leave without owing a debt.



I didn’t really give a fuck about that, but Bronx was adamant about doing shit the right way. It was about principle, and I agreed.



“Nah, I’m good. I can handle it,” was all I said.



“You sure?” Brim didn’t seem convinced.



“Yeah, I’m sure.”



“Even with the shit concerning your dad. The only reason why this shit is working is because you agreed to let that shit go. I know it’s no trade off, but it’s the best option.”



“I’m good on that too. All I’m doing is handing off his money and telling him I’m done. Hopefully, he won’t have any issues with that. If he does, that’s on him. As long as my debts are paid, then I ain’t obligated to him for shit.”



Brim searched my face for a minute and then nodded. I could tell he didn’t really believe me, but I meant that shit.



As much as I hated the fact that he took away the opportunity for me to know my dad, I had to think about what I could lose by trying to rectify it. I wasn’t a bitch by any means, but I had to at least consider the fact that Bronx and Brim didn’t even fuck with their own father on that level, so why the fuck should I put myself in his crosshairs?



It wasn’t just about me, it was about the other people in my life. My mom was doing well and trying her best to be a part of my and Teagan’s life. And I wasn’t ready to lose that by getting on Harris’ bad side.



My deal with Bronx and Brim was good. The shit wasn’t perfect, but I was making money, and they didn’t fuck with me or try to micro manage. As long as the count was right, I could do my own thing.



“Aight, I’ll wait here.”



“Nah, I’m good. I know you got shit to do. I’m sure my sister is looking for you right now.” I chuckled, and he grinned.



“She knows where I am, so she’s good. I’ll wait.”



“Aight, suit yourself.”



It was weird as fuck to me that my sister was still with Brim, but the more I was around him, the more I realized that he was good to her and for her. Not at all what I expected.



I wasn’t sure if he had changed, or if he was just good at hiding that shit, but as far as I could tell, he was serious about Teagan.



I pulled the backpack that held Dorian’s money over my shoulder and headed up the stairs of his brownstone. He was expecting me, so I hoped this shit went quick and that I could deal with him without wanting to put a bullet in his head.



Saying I was over it was one thing, but actually being around him was the true test. I still had questions that I wanted answers to, but knew that I would never get them.



My mom didn’t really know shit about what went down, other than Dorian was the driving force behind it. Even if I let on that I knew, Dorian damn sure wasn’t about to tell me why the fuck he killed my father.



I guess I had to make peace with that, and the only way that I was willing to was because my life was good right now, and I wasn’t trying to fuck that up.



I might not have had my father, but my mother was back, and dredging up old memories connected to the reason we lost her in the first place wasn’t the right thing to do.



“What up, Tee?” Pac dapped me as soon as he had the door opened and I entered.



“Ain’t shit, he in there?”



“Yeah, waiting on you. It took you a lot longer to get rid of that shit this time,” Pac said, nodding at my bag.



“Been distracted.”



“I feel you. You can head on back.”



As soon as I made my way to Dorian’s office, I stopped at the door and felt like shit was about to go all kinds of wrong. Imagine my surprise when Harris was in Dorian’s office standing a few feet away from his desk.



Harris looked right at me with a smug ass grin on his face, and I immediately felt like Brim had set me up with this shit.



“Sit down,” Dorian said and pointed to the chair in front of his desk.



“Nah, I’ll stand. What’s this shit about?” I asked, looking from Harris back to Dorian.



“It’s about you. I’m sure you already know that, though. Have a seat. No need to be worried. We just need to have a little chat.” Harris then pointed to the same chair, and I released a snide grin.



“I said I’ll stand. Say whatever you need to say.” My eyes were on him first and then on Dorian, who had a pleased look on his face as he rubbed his chin and then leaned back.



“Is that my money?”



“Yeah, take that shit. I quit.”



I tossed it his way, and it landed on the desk, knocking off some papers that were sitting there. Dorian’s expression dropped before it grew hard.



“Why is that? Because you think you got something better?”



I looked at Harris, whose expression was now unreadable.



“Maybe I did.”



“Maybe you
 think
 you did. You working for my sons is a problem for me. I’m not really feeling that shit. I actually came here to discuss that with Dorian. I’m a little disappointed that he doesn’t have more control over his business.”



Harris cut his eyes at Dorian and then focused on me again.



“They tell you that I’m working for them? I should have fucking known that I couldn’t trust them.”



“No, actually they didn’t. But this is my city, so I know everything. Even who they employ. Imagine my surprise when I found out that you are straddling the fence working for them and Dorian. After our little misunderstanding, I would have never expected that. But since your sister is fucking my son, I guess it makes sense. I thought that I was going to have to put a bullet in Dorian’s head and replace him because he was more loyal to you than he was to me or this money, but turns out, it’s quite the opposite. Dorian seems to think that it’s better if we get rid of you.”



Again, I chuckled. “I bet he does. Did you think to ask that muthafucker why?”



“I don’t have to ask him why, you just proved to me why. You’re his top seller, and you’re trying to leave him to work for my sons. That poses a problem for me because that’s less money in my pockets.”



Ain’t this some shit? I guess that family thing doesn’t hold weight when it comes to the bottom line. I shook my head as the thought processed, and he addressed it like he was in my head.



“My sons don’t need anything. They just choose to assert their independence from me by doing their own thing. I don’t like it, but I love them, so if that’s what makes them happy, then I deal with it. Now this situation fucks with my bottom line. I secure a lot of favors, and those favors cost money. Money that I’m losing because you want to switch teams. That poses a problem for me.”



“I don’t really give a fuck about
 your
 problems. Now, mine, on the other hand, are relevant as a muthafucker, and I’m not working for the nigga that killed my father. Do whatever the fuck you want with that, but this relationship is done.”



Harris and Dorian shared a look, but they had two very different reactions. Harris was trying to figure out what I was talking about, and Dorian was trying to figure out how the fuck I knew.



“Who is your father?” Harris asked.



“Keith Parks.”



“This is Keith’s son. Did you know that? And why the fuck is he accusing you of killing him?” Harris’s tone got serious as hell.



“Yeah, this is Keith’s boy, but I didn’t know. I just found out.”



Dorian looked at me nervously before he focused on Harris again. “I don’t know why he’s blaming me for that shit. You know I wasn’t even out there that night.”



“Word? ’Cause my mom told a different story. She said she watched you pay the guy who killed my pops and even gave him the gun to do it with. Your ass didn’t pull the fucking trigger, but you’re the reason he’s dead.”



“Quarter of a million dollars,” Harris said calmly before his eyes were on Dorian. “You stole that shit and blamed it on Keith. How the fuck did I miss that?”



“Nah, see, that’s not what happened I wasn’t there, Mel. You know I wasn’t—”



“What I know is that Keith took a bullet in the head that night, and I was out of two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Now his son is standing in the same room with me and blaming you for it. That’s all the fuck I know,” Harris yelled, and Dorian just looked at him for a minute before his eyes landed on me.



I was about to say fuck it and just let them work that shit out on their own, but before I could, I heard a gunshot, and blood splattered everywhere. It even hit me, and I was a few feet away from Dorian, who was now slumped over on his desk.



I owned a gun and was pretty sure I’d use it if needed, bu,t to date, I️ never had, so this shit was new to me. Real fucking new, and I️ wasn’t really feeling it.



“What the fuck?” I said, holding my hands up.



Harris had shot Dorian in the head, and I wanted to make sure I wasn’t next.



“All these years, I knew something was off about that night, but I couldn’t prove it. You just did. That nigga stole from me, which I️ don’t take lightly. You can go now.”



I watched as he pulled out his phone, dialed, and then waited. I still hadn’t moved. I was confused as fuck.



“Meet me at Dorian’s and hurry up,” was all he said to the caller.



“The fuck you still here for? Unless you want to end up like him, I suggest you leave,
 now.
 And as for what just happened here, it didn’t.”



I threw my hands up again. “Aye, that shit is on you. I didn’t see shit.”



“Good. If my son is still here, send him up on your way out.”



How the fuck he know that?



I wasn’t even about to ask him how he knew Brim was downstairs waiting for me because as far as I was concerned, it didn’t require an explanation.



I took one last look at Dorian and then left his office. This was some crazy ass shit, and I was damn sure not trying to get any more invested than I already was. The positive side, Dorian was dead, and I guess Harris and I no longer had issues.



 



***



“What’s wrong? You’ve been quiet since I got here?”



Ayah crawled across the bed and straddled my waist. Once she was situated, she planted a few delicate kisses on my lips, and then sat up straight again, waiting for me to answer.



Instead of speaking right away, I moved my hand under her shirt, placed it flat on her stomach, and just admired her face.



She frowned when I didn’t respond, which made me laugh at the fact that she was slightly annoyed.



“I’m good. Just a crazy day. I’m working out the details in my head. It’s nothing important, though. Tell me about your day,” I said to switch things up.



I wasn’t in the mood to discuss my day. Hell, I wasn’t even sure how to explain it or if I should.



After I left Dorian’s place, Brim was there waiting, so I told him what had gone down and that his father wanted to see him.



He was annoyed but agreed. I left, and he called me later to let me know that I wouldn’t have any further issues with their father.



He also mentioned that his father had insisted that they take over Dorian’s territory, which he refused. I wasn’t sure how that was going to play out, but he assured me that it wouldn’t affect my money.



I was sure there would be another conversation about it, but for now, it was a done deal.



“I went to class, I failed a Trig test, and now I’m here. That was my day. Now tell me about yours because I have a feeling that it was way more complicated than mine.”



“Nah, let’s talk about you failing that Trig test. Sounds like you need to be studying and not talking to me right now.”



She laughed at the look I gave her and then leaned forward to kiss me again. “Nope, it’s one test. I failed because I didn’t study, but he drops the lowest grade, so I’ll be fine. Stop deflecting and tell me what’s bothering you. And if you lie, I’ll know.”



I chuckled and studied her face for a moment. “How would you know?”



“Because I know you. I can tell when you’re lying.” She shrugged like it just made sense.



“I don’t lie to you so, I doubt that you could tell.”



“So, then you didn’t lie about liking the veggie burger that I made you?”



I grinned right away without really meaning to. “Yeah, it was straight.”



She rolled her eyes and mushed me in the forehead. “Lying ass. You hated it. I could see it all over your face. So, tell me what’s got you all in your head, and if you lie, I’ll know.” She peered at me, and I debated for a minute before I decided to tell her.



We had been kicking it for a minute, and things were good. Better than they had been for me in a long time, so I figured what the hell.



“I watched a man die tonight.”



“Die as in you were the one who made it happen or you were just a witness to what happened?”



“Witness.”



When I answered, she looked partially relieved. “Are you upset about it?”



I released an arrogant laugh before I answered. “I’m actually glad he died. As fucked up as that might sound, he deserved it.” I paused for a minute and then continued. “It was the guy who set my dad up.”



“Did you pay someone to do it?”



“No, damn. Who do you think I am?” I laughed, and she shrugged.



“I know how you felt about him. I was just curious.”



“I get my hands dirty, but not like that. I didn’t have to anyway. Turned out, he has a history of fucking people. It just played out in my favor.”



“Then it’s over, so don’t stress about it anymore.”



“I’m not. Well, not in that way. I’m just wondering if I should tell Teague. She really doesn’t know anything about any of this. A part of me feels like I shouldn’t keep it from her, and then again a part of me feels like what’s the point?”



I watched Ayah’s face again waiting. I was more or less asking for her advice. I honestly didn’t know what route to take.



“My opinion, I say tell her. It won’t hurt anything, but if she ever finds out that you kept it from her, then it might. It’s her father too, and even if you didn’t get to know him or experience him, it kinda gives her closure. You have that, and she doesn’t. Not that it’s closure in a good way, but at least she gets it, and If I were in her shoes, I’d want to know.”



“Thank you,” was all I said before I pulled her by the waist to me.



“You’re welcome, but what are you thanking me for?” Ayah asked as I delivered kisses to her neck and shoulder while my hands moved up her back.



“For just being you. I appreciate that.”



“Yeah, I am pretty great,” she teased, making me laugh. “Oh, and I need to meet your sister and cousin. I get that you were trying to figure things out with us, but I feel like this is something now, and I want to meet them.”



She lifted her head and placed her hands on the sides of my face as she looked down at me.



“I’m not or wasn’t hiding you, if that’s what you think. It just never came up.”



Hell, I wasn’t hiding her, but she was right. I wanted to see what we were first, and now that I feel like it is something, I had no issue with her being around Teagan or Reason.



“I don’t think you were hiding me, but I also don’t think that you were trying to put any effort into me meeting them. They’re your family, and I know they mean a lot to you. You mean a lot to me, so I’d like to meet them, is all I’m saying.”



I grinned hard. “I mean a lot to you?”



“Yes, asshole, but did you hear the other part?” She frowned at me.



“Yeah, I did, but that part got all my attention, and now I’m about to focus that attention on you physically.” I thrust upward, and she rolled her eyes.



“Torren! I’m serious.”



“I know, man, chill. I’ll make sure you meet them, but right now, I want to physically show you that you mean a lot to me too.”



“I guess I’m okay with that.”



“Guess?”



I chuckled and began to help her out of her clothes.



As soon as I pushed inside of her, her head dropped back and her back arched. I knew that guess was a definite
 fuck yeah, I’m okay with that
 . She could pretend all she wanted, but we were sexually addicted to each other, and there was no guess to that, not even in the least.










Reason Washington



“Fuck a bitch that’s claiming shit,



I’m focused on the one, I wanna be with.



She’s carrying my seed,



growing strong I bet,



Can’t wait to see my shorty take that first breath.”



Teagan smiled wide after reciting another verse from the song that Bronx had just released. I didn’t need that, though.



I had played it over and over again, so I knew it word for word. As much as it made me smile because he was openly telling the world that he messed up, wasn’t with Harper, and was begging me to give him another chance, I just couldn’t let myself trust that feeling.



“That doesn’t mean anything,” I said with very little emotion as I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it on my bed. I was in the process of getting ready to shower and go to bed.



I had been to work, treated myself to a mani-pedi, and then came home after picking up take out. Now I was ready to get in my bed and go to sleep. My life without Bronx was boring to say the least.



“It means everything. This song has over a million downloads after only being out for twenty-four hours, and everyone is trying to figure out who this mystery woman is that Bronx is in love with. That’s you, hoe. He just told the world that he wants to be with you and that you’re carrying his child. Do you know how mad that Harper bitch is right now? Her damn head is about to explode.” Teagan delivered a pleased grin before she started reciting more lyrics.



“
 Fraud ass bitches change names,



but I ain’t tripping,



Harper London, or Shelly Harper,



fuck the hype the bitch is frontin’,



don’t get caught slipping.
 ”



He just fucked up her entire world. Let me continue—”



“Please don’t. I know what he said, but it’s just a song—”



“Reason, it’s been over a month, and he’s not letting up. He keeps showing up at your job just to see you, even when he knows that you won’t talk to him. He shows up here and just sits outside,
 pretending
 like he’s watching his guys work, just to see you. He wrote a whole damn song about how he messed up, misses you, and wants you back. How much more do you want from him? Damn, give the man a break.” Teagan sounded annoyed, and I rolled my eyes.



“I don’t know what I want from him, but I know what I don’t want. I don’t want to get played again and feel like I do now. I don’t trust him.”



“I get that. He messed up, but don’t you think you have to consider why things played out like they did? I told you to tell him about the baby. You handled that all wrong, so when he found out, he—”



“Went right to his ex bitch and shoved his dick down her throat and God knows what else.”



“Oh my God. I get it. She sucked his dick. Hell, he might have even fucked her, but is he writing songs about her or stalking her? No, he’s publicly shaming her and totally embarrassing the fuck outta her. The bitch went into hiding because she looks dumb.”



“How do you even know all that?” I frowned at Teagan, and she delivered a devious grin.



“You’re my cousin, boo. If you don’t like a bitch, I don’t like a bitch, and that means I keep up with that hoe, just in case we need to know her moves to put these hands on her.” Teagan held her arms up with clenched fists, and I laughed at her dumb ass.



“I’m going to take a shower and then I’m going to bed. I’m exhausted and just want to sleep.”



“Fine, but promise me that you’ll think about it. He knows he messed up, but you messed up too. Maybe not as bad as he did, but what you did, or rather the secret you kept played a role in that. Now, I’m not saying be all in and totally let it go. Make him make it up to you and regain your trust, but you know you miss him, and you know that he’s not a terrible person.”



“Oh, so you’re on team Bronx now?” I looked at her with raised brows, and she sucked her teeth.



“Yes and no. He’s still a rude ass, but a likable rude ass, and he’s good for you. I miss who you were with him, and I want that for you. Just think about it because that nigga is sad right now, Reason. I’m talking, no street creed type of sad, and that shit is just not cool.”



“How can I not think about it? It’s all I can do. You won’t let me process any other thoughts that don’t concern him.”



I rolled my eyes, and she laughed as I started toward the door so that I could head to the hall bathroom. “But I’ll consider it, for real this time.”



“Good, mission accomplished then,” Teagan announced as she passed me with a smug grin on her face.



“I hate you,” I yelled to her back just before she entered her room.



“No, you don’t. You love me, so get over it,” she yelled back from inside her room just before I shut the bathroom door.



After I showered, I climbed in my bed, which housed freshly washed sheets.



I pulled my blanket up over my body right to my chin, and then I placed my hands on my stomach while I thought about the little life I had growing in there.



The day that I was supposed to show up for my abortion, I stood outside the building in a panic because my heart just wouldn’t let me do it. No matter how much I felt like I didn’t have to offer this baby, I knew that there was so much more that I could offer.



It wouldn’t be easy, and I was prepared for that, but I just couldn’t do it. So, I left and scheduled an appointment with my OBGYN the next day.



I guess I was having a baby. I made Teagan promise not to tell Brim, but she couldn’t hold water, so I knew she did it anyway, which meant that Bronx knew.



Hence the mention of it in his song, but we had yet to have a conversation since the day after he originally found out.



I missed him, but I just didn’t know if I missed him enough to let him back in. I knew that I’d have to eventually deal with him since I wasn’t going to be one of those hateful baby mothers who denied access to their kid, but I needed time to figure out my feelings so that I could separate the two.



For now, I was just going to sleep so that tomorrow I could survive another day. That was basically all I had been doing lately; not living, just surviving.



It was crazy how much he had changed me, and now that he wasn’t around, I felt off. Something was missing, and as much as I knew what it was, I couldn’t let myself admit that I wanted it back.



 



***



I woke up to the sound of something metal hitting the table next to my bed, and then a cool breeze hitting my body as I felt my covers being snatched from over me.



I instantly went into panic mode and tried to swing, but Bronx caught my wrist and moved my hands above my head one at a time while the weight of his body held me down.



“Chill, man. It’s me.” I could see him glare at me from little bit of light that crept through the blinds that covered my window.



“Please get off me. How did you even get in here?”



I had every intention of my words coming out with confidence, but truthfully, it felt good having him that close to me again. I missed the way he smelled, the feel of his body on mine, the way my stomach knotted up from the anticipation of his lips on mine. I missed everything about him and us.



“I will in a minute,
 if
 you really want me to, but I need you to listen first.”



“I’ll listen, but I want you to move, please?”



He made me weak, and I felt like I was begging. All of a sudden, I got really emotional and couldn’t control it.



“Nah, I can’t do that. Just listen, okay?”



“Bronx, please—”



My words were cut off by his lips crashing against mine.



“Fuck, I missed that,” he mumbled after he pulled back. “How long are you gonna be mad at me? Shit, I’m trying to give you space, but a nigga like me don’t have much patience. I don’t have any patience if we’re being honest, but I’m trying for you because I know you deserve that. I want to fix this shit, Reason. Just tell me how.”



“I can’t tell you how to fix it. How do you fix hurt?”



His eyes stayed on mine, and I could see defeat in them.



“I don’t know, but I can’t keep doing this shit. I can’t keep waiting for you to want to be with me again and not knowing if you’ll ever get there. I can’t do that shit, man. It’s fucking with my head. I know I fucked up, and I know you didn’t deserve that, but I can’t change it. All I can do is make sure that shit never happens again, and I promise it won’t. Just let me back in, Reason.”



His lips found mine again before they moved to my neck. “Let me back in,” he said lowly against my neck, and my entire body felt weak.



Bronx let go of my wrists, but my arms stayed above my head while he pushed my legs apart and continued delivering kisses to my neck and my face.



I closed my eyes and let him, too weak to stop him.



When I felt his hand move between our bodies, and I felt my panties move to the side and his head at my opening, I let it happen. I wanted it just as much as he did, and even if I was wrong for being that weak, I didn’t stop him.



“Fuck, I missed this. I missed you.” Bronx’s deep voice ticked the side of my face as he pushed deeper inside me.



It had been a while, so it took a minute for my body to relax as he stroked my insides, but I wasn’t complaining.



Bronx had a way of making the worst pain feel rewarding.



I didn’t know if it was my hormones in overdrive or the fact that it had been so long since I felt him inside me, but my body couldn’t take it, and I came way too soon.



It was so intense that my body got tight and I almost bit my tongue trying to control it.



Bronx followed my lead, and after a few more deep strokes, I felt him pulsing inside me as the weight of his body held me down while his lips grazed my face and my neck, causing my body to tremble a little more.



After a few minutes, he pulled out of me slowly and kissed me once more before he left my bed and then my room. I lay there in the dark with my mind racing a million miles a minute until he returned with the sweatpants he wore up around his waist again and a wash cloth balled up in his hand.



He shut my door and then made his way over to me, but I snatched away from him when he stopped at the side of my bed and just stood there watching me.



I felt uncomfortable. It was like everything good between us never happened. While I cleaned up, he sat on the edge of my bed not saying anything until I stood to place the washcloth on my dresser and then climbed back in my bed, but away from him.



“I don’t want you to think that’s why I came here because it’s not. I have plenty of females who would gladly handle that for me without thinking twice.”



Did he really just say that?



Bronx looked at me over his shoulder since I was now a few feet away from him with my back against the head board, watching him.



“Okay, so why are you here with me then? I damn sure didn’t ask you to be, and how did you get in here? Did Teagan let you in?”



He chuckled and then looked my way again. “I’m here because your pussy is the only one that I’m interested in right now. I’m just letting you know that I had options if I wanted them, but I don’t. That’s why the fuck I’m here.”



I felt some choice words brewing, but I successfully held them back. “You still didn’t tell me how you got in here. Did my cousin let you in?”



“Nah, I broke in. The lock ain’t shit, but we’ll discuss that later. I’m not about to have you and my baby up in here like that where anybody can get to you.”



Typical Bronx.



“We’re fine.
 Normal
 people don’t do things like that.”



“Yes, the fuck they do. I’m sure your ass watches the news. That shit happens damn near every ten minutes around here.”



“Bronx, why are you here?” I said, getting back on track.



“You know why I’m here. I just told you that I want to fix this shit. I miss the fuck outta you, and it’s stupid to keep acting like I don’t.”



“No, what’s stupid is why we’re here in the first place.”



“You’re right. I won’t even argue that shit with you, but we both did stupid shit. I know I fucked up more than you did, but we both did dumb shit. You should have just told me.”



“So, if I told you, then you wouldn’t have fucked your ex?”



“I didn’t fuck her, and shit, I don’t know. Probably not.”



“I guess you think the fact that you don’t have self-control is my fault.”



“Man, fuck that. I’m not blaming you for shit, Reason. I’m just saying, let’s move the fuck on. We’re having a kid. I’m not trying to be arguing with you about shit that doesn’t matter. I wanna be with you and watching you get all fat and shit.”



The look I gave him made him laugh. “I didn’t mean it like that. I’m just saying, it’s gonna happen, and I want to be there with you when it does. I’m not trying to miss any of that.”



Damn, this man was so handsome that even when he was saying the most inappropriate things, it was still sexy and well received.



“Sex doesn’t fix us or the things that are broken with us,” I stated firmly, trying to ignore the fact that it felt good to have him around me again and annoying me in a way that made me smile because it was him, Bronx unfiltered.



“I know that shit, man. I just said that wasn’t why I was here. I mean, I hope that we can do shit the right way ’cause that was some fuck shit that just went down, but I know we need to talk first and figure this shit out.”



“Okay, so talk.”



“Look, bottom line is this. You want to be with me despite the fact that I fucked up, just like I want to be with you. That’s my kid, shorty, and—”



“We don’t have to be together to raise this baby,” I said, cutting him off. Even in my dark room, I could see the anger etched across his face.



“You don’t think I know that shit? I’m the product of two parents who weren’t together but raised kids. I know how that shit works, but I don’t want that. I want to be right there for all that shit. And it’s not just about that, baby, it’s about me admitting that your little annoying ass makes me happy. You drive me fucking crazy because you’re stubborn as hell and think you run me, but I like that, and I like us. I’m not trying to have it any other way, and you really don’t have a say in that shit, so stop acting like you do.”



“Wait, what?”



“You heard me. I’m tired of fucking around with you, Reason. I’m over all this weak ass shit you got me doing to try and prove that I want you back. I’m telling you now, we’re in this shit, me, you, and my little homie in there.”



He pointed at my stomach and was so damn serious that all I could do was laugh.



“You can laugh all you want, but I’m dead ass. Now, do you have anything else to talk about, or can we get back to the important shit? I ain’t had pussy in a minute, so I’m backed up like a muthafucker. That shit we just did ain’t gonna cut it. If you weren’t already pregnant, you were damn sure gonna be by the time I’m done.”



Again, he didn’t crack a smile or seem the least bit amused.



“It does not work like that.”



“Whatever, man.”



Bronx leaned my way and yanked my body toward his. I cooperated and straddled his lap, allowing his hands to move up my back. We just stared at each other for what felt like forever.



“I apologize for not telling you, but you kept saying that you didn’t want kids and how women kept trying to trap you with them, so I just knew you were going to think that I did that too.”



He bit down on his lip like he was trying to control his thoughts and then released it. “I apologize for hurting you like that. I messed up, and it won’t happen again. Fuck all that because it’s not important anymore. I own my shit, and you own yours.”



“I really want to just say okay so that things can go back to how they were. I miss that.”



“Just say okay then, but things won’t go back to how they were. Everything about us has changed. That’s a good thing. It won’t be like it was. It will be better. I know you don’t really trust me right now, and that’s understandable, but you’ll get there because I’ll make sure you do, aight?”



“Okay.”



“Aight then, you gon’ let me hit this the right way now?”



“So romantic,” I said with a slight smile.



“Shit, you know me. I do what I can.”



I didn’t know if I was making the wrong decision or not, but I didn’t care. Maybe I was being stupid for letting him back in too soon, but I did plan to take it slow, at least the part about letting myself totally trust him. For now, I was going to give it a chance, or rather give us a chance. I just prayed that I didn’t regret it.










Bronx



“Uhhh, what the hell did I miss?”



Teagan almost got her fucking jaw cracked walking up on me when I was still half asleep.



“Shit, I almost hit your ass. You should know better than to be walking up on people like that,” I said as soon as I relaxed my fist.



“You should know better than to be walking around all up in my shit like you own it. How did you even get in here?”



I grinned and folded my arms across my chest. “I picked that shitty ass lock, but Imma get with my brother today to get that shit changed. Ain’t no way my baby is about to be up in here like that.”



Teagan looked at me like I had lost my mind, which was how she always looked at me, so I wasn’t really concerned about that. But then she looked past me toward Reason’s room, and a grin stretched across her face.



“About damn time,” she said, and then sucked her teeth before she started moving my way.



When she passed me, she punched me hard as hell in my arm.



“You still ain’t shit for how you treated her, but welcome back to the family,” she said as she made her way past Reason’s room and down the hall toward her room.



I chuckled at her reaction, but I wasn’t about to say shit to her. I deserved that.



When I made it back to Reason’s room, she was still knocked out. We had been up most of the night making up for lost time, and I had to admit that it felt like I was home again.



As crazy as it was, she was home for me. It wasn’t even about the sex, I simply missed being that close to her.



Once I finished dressing, I sat on the side of her bed and just watched her sleep for a minute before I actually woke her up by kissing the side of her face while my hand moved across her stomach. My kid was in there. A kid that I had no idea I wanted, but now I felt like I couldn’t wait to meet. Shit was crazy as fuck.



I was up for hours after Reason had gone to sleep, just thinking about whether I’d have a son just like me or a daughter who looked just like her. I was panicked as fuck about the idea of a child depending on me but excited at the same time.



“You’re leaving?”



“Yeah. I need to head home and change so that I can meet up with Brim and Edge. You work today?”



“Yeah, until seven.”



“Aight, bet, I’ll come get you at seven. We need to figure some things out.”



“Figure out
 things
 like what?”



“Like this.” My thumb glided across her stomach where my hand still rested and she frowned a bit. “And us.”



“There’s really nothing to figure out. If you’re not—”



“Aye, chill, man. I didn’t say shit about me not wanting or not doing anything. We just need to figure out how this shit is gonna work. We’re good, right?”



While she chewed the corner of her lip, she stared at me for a minute not saying shit.



“Reason.”



“Yes, we’re good,” she said with a slight smile, which I knew had to do with the annoyed look that I had.



“Aight then, I’ll be there to get you later so we can discuss my shorty. Shit, it might be two in there now, after last night.” I grinned, and her damn eyes rolled, which I expected.



I kissed her on the forehead before I stood to head out but stopped at the door.



“Aye, I know I fucked up and made things a lot worse than they should have been, but I need you to know that I got you from here on out. That shit won’t happen again, aight.”



“It wasn’t just you. I—”



“Doesn’t matter. Just know it won’t happen again.”



I looked her right in the eyes and waited for her to agree, and then I left.



It was on both of us, but as a man, I had accepted the fact that no matter what she did or didn’t do, I should have never let it go that far. I made the mistake of letting my ego get in the way of things, and I damn near lost not only what I had with Reason, but my kid too. That shit was never going to happen again, and I put that on everything real.



 



***



“So, you’re breaking in apartments and shit now?” Brim asked as soon as I walked through the door of our stash spot.



“I see your girl got a big ass mouth.”



He chuckled and nodded. “Yeah, she does. She couldn’t wait to tell me that you were at their spot this morning. That mean y’all are good now?”



“Yeah, we’re straight.”



“Congrats, my nigga, but you better make that drive today.”



“What drive?”



“Muthafucker, you know what drive. Let Mom hear that shit on the streets and watch her fuck you up,” Edge announced from the kitchen right before he joined us at the table, which was positioned in the middle of the room that we were in.



The apartment was basically empty aside from a sofa, TV, and the folding table that was in the living room.



The one bedroom we had was furnished with a twin sized bed that we occasionally used for late nights if either of us was too tired to head home after handling business. We used that spot strictly for business, and no one was allowed there but us, so there was no need to put much into the place.



“I might just call.”



“And she might just crack your fucking jaw. You got a baby on the way, Bronx. Your ass better make that drive and take Reason with you.”



I nodded with a grin, thinking about me calling my mother to tell her I had a baby on the way that I was claiming from a female that she had never met. She would cuss me the fuck out, and I knew it.



“Mind your fucking business. I got this shit covered.”



“Yeah, aight. Let me know how that works out for you,” Brim said.



“Hell, yeah, me too,” Edge added.



“How what works out?” Torren asked when he joined us from the hall that led to the back.



“This nigga is trying to tell our mom over the phone that he’s about to be a father when she ain’t never even met your cousin,” my brother tossed over his shoulder with a slight chuckle.



“Wait, Reason is pregnant?”



We all looked at him, and he looked slightly annoyed. I was damn sure hoping he wasn’t about to act the fuck up. We had this new business deal, but that didn’t mean shit to me. I wasn’t about to be dealing with him being in his feelings about what me and Reason had going on.



“Yeah, you didn’t know?” Edge looked at him first and then me.



“Nah, I didn’t. I guess I’ve been a little busy with my own shit.”



The four of us exchanged looks before he took a seat across from me at the table and extended a closed fist.



“Congrats.”



I met his fist with mine and took that as a sign that he was good with it. Not that I gave a fuck, but it made it easier for Reason if things with us were good.



“Don’t tell that nigga congrats yet ’cause he might not survive long enough to see his shorty get here if he don’t take Reason to go see the OG.”



“The OG?”



“Our mother,” Brim announced.



“Fuck you, she ain’t gon’ do shit, and I said I got this.”



I smiled, knowing that he was right, but I had that shit covered. “Now, let’s get with this business ’cause I got shit to do.”



Brim and Torren shared a look before Brim spoke up.



“We have the option of taking over Dorian’s territory.”



“Fuck you mean we have the option? I thought we already agreed on that shit. We don’t have beef with that nigga, and I’m not trying to start one. Long as he don’t fuck with us, then we ain’t fucking with him. Something change with that?”



Torren and Brim looked at each other again.



“Fuck y’all keep looking at each other for? Is there something that I need to know?”



“Dorian ain’t fucking with us or anyone else for that matter. He’s no longer an issue.”



“The fuck is that supposed to mean?” Edge asked before he glanced at me. Apparently, we were the only two out of the loop. “I thought the whole point of bringing him on was so that he wouldn’t fuck with Dorian. I’m not trying to be at odds with your pops, man. That shit ain’t worth the trouble.”



“Nigga, I know that, and we’re not. He didn’t kill Dorian, Dad did.”



“What the hell did we miss?” I said, getting annoyed.



I was all for bringing Torren in. Shit, he worked hard and minded his own business, but I wasn’t trying to take it there with our father. Keeping our business separate was the one thing that kept us on good terms.



“Dorian fucked your father over years ago, and it just came out, so your father put a hole in his head.”



“Fucked him over how? That muthafucker is scary as fuck.”



“Long story short, Dorian ain’t shit, and he ain’t breathing. I told Pops to find a replacement ’cause we weren’t fucking with him like that. Even though I told him that, I’m just putting it out there to keep shit fair. As always, majority rules.”



“Nah, we good with our own shit. I’m not trying to fuck with that nigga like that,” I stated with all the confidence in the world.



“Me either,” Edge said before all eyes were on Torren.



Falling in place under my father to take over where Dorian no longer could would be an easy out for him. Even if he didn’t understand all the strings that would be attached to working with our father, if he decided to take that offer, on the outside looking in, it would be a come up for him.



“Oh, hell no. I’m good. Long as y’all don’t mind me being here, I’m cool with our current arrangement.”



“Shit, it’s all love with me,” Edge was the first to confirm.



“Long as your ass is working, I don’t give a fuck,” I added, and Torren chuckled. We were cool, but he knew I wasn’t for that kissing ass shit. Even if he was Reason’s people.



“Aight then, things stay as they are.”



That was the end of discussion. We smoked a few and then Torren left. Once he was gone, me, Edge, and Brim discussed the situation with our pops, knowing that we’d have to have another conversation with him about it. He wasn’t the type to be okay with things not going his way, but he’d have to take an L on this one.



Family and business didn’t mix, at least not with him, so he’d have to figure out something on his own. It was the only option Judge Harris had.



My focus was on Reason and our shorty. I didn’t have time to be dealing with his fuck ups and didn’t plan on it.










Brim



“Aye, let me hit you right back,” I said to my brother and hung up before he even answered.



I had just left him a few hours ago after discussing our pops’ situation with Dorian, so our current conversation wasn’t important. I knew my hanging up on him mid-sentence would have him thinking something was wrong, though. It was, but not in the way he would be thinking. I got out my truck quick as hell but kept my eyes on Teagan the entire time her ex was all up in her face.



When the nigga put his hand on her, it took everything in me not to just remove my gun and shoot at his ass from across the parking lot.



Instead, I moved fast as hell toward them, and as soon as I was close enough, I tried to break his fucking jaw.



I hit that nigga so hard, I was surprised as hell when he actually got up from where I knocked him on his ass.



“The fuck is this shit?” I growled at Teagan, who looked at me and then around campus to see if we had witnesses.



“The fuck you looking around for? I asked you a got damn question. You think I care if anybody saw that shit? You better be more concerned about answering my fucking question before you have to worry about me venting this nigga’s head.”



By this time, I had my hand on my gun, chambered, and aimed at him, but kept my eyes on her.



“Hold up, we were just talking.”



I cut my eyes at him, and he took a step back and threw his hands up in surrender.



“You putting your hands on her ain’t talking, my nigga, but I didn’t ask you. I asked her, so shut the fuck up.”



“Brooklyn, put that gun up. Are you crazy? We’re in public. There’s no telling who might see you.”



“Yeah, I’m crazy, and I don’t give a fuck. Why is this nigga playing in your hair and shit like you’re all cozy with him? If I’m not mistaken, I only had one rule for you, which was don’t communicate with this muthafucker. Looks to me like you’re communicating.”



I took a step toward Teagan who didn’t back down. I still had my arm out to the side with my gun aimed at her little fuck boy, so he didn’t move or say a word.



“He stopped me to ask me if I would talk to Bronx for him. He wasn’t playing in my hair, he just moved it out of my face.”



I felt my teeth grit before I delivered a cocky laugh. “That nigga touched you. Same fucking difference.”



“And I also told him if he did it again, I’d knock his teeth out of his mouth, so put that damn gun away before somebody calls campus security.”



She rolled her eyes and folded her arms across her chest.



When I didn’t move, she called my name. “Brooklyn!”



I dropped the clip, removed the bullet from the chamber, and pushed it back into the clip before I returned it to the gun and placed it back on my body.



“I wasn’t trying to kick it to her or anything. I get it, she moved on, so no disrespe—”



Before he could finish that shit, I hit him again, even harder than I did the first time.



“Brooklyn!” Teagan yelled from behind me, but I ignored her.



“Fuck you mean no disrespect? Nigga, you put your hands on my girl, and damn sure didn’t have my permission. That is disrespectful than a muthafucker. Get the fuck outta here before I change my mind and shoot your dumb ass.”



Old boy looked at me with one fist clenched while he rubbed the spot that I had just hit with the other hand. This nigga glared at me like he really had to think about his next move.



“Yo, are you really that fucking stupid?”



“Josiah, just leave. You already look dumb. Please don’t make it worse,” Teagan pleaded, and I wanted to snatch her ass up for trying to save his bitch ass.



I guess he got the picture because he grabbed the backpack that fell off his arm when I hit him the first time, and without another word, he just walked away.



“Let’s go,” I said and reached for her bag, but she turned away from me and sucked her teeth.



“Maybe you’re confused, but I’m not the one for all that.”



“Teagan, bring your ass on before you make me embarrass you out here.”



“No, I get that what you saw may not have looked good, but I wasn’t doing anything wrong. I checked him for being in my personal space, and you’re not about to act like you have the right to be out here yelling at me.”



“Brooklyn? Hey, what are you doing here?”



A female voice brought my eyes away from Teagan to her, and the only reason I even entertained it was because she called me Brooklyn.



“Brooklyn?”



Teagan turned so quickly, her little ass almost fell over because of the tall ass wedge things on her damn feet. When I tried to catch her arm, she snatched away from me.



Tonya delivered a snide grin as she laid eyes on Teagan, but only for a second before she had them on me again like Teagan wasn’t even relevant.



This shit wasn’t about to go well. I could already feel it.



“Yes,
 Brooklyn
 .” Tonya looked right at Teagan before she focused on me and continued. “I assume she’s not very important if she doesn’t know your name,” Tonya delivered in a snarky tone.



I grabbed for Teagan, but she was already reacting. Both of her hands landed dead center on Tonya’s chest. She shoved her back hard as fuck before I could get a grip on Teagan.



“Bitch what the hell is your—”



“Aye, not today,” I said with a slight laugh because Tonya landed on her ass, and it was funny as fuck.



Teagan was little as hell but always trying to throw hands on someone.



“You’re mad because my ex had a conversation with me, but this bitch is calling you by your government name like she knows what that dick do.”



“Wait, what the fuck?”



I laughed hard as hell ’cause that didn’t have shit to do with Tonya calling me Brooklyn.



“That bitch just put her hands on me, and you’re laughing,” Tonya yelled as she dusted off her ass after she was on her feet again.



The only reason Teagan didn’t go for her again was that she was too busy in my damn face looking like she could beat my ass.



“Hell yeah, I’m laughing. That was funny as fuck, and you started that shit by coming at my girl like you know something that she doesn’t.”



“Sounds like she might know something that I don’t or at least a few things that I do,” Teagan snapped



“Man, what I tell you about that shit? That damn girl ain’t relevant, and the only reason she knows my fucking name is that she was in a few of my classes.”



“I know more than just your name.”



“See, here we go with that shit. Y’all females kill me with that. Whatever the fuck you think you know is past tense, so don’t be tossing shit out there like shit is poppin’ with us. I haven’t seen you in over a year. I mean, not to say that you can’t still feel the effects of the last time I did see you, but that’s on you.”



I shrugged, and Teagan sucked her teeth and punched me hard as fuck in the chest before she rolled her damn eyes and stomped off.



“Fuck you, Brooklyn,” Tonya yelled as I followed Teagan and snatched her up.



“The fuck is your problem? You just heard me say that I hadn’t seen that damn girl in over a year.”



“My problem is that you can come out here pulling guns and shit, assuming that I’m wrong, but then you act like it’s nothing when I assume things.”



“I didn’t assume shit, Teagan. Did I not see that muthafucker touch your damn hair all intimate and shit?”



“Whatever.”



“Nah, fuck that whatever shit.” I wasn’t even mad anymore.



I was amused at this point because Teagan was all in her damn feelings. She was always emotional as fuck about shit like that.



“Why you so insecure when it comes to us?”



The way she looked at me had a nigga low key ready to defend myself because she looked like she was about to swing on me.



“I am not insecure about us. Me getting upset because some random ass bitch calls you by your name, which you hate and don’t use, is not me being insecure. It’s me wondering how many times you’ve fucked her and how recent that was.”



I chuckled, and her expression got worse. “That’s being insecure, baby girl. If I’m yours, none of that matters.”



“Are you high right now? It most definitely does matter.”



“Not if it was past tense.”



“How was I supposed to know that?”



“You could have asked before you knocked her on her ass.”



“Same way you could have asked what was going on before you reacted the way you did. If I’m insecure, so are you.”



“I’m not insecure, I just don’t play about shit like that. Any man who knows your body as intimately as I do don’t have no business in your personal space. That’s just facts, baby girl, and he damn sure don’t have no business touching you. If I see that shit, I’m fucking him up.”



She grinned and then shook her head. “So, then you’re just jealous.”



“Man, get the fuck outta here with that. The fuck I got to be jealous about?”



“You tell me. If you’re not insecure about us, then
 none of that matters
 . If I’m yours, then it shouldn’t matter.”



I couldn’t do shit but laugh at her using my words against me, and she was right. I didn’t want another man anywhere near her, especially one she used to fuck with like that.



“Man, bring your ass on. Just know that if you let a muthafucker get that close to you, then you’re putting his life in danger. That’s on you.”



“You just admit that you’re jealous, and I won’t.”



“I ain’t admitting shit. You just better be ready to own that when I fuck a nigga up cause you wanna play games and shit.”



I stole a kiss before I opened my truck door and waited for her to get in. She lifted my phone and handed it to me just before she got in, and I shut the door.



“Bronx had called me three times back to back, so I called him back to let him know I was good.



“Why the fuck you hang up on me like that?” was the first thing out his mouth when he picked up.



“’Cause I had to go handle something.”



“Handle what, and why the fuck didn’t you just say that shit?”



“Nothing serious, just Teagan trying to make me cap her little pussy ass ex-boyfriend.”



I grinned at her, and she rolled her eyes before snatching my phone and putting it on speaker.



“No, your brother is jealous because Josiah stopped me to ask me if I’d talk to you for him about doing a song with him on some mix tape thing he’s working on.”



Bronx laughed, and I tried to snatch my phone back, but she turned away from me.



“First of all, that shit will never happen, and both of y’all bugging and shit. He hit that nigga, didn’t he?” Bronx was really laughing now.



“Twice, and he pulled a gun on him in public.”



“Damn, Brooklyn, it’s like that?”



“Hell yeah it is, now act like you wouldn’t do the same. That nigga was playing in her hair and shit when I walked up.”



“He was not!” Teagan yelled with a stupid ass grin on her face.



“Yes, the fuck he was, and she ain’t tell you that she knocked Tonya on her ass just ’cause she called my name.”



“Who the fuck is Tonya?” my brother asked.



“You know Tonya, the one who used to work at Club Classic with the ass.”



“Oh, shit yeah. Old girl had ass for days. I remember her. Where you see her at?”



“Um, excuse me. Don’t get your brother fucked up, Bronx.”



“Give me my damn phone.” I snatched it from her, and she rolled her eyes again.



“Yo, if you good, then I’m out. Both y’all dumb as fuck for that shit. Showing your ass in public.”



“Whatever, muthafucker. You’re really one to talk, but I’ll holla at you.”



I heard my brother laughing, and for the second time today, I hung up on him and then leaned back to put my phone in my pocket.



“She would be a stripper, ole fake ass hoe.”



I chuckled and then stole another kiss before leaving the parking lot of her school.



“Ain’t shit fake about that ass. Trust me, I would damn sure know.” I winked at her and moved out the way just in time because she tried to hit me.



“Do that shit again, and you’re gonna pay for it as soon as we get to my place.” I grilled the fuck outta Teagan, who just shot me a bird.



Little rowdy ass was always trying to buck, but I was about to handle that.



 



***



“Get up. I need you to get dressed.”



I hovered over Teagan, planting kisses on her body from where she lay in my bed on her stomach. Her face was buried in her arm, which was folded on top of the pillow she had under her head.



“I thought you were going to get us food,” she mumbled without lifting her head while I moved my sheet further down her body, delivering kisses to her spine and lower back since she was still naked.



After we reached my place, we put in a few hours of me marking what was mine while she pretended like she could keep up, and then showered.



Teagan went to sleep while I watched TV, and now we had a dinner date at my mom’s place since Bronx was too chicken to go out there by himself.



“We are going to get food, so get up and get dressed. We have a long drive, and I don’t want to be late.” I kissed the small of her back before climbing off the bed.



If I kept this up, dinner would be a wrap.



“You made reservations somewhere?”



“Something like that. Now get up.”



Teagan lifted her head and glared at me before she rolled over and sat up. “We don’t have to eat out.”



“We’re not.”



“But you just—”



“I said, get dressed so that we’re not late, but we’re not eating out. It’s dinner at my mom’s spot because Bronx’s pussy ass needs back up to tell her that she’s about to be a grandma.”



Teagan’s eyes got wide as fuck. “Wait, you want me to meet your mother.”



“Yeah, why?”



She grinned wide as hell and then crawled across my bed toward me, which had my dick instantly hard since she was naked. The shit was sexy as fuck.



When she was on her feet and standing in front of me, it took everything I had not to bend her ass over the dresser that we were now near.



“I’m asking because you said that I wasn’t ready to meet your family.”



“Well, now you are, so put some damn clothes on before Bronx has to be my back up to tell her that she’s going to be a grandmother times two.”



I ran my hand over my head as my eyes followed the contours of her body from her neck down to her thick ass thighs.



“Wait, so does that mean this is serious?”



“Fuck you mean serious? We’ve been serious, Teagan.”



“Not that I’m taking you to meet my mother type of serious, and are you doing it just because of Bronx or because you want me to meet her?”



“Both, now get dressed before you have to explain to him and her that we didn’t show up because you won’t put your fucking clothes on and my dick found its way back in you.”



“Brooklyn!” she yelled and then laughed, covering her mouth with her hand.



“Yo, I’m serious as fuck and I would dead ass make you explain that shit right after I dropped that load in you. I’ll be in the living room.”



“Wait, can we go by my place first?”



“For what?” I felt myself frowning at her.



“I want to change so that I look halfway decent.”



“Man, no, you’ll be fine. My mom don’t give a fuck about any of that. She’ll just be happy as hell that I brought you. You could damn near go naked and she’d still be happy as fuck. Get dressed.”



I left her there and headed to the living room. My mom knew we were coming, but she thought it was just me and Bronx.



I wasn’t about to give her details. Neither of us brought women around. Although she knew about Teagan and Reason, she didn’t put much into their relationships because we hadn’t introduced her. I had a feeling she knew it was coming because their names constantly came up when she called me, but she didn’t push too much because she knew how me and my brother were.



It wasn’t like we were running from commitment, but we weren’t running to that shit either.



However, since I had been kicking it with Teagan for the past couple months, I knew things had changed. The fact that I hadn’t been with another female since Teagan was a clear sign, and the fact that I wasn’t interested in anything changing was another.



Like it or not, I was in a relationship, and what made it even worse was that I was happy about that shit.










Reason



“Stop, please. I’m already nervous.” I pushed Bronx away from me and lifted my arms again to finish running my wide tooth come through my loose curls.



While he played the game, I showered and was now standing in front of his dresser draped in one of his shirts and attempting to tame my hair. It was slightly still damp, so I was debating between a hat and a ponytail.



Neither seemed like the appropriate option for me, since I was about to go meet the woman he idealized most in the world.



“I’m trying to help with that.”



Bronx delivered a seductive smile, which I caught through the mirror just before he pressed his body against mine and then kissed my neck. His hands moved up the front of my thighs and were about to move between my legs before I shoved them away.



As much as I missed the feel of him inside me, now was not the time. For one, it would make us late, and two, I had a feeling that I wouldn’t be able to walk in a way that I could hide it.



Our activities over the past twenty-four hours had been intense to say the least. I missed him, he missed me, and we used our bodies to make up for that lost time. If Bronx was insatiable before our short break up, he was that times ten now.



“Sex won’t help, especially when it will make us late, and I’m not trying to do that. It’s already a late dinner since I had to work.”



“Relax, baby girl. She’s not worried about the time, and I don’t know why the fuck you’re nervous. I’m the one that has to tell her that I got your ass pregnant. All you have to do is sit there and look pretty. You got that shit covered.”



He missed the smile that broke out on my face as he kissed the back of my neck and then my shoulder. His hands glided across my stomach, and then he backed away, allowing his body to fall loosely onto the side of his bed.



I watched him as he watched me through the mirror while I pulled my hair into a high ponytail on top of my head and then turned to face him. Pressing my hands onto the dresser while leaning back and gripping the edge, I tried to explain my nerves.



“You’re her baby. Even the fact that you’re now about to have one won’t change that. I’m just the random mystery girl who you got pregnant. She loves you and doesn’t have to like me. That’s plenty to be nervous about.”



I frowned at him, and he lifted his tatted hand and moved it down his face.



I watched the motion until his other hand landed just below his belt. My eyes followed and watched as he did an adjustment, and then I looked at his face again. It was graced with an irritated scowl.



“She won’t care about any of that. My mom knows me. If I’m bringing you there, baby or not, she knows that shit with us is solid and you’re more than just some bitch I’m fucking.”



I felt my eyes narrow as I peered at him, and he laughed. “Fix your damn face. I’m not calling you that or saying that you’re anything close to that. I’m just making a point. You’re more than that, or this shit wouldn’t be happening. So, stop worrying, aight?”



“What do you consider
 more
 ?”



We had both apologized for the things that we had done to each other that caused us to be at odds, but we hadn’t really discussed what things were now. It was like we were together by default. This baby had a lot to do with that, I was sure of it, but I didn’t want it to just be about that.



I knew how I felt about him. Even when everything in me wanted to hate him because he hurt me, I still cared and couldn’t. I hated that I did care, but there wasn’t anything that I could do about it. That feeling I had was the main reason why I was still carrying this baby. It was a part of him, and at the time, the only part of him that I had left. I loved this baby before I even realized I did.



“Shit, I don’t know,” was all he said before his expression softened.



I felt a lump rise in my throat and knots in my stomach because that wasn’t really the response that I was looking for.



“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea. We can do it another time.” I inhaled and turned back toward his dresser, busying myself by collecting my things.



Before I could make any progress, Bronx was on his feet again with his hand covering mine as he removed my comb from my hand and then placed it on the dresser.



I was then forced toward his bed, where he sat first and then positioned me onto his lap, closing me in his arms.



“Stop thinking the worst. I’m being honest. I don’t know. This shit is just as complicated for me as it is for you. That’s all I mean by that.”



“You know what relationships are, Bronx. You obviously had one with Harper.”



I wasn’t about to let him pull that
 I don’t know how to operate in a committed relationship
 bullshit on me.



“That shit wasn’t a relationship, and don’t say her fucking name around me. I cared about her, but not like this. That shit wasn’t even fucking close. I didn’t know that back then. When I say it’s complicated, I mean the fact that I feel the way I feel and that we’re having a kid. I’m not about to pretend like I have this shit all figured out, and I would assume you wouldn’t want me to.”



He looked at me and waited like his statement was somehow a question.



“No, I don’t want that.”



“Aight then, just let shit happen, and we’ll figure it out. You’re with me, right?”



I opened my mouth to speak, but his voice flowed again. “And before you answer, there’s only one answer that I’m accepting. It doesn’t really matter what you say if it’s not what I want to hear.”



That sexy smile of his moved as if it were purposely creeping in slow motion, but it crept across his face until it took over.



“Yes, I’m with you.”



“Aight then. I’ll keep it one hundred. I won’t make you any promises about how shit will play out, but I will tell you this much. What I thought was love ain’t have shit on what I know I have with you. There is no doubt in my mind about that. We gon’ ride this shit out and make it work. That’s the only option. Now get dressed so that we can go, and if you tell anybody I let you punk my ass into being all emotional, I’ll deny that shit.”



He winked at me and kissed my neck. At the same time, his hand landed hard on my thigh, and then he walked off, leaving me with the truth that he had just dropped on me. Maybe I was confused, but Bronx had just pretty much summed up the fact that this was love for him.



 



***



“The fuck was he doing here?” Bronx grunted out as he watched his father’s Benz moved down the street.



I only knew it was his father because he passed by us just as we parked. His eyes were down while he focused on something, which I assumed was a phone, so he didn’t notice us.



I was grateful for that because I wasn’t very fond of their father. Bronx loved him, which I knew, and they had a decent relationship, but it was more or less a love hate type thing.



Growing up, their father had been there for them, and from what I understood, he was good to Bronx and Brooklyn. But over the past few months that I had known Bronx, that relationship had changed quite a bit.



It had more or less transitioned into them being cordial. Lately, something was going on which Bronx wouldn’t speak about, but it felt like the three of them, Bronx, Brooklyn, and their father, were at odds. He and I had only been on good terms for a minute since the fallout, so I decided against asking him about it.



What I did know was that first thing this morning, Bronx received a call from his father that changed his entire mood.



The call actually ended with Bronx shutting off his phone entirely, which he said was because he wasn’t in the mood to talk to anyone. I quickly picked up on the fact that
 anyone,
 was his father.



“They’re still friends, right?” Bronx delivered a hateful stare, so I clarified. “Your mom and dad. Maybe he was there to see her.”



“I’m sure he was, but he better not have brought that dumb shit to her, or I’m beating that nigga’s ass.”



Again, his tone was harsh as he grunted out the statement, but it was more so for him, and not in response to me.



I left it alone, and we exited his car in route to his mother’s place.



With my hand securely in his, we climbed the stairs of the two family unit that she lived in, and I admired the building and neighborhood.



It was nice, very nice, and I wondered if it was courtesy of her sons or Judge Harris. Bronx had already told me once before that she didn’t work, and when she did, she was a teacher.



Teachers didn’t bring in the type of money that could afford a place like this in New York. Especially in a neighborhood like this.



While we waited at the door, my mind was all over the place with what ifs, and when I was face to face with a female version of Bronx, I felt like I was about to pass out from being so nervous. She was beautiful, and the first thought that crossed my mind was how young she looked.



There was no way this woman was old enough to have sons who were twenty-six and twenty-four. Her eyes lit up as soon as they landed on her son, and the smile that spread across her face was just as contagious.



She loved her son and was happy to be in his presence. There was no doubt about that.



“You gon’ let us in or just stand there staring and shit?”



It rolled out of his mouth so perfectly, but I wasn’t in the least bit surprised. Bronx was who he was and didn’t change for anyone. Apparently, not even his mother.



I assume my thoughts on his opening statement were all over my face because she rolled her eyes and smiled at me.



“Don’t worry about his rude ass. His entire tone will change when I break my foot off in his ass.” She spoke just as easily as he had prior to pulling me toward her after latching onto one of my arms.



Bronx chuckled.



After a brief hug, which was welcoming and extremely snug, she released me and pushed him in the chest. He closed her in his arms and kissed the side of her face.



“You see where I get that shit from?” Bronx explained as his mother smiled again, admiring her son the way a proud doting parent would.



“I didn’t raise him like that. I think I dropped his mean ass too many times when he was a baby.”



Again, her eyes rolled, and he chuckled from behind her, taking my hand again as the two of us entered her place.



My eyes moved around, admiring my surroundings. There were deep colors that were warm and inviting, and it smelled like cinnamon and vanilla.



“So, you’re the one who has this boy’s nose wide open and calling me in the middle of the night crying about you not liking him.”



“Damn, ma, you had to jump right into that shit? You and Brim can’t keep shit to yourselves. The fuck?”



I grinned as my eyes darted between the two of them. She wore a smug grin while he frowned at her.



“It wasn’t even that damn serious,” he mumbled, almost giving the appearance that he was pouting, which was definitely new for him.



“Boy, please…” she began before taking my free hand and pulling me with her, which moved me away from him.



I followed behind her toward the living room where she took a seat on the oversized ivory sofa and patted the spot next to her for me to sit.



“I get a call in the middle of the night from this one, whining, a
 m I an asshole? How do I make her like me?
 It was that serious.”



She narrowed her eyes at him and then focused on me again. “I’m just glad to finally get to meet you. I see why he was crying on my phone. You’re a pretty one, but don’t think that means anything to me. That’s my baby, so you better treat him right.”



She fussed at me, and I glanced at Bronx. Now he wore a smug grin as he sat on the arm of the sofa we were on with his arms locked around his chest. The muscles in them were defined, but I couldn’t even enjoy it because the look he gave was taunting me like a child.



“Chill, ma, she knows what’s up. And I wasn’t fucking crying. The only reason I called you in the first place was because y’all women be on some crazy ass emotional shit that I can’t understand. I bet I won’t do that shit again, though.”



He glared at me and then frowned at her. She simply chuckled and then shook her head.



Not long after, Brim and Teagan showed up. I was grateful because it took the pressure off. As nice as she was, I still felt tension from the fact that I knew we had this secret that Bronx had yet to tell.



No matter how much I appreciated that she liked me, this was our first time meeting, and she was about to find out that I was pregnant with her grandchild.



I watched the way she loved on and interacted with her sons and could tell that she was very protective of them, so I wasn’t looking forward to having that conversation.



The moment it rolled out of Bronx’s mouth, I felt my heart stop and the entire room got quiet. We were in the middle of her discussing a cruise that she wanted her sons to pay for when Bronx looked at me and randomly said, “When is the baby due? We might need to plan around that. I’m sure she’ll want to be there for that.”



All eyes were on me, including his mother’s, but she didn’t look pleased.



“Baby, what baby?”



“Mine, well ours. Reason is pregnant,” Bronx said with his eyes on her.



I couldn’t read his expression, but hers clearly spoke volumes.



“Yours?” she stated calmly. “Do you know that for sure?”



“Ahh hell,” Brim mumbled and looked at me sympathetically before he tightened his hold on Teagan.



“Ma, what the fuck? Yeah, I know for sure, or I wouldn’t be here telling you that shit.”



“Excuse me,” I said in a panic as I shot to my feet. Teagan did the same across the room where she was seated on Brim’s lap. “I have to go to the bathroom,” I quickly said and hurried out of the room.



The first thought that popped in my head was,
 bitch, are you serious?
 But I knew that wasn’t the best option, so I needed to leave the room and work on my filters before I could deal with her.



I heard someone behind me just as I reached the bathroom. Instead of checking to see who it was, I stepped inside, shut the door quickly, and pressed my back against it.



I got really emotional all of a sudden, and a flood of thoughts rushed through my head. All I could think about was Bronx’s reaction the night he found out.



The voices coming from the living room were loud, but not enough for me to make out anything other than who was talking.



Bronx and his mother were going back and forth, and that made it worse. The last thing I wanted was a line to drawn in the sand where it was me or her. I broke out in a light sweat before I heard a heavy pounding on the door.



“Aye, shorty, open the door.”



Bronx’s deep voice flowed through, and I could hear the agitation, but it was followed by his mother’s voice which I couldn’t read.



“Let me talk to her,” she said, and then heavy footsteps moved away from the door.



“Can I come in?” she asked.



Inhaling deeply, I smoothed my shirt to calm myself before I opened the door. She stepped in and shut it behind her before leaning against the counter.



“I’m having a bit of a rough day, and I took it out on you. I need to apologize for that.” The sincerity in her eyes relaxed me a little, but I was still on edge as she released an exaggerated sigh.



“Their father was here just before you got here. He told me about his
 situation
 . The man who I have loved all my life was here to tell me that he had given a child to another woman. He’s done so many things to me, but that was the one thing that he promised me that he would never do. The one promise that he made to me and swore that he would never break, he broke, and he just
 thought I should know
 . He
 thought
 it would be best if I heard it from him.”



She delivered a weak smile and then rubbed her hands down the front of the jeans she wore.



“I’m sorry for reacting the way that I did, and you don’t have to accept that. Although, if you don’t, I think my son might disown me.” She laughed nervously. “Both of them actually. I don’t think I’ve ever in my life experienced Bronx this upset with me, which tells me two things. One, that without a shadow of a doubt, this baby is my grandchild. And two, he was prepared to choose you over me because of it. Well, because of both of you.”



Until this point, I hadn’t said a word. I just stood there watching her fumble through her speech because I was not sure if or how I wanted to react.



“It’s okay,” finally found its way to my lips, and as hurt and angry as I was for her having forced me to relive the way that Bronx made me feel the night he found out that I was pregnant, I understood that she was hurt too, and by a Harris man.



This was Bronx’s mother. Could I really be that selfish to hold her emotional state against her? Hadn’t I been in exactly the same place as she was and let my emotions get the best of me, almost losing Bronx because of it?



“No, actually, it’s not okay, but I appreciate that.” Her smile grew wide before her eyes landed on my stomach. “I’m not ready for this shit. Grandmas are supposed to be old. I’m too cute and young for my baby to be having a baby. I really want to choke him right now.”



For some reason, her reaction was funny to me, and I laughed. “It doesn’t make you old.”



“Maybe not in reality, but in theory it does.”



She caught me off guard by throwing her arms around me and hugging me tight again.



“Congratulations, and even though that baby’s grandma is an asshole, I promise I’ll get it together before it gets here. Now let’s go before Bronx comes up in here trying to check me again. And I think your cousin wanted to beat my ass too.”



I grinned at the thought. I was more than positive that she was right.



She opened the door, and when it was wide enough, the first thing I felt were eyes on me. Bronx stood a few feet away, his tall frame leaning against the wall with his arms folded securely across his chest. His body language was tense and defensive, but he relaxed a little when I smiled.



He shared a look with his mother as she passed by. I followed her, but before I could make it past him, he caught my wrist and pulled me to him.



“I swear I’m gonna fuck him up.” His tone was low but harsh when he spoke about his father, but it relaxed and when he continued. “You know she ain’t mean shit by that, right? She knows that’s my kid,” he explained with his eyes intensely on mine while he waited for me to respond.



Nodding before I spoke, I could see that it eased his mind. “She apologized and explained her reaction. It’s fine.”



“Nah, that shit ain’t fine, but it will be.”



“Bronx…”



“What, man? Don’t even tell me to leave that shit alone. That nigga is always fucking up a good thing, and it seems like now more than ever he keeps doing shit that affects the people I care about.”



“I’m okay, and so is she. Can we just get through the rest of tonight?”



He searched my face as if evaluating the truth behind my statement. “You sure you’re good? I don’t want you stressing and shit.”



Bronx’s eyes trailed down my body, and I bit down on my lip to hide the smile that was trying to break through. He was so uncaring about most things, almost in a selfish way, but then switched gears with the flip of a switch and softened up at times. The crazy thing was that it seemed like that was only for me.



In the middle of heat radiating from his body due to the fact that his father had upset his mother, who in turn had upset me, his entire demeanor changed when he thought about the baby I was carrying and how me stressing would affect it.



“I’m fine.”



“You sure? ’Cause we can go in there for a minute.”



He grinned hard as he looked at what I assumed was a bedroom.



“Seriously?”



“Hell yeah, seriously. I’ll take that hit for the team as long as you promise not to be screaming and shit. I don’t know if my OG is ready for all that, even if she knows your ass is already pregnant.”



Delivering a heavy eye roll, I shook my head and unpinned my body from his and tried to walk away, but he caught me from behind and closed his arms around me so that his hands crossed over my waist.



“Real shit. You’re good though, right?”



“Yes, I’m good.”



“Aight, bet. Now bring your ass on so that we can wrap this up and go home so I can get some pussy, since you’re not trying to let me get it here.”



His lips landed on the side of my face and then my neck before he stepped around me and led the way back to the living room.



My mouth dropped open but slowly closed into a smile. Bronx was about as romantic as watching paint dry for a first date, but I always paid attention to the little things he did. They said way more than any over the top, emotional spiel that he could give. That wasn’t his thing, and it wouldn’t have the same effect anyway.










Torren



“Yeah?”



I held my phone to the side of my face without bothering to see who was calling. I wasn’t sure how late it was, but it was after one when I had ended my call with Ayah and gone to sleep.



“I need you.”



Now, hearing that from my girl under any other circumstances would have had a smile on my face, but not this time. Her voice was shaky like she could barely get the words out, and she was breathing heavily like she was winded.



I immediately sat up and threw the covers off my body in the same motion.



“What’s wrong?” Fell out of my mouth so quick that no thought went into processing the statement.



“Can you just come here? I think I’m in trouble.”



“Trouble, the fuck you mean by trouble?”



I already had my hand on a pair of sweats and was stepping into them. It didn’t matter to me what the trouble was, I was on my way. If she needed me there, then I was going to be there.



“Hanks. I can’t say over the phone, just please come.”



The more she spoke, the more afraid she sounded, and that shit had my heart thumping in my chest. The first thing that came to mind was that he put his hands on her.



My teeth clenched as I lifted my gun, pressed it into my back, and then covered it with my shirt.



“Ayah, what the fuck did he do?”



“I can’t say over the phone, just come, please. I have to go see about Shawn,” was the last thing she said before the line went dead.



“Fuck.”



I dialed her right back, but she didn’t answer, so I did the only thing I could do and left my place, heading right to her.



As soon as I arrived, shit just felt off. The door was cracked, and when I pushed it open, the room was dark and the place was a mess. There were broken lamps, tables were flipped over, and there were broken bottles on the floor.



With my gun in hand, I moved carefully through the living room toward Ayah’s bedroom. When I reached it and tried the knob, it didn’t give, so I knocked lightly.



I could hear movement behind the door but no voices, so I spoke up. “Ayah open the door baby girl.”



It took a minute, but the lock turned and she threw her arms around my neck and held onto me as she trembled.



I returned the favor and held her tight until she pulled away and looked over her shoulder at her cousin, Shawn, who I hadn’t noticed until now.



He looked scared, and when my eyes landed on Ayah, she looked hard, with a blank stare.



“The fuck happened in here? He did that?”



My arm extended behind me in the direction of the living room.



Ayah glanced at her cousin again and then nodded.



“Stay here, Shawn, okay? I’ll be right back,” she instructed him.



He simply nodded but looked right at me.



“Where is he?” I asked through gritted teeth after we were in the hallway. I was in motion pushing past her to check the rest of the apartment.



“Wait, let me tell you what happened first.”



Ayah grabbed my arm and tried to stop me, but I was still moving. She didn’t have to tell me shit. A part of me already knew and didn’t want her to tell me what happened anyway. I knew on everything real if he put his hands on her in any way whatsoever, then I was killing that muthafucker.



I had never taken a life, but tonight, I knew that I would without hesitation.



“Don’t tell me shit, just show me where he is,” I growled at her just as we crossed through the living room.



I headed to her aunt’s bedroom, knowing that if he was there, that’s where he would be. Likely passed out because all the nigga did was drink and get high.



“Before you go in there, let me—”



My hand was already on the door, and when I pushed it open, my eyes stretched wide as they moved around the room.



Hanks was on the bed lying on his back, and his shirt was drenched with blood as well as ripped in various places from what had to be knife wounds.



The more I looked around, I noticed the room was just as destroyed as the living room, and there was also a knife positioned on the dresser a few feet away from the bed where his body rested.



“I don’t want to go to jail, but I told you what I’d do to him if he—”



“Did he?” I cut her off quickly because that was the only thought that I could currently process.



Her head moved from side to side at a rapid pace to deliver her answer.



“He tried. My aunt is working overnight tonight. He knew that she wouldn’t be here to stop him.”



My fist clenched before I roped my arm around her waist, pulled her into my body, and pressed a kiss into her forehead.



“Go see about your cousin. Pack some stuff so that you two can go with me.”



“Wait, go where? I can’t just leave this like it is.”



Her eyes darted toward Hanks before they landed on me again.



“I’ll figure it out. I’m about to make a call. Just go pack your shit.”



Again, I pressed a kiss into her forehead. After surveying the room once more, she left me there to go pack.



I called the only person, I knew who might be able to help me get her out of this.










Bronx



“Stay here, lock my door and don’t open it for shit. I won’t be long.”



I leaned forward enough to reach under my seat, and when I brought my hand back, I lifted the nine I kept there and placed it in Reason’s lap.



Her eyes got big as fuck, but I didn’t care.



It was three in the morning, and although my father’s building housed million dollar apartments and was expensive as fuck, it was still in Manhattan. I was parked on the street and not taking any chances.



“I don’t want that,” she stated as her eyes bounced from the gun in her lap and back to me.



Of course, I ignored her and lifted it again. “Pull this back, hold it with both hands to keep it steady, and pull back on the trigger slowly to give yourself time to prepare. If you do it too fast, you’ll lose your aim. I know your ass probably ain’t never held a gun before, so I’m sure you don’t know how to shoot one.”



“You’re right, and I’m not about to do it tonight. I’ll just go up there with you.”



“No. Stay here and keep your hand on this.”



I grabbed her wrist and forced the gun in her hand, which she then lowered into her lap, almost dropping it like the shit was diseased.



I inhaled slowly and dragged my hand down my face. “Look, I didn’t want you to come in the first place, but you insisted. I let you come against my better judgment, so right now, just do what the fuck I’m asking... please.”



“I’ll keep the doors locked, but I don’t need this. there’s not even anyone walking the streets at this time of morning.”



She clenched her jaw, and I knew it had to be because of my tone. I was already tired as fuck and not looking forward to the fact that I had to be there in the first place, but Brim was the first person who Torren called, and he was at the apartment with him assessing what needed to be done.



That meant that I had to be the one to show up and get our pops out of bed to go take care of this shit. This was something that he needed his hands on, or Torren’s girl was gonna end up right where she said she didn’t want to be, in fucking jail.



“If some shit happens to you or my baby then it ain’t a muthafucker walking the streets that you’ll need to worry about. It will be me. Keep your hand on that, and use it if you have to.”



I pointed to the gun once more and then leaned across the seat, gripped her chin, and delivered an aggressive kiss before I got out and slammed the door.



Standing next to my truck, I pointed to the door and waited until she hit the locks before I walked off.



“Welcome, Mr. Harris. Shall I call up?” Richard’s old corny ass smiled briefly as he addressed me and waited.



I didn’t spend much time at our father’s place, this one or the other two houses he owned, but our father made it a priority that everyone who worked there knew who my brother and I were, and that they addressed us a certain way.



“Nah, I got it,” I tossed at him without stopping as I made my way to the elevator that would take me to my father’s floor.



Once inside, I keyed the security code and the doors closed slowly before I was being moved up the nineteen floors to our father’s apartment.



There were only two units on his floor, and he owned both of them simply for the privacy. At one point, he tried to convince Brim and I to live next to him, but that shit was never happening.



Needless to say, it was still empty. When I reached his door, I again keyed a code to let myself in and then another to shut off his security system.



Seconds later, my father rounded the corner dressed in navy silk pajama pants, no shirt, and wearing a worried expression.



“What’s wrong? Did something happen to your brother? Shit, or your mother? Why are you here so late without calling?”



I could tell from the groggy tone of his voice that he had been asleep, but even still, he sounded concerned.



“Get dressed. We need you to help out with something.”



“Answer my fucking questions first. Are your brother and mother okay?”



My teeth gritted as I moved his way, and when I was inches away from him and face to face, our eyes locked on each other and I spoke.



I knew he loved my mother, but he didn’t respect her. That shit pissed me off that he acted like she was important enough to worry about.



“Why the fuck you tell her you got that bitch pregnant? You really think she wanted to know that?”



“No, I don’t think she
 wanted
 to know that, but she
 needed
 to know. And why the fuck are you talking to me like you lost your fucking mind?”



I laughed arrogantly as I kept my eyes on him.



“Maybe I have lost my fucking mind, and because I can. The fuck you gon’ do? You really ain’t shit sometimes. I don’t even recognize you anymore most days. Melvin don’t exist, it’s just Judge Harris. You’re letting that shit run you, and in the process, you’re losing the respect of the people who you claim you love the most.”



“You don’t recognize me?” My father smirked in a way that was condescending. “I could say the same thing. How’s it feel knowing that you’re about to be in the same position?”



“The fuck is that supposed to mean?”



“Ahh, come on, son. You wrote a whole song about her. She’s pregnant, right? How many conversations have we had about you not wanting kids? About how you didn’t want to end up like or be like me. I guess you didn’t try hard enough. Your life mirrors mine, Bronx.”



“No, the fuck it doesn’t. There was a time in my life when I would have agreed because yeah, you’re right, I didn’t want kids, but I ain’t you, nigga. Unlike you, I’m man enough to know that the woman carrying my seed is enough to make me to grow the fuck up. I love her enough to do that, something you never did. I ain’t you, and Brim ain’t you.



“All these years, I thought it was cool to have a father who was more like a friend than a parent, but the more I think about that shit, the more I realize your ass is weak. Too fucking weak to step the fuck up and be a got damn man. You hide behind a lot of things, but facts are facts. My mother loves you, and I can’t do shit about that, but what you won’t do is keep turning that knife that you shoved in her heart. Do your shit, live your life, and stay the fuck away from her. She’s gon’ be aight because me and Brim always got her.”



His stare was hard, and I was fully prepared to fight this nigga. We had come to blows before, mostly because neither of us did well with another muthafucker telling us what we were gonna do, but today was different. I was different. My goal was to just tell him what we needed and to make sure he got there to take care of it, but here we were in a battle of morals and wills, and I wasn’t backing down from that shit.



“You love her enough to
 grow up and be a man
 ?” He repeated my words as if they were a joke to him, and I half expected that’s what he meant, but then he switched it up on me.



“I guess I could learn a few things from you. I suppose it’s the natural order of things, where the student becomes the teacher.” He chuckled and relaxed his stance. “I raised you to be a man, regardless of what you feel I didn’t give you or wasn’t man enough to do for you and your brother. Today, I see that I accomplished just that, even if my ways were unconventional. You’re definitely a man, maybe more than me. Let me get dressed, and we can leave,” was the next thing he said before his hand gripped my shoulder, and then he left me there.



What the fuck just happened?
 I was about ready to crack this nigga’s shit, and he backed down, basically agreeing to everything that I accused him of being or not being.



My father decided to drive on his own, so after I provided him with the information that he needed, I was back in the car with Reason and on our way to meet up with Brim and Torren.



 



***



“How long before her aunt returns?” My father looked past me at Torren, who was across from us.



Brim was to my right as the three of us stood in the living room of the apartment where Torren’s girl had killed her aunt’s boyfriend. He looked over my shoulder at the bedroom where we instructed Reason, Teagan, and Ayah to stay while my father
 handled
 things.



After a few phone calls, he had some his people, who I knew to be detectives and police officers, there staging shit.



An officer prepped her on what to say for the statement that she needed to give and then recorded it. After that, they began cleaning shit up and doing what was necessary to make it look like Hanks attacked Ayah, and it was self-defense. The shit was true, so there wasn’t much that needed to be done other than have a legal paper trail that was controlled by NYPD, who was controlled by my father.



It was funny to me how these muthafuckers were so quick to roll up on people like me and my brother for doing illegal shit, yet here they were after a phone call from my father staging a fucking murder like it wasn’t anything. This shit was why I didn’t have any fucks to give about the way I lived my life or so called doing the right thing.



“She gets off at seven, so she should be here no later than eight thirty after the drive.”



“You can leave and take her with you. I have the rest from here. Take the boy too. My guys will be waiting to explain what happened. They need her reaction to be authentic,” My father rattled off robotically.



Nodding, Torren thanked him and then left us there to go talk to Ayah.



I was about to walk off, but my father stopped me.



“Bronx, give me a minute,” he said cooly.



Brim’s eyes darted between the two of us and then landed on my father.



“I’m figuring things out with Tia,” he began, and I felt my face get tight. I didn’t want to hear whatever bullshit he was about to deliver.



“Figuring things out? What the fuck does that mean? You’re about to be with her or some shit like that?” Brim’s tone was sharp, and I knew he was hoping that the answer was no.



“I care about her, so if that’s a possibility, then yes. I need the two of you to be okay with that or at least okay with the idea that she’s carrying my child.”



I laughed because it was the only thing that I could do to keep from hitting his ass.



“Be okay with that shit? The fuck, man? I get it, you messed up and got her pregnant, but how the fuck you explain that shit? Your old ass is trying to play house with someone half your age.”



“It’s no one’s business but my own, so I don’t have to explain a got damn thing to anyone. Not even you, but you’re my sons, so I’m extending the courtesy. She will be a part of my life, which means by default, she’ll be a part of yours. You don’t have to like it, but I at least expect you to respect that.”



As he finished his speech, Reason walked up beside me followed by Teagan, who immediately attached to Brim’s side.



Torren and Ayah were right behind them with her cousin, and all eyes were on my father.



“Yo, I’m out. Let’s go.”



I grabbed Reason’s hand and started toward the door. My father called my name, but I kept going.



Honestly, I didn’t give a fuck if he was with old girl or not. I didn’t have shit against her or that baby she was carrying. I just hoped she understood what the fuck she was getting herself into.



The only thing that really pissed me off was the fact that after all these years of loving this nigga, my mother would have to face the fact that a bitch half her age was what he chose. That shit was gonna hurt, but she was strong, and she’d be aight.



I just hated that my family was so fucked up, but I couldn’t do shit about that but accept it and worry about my own. Right now, that was far more important than anything they had going on.



 



***



When I felt a hand on my shoulder, I looked up and found Reason’s eyes on me. She looked concerned, which made sense being that I was quiet as hell on the drive back to my apartment. When we got there, she climbed in my bed, and I left her there to come in my studio, where I currently still was.



The one window in the room was blacked out, so I had no idea what time it was, nor did I care. I also had no idea how long I had been there other than to guess that it had been a few hours based on the recording that I had done, along with the blunts that I had burned while I was doing it.



She climbed onto my lap with her knees resting on the outside of my hips, and then grabbed my headphones, which she removed and then leaned to one side to place on the floor.



“It’s no fun being in your bed alone. I would have gone home if I had known that you were going to be in here all night.”



“I didn’t want you at home. I wanted you here,” I admitted, letting my head fall back against the back of my chair while my hands moved up her smooth thighs.



“Why? You haven’t said a word to me, and you wouldn’t have if I hadn’t come in here.”



“You miss me?”



I felt myself smile, but only for a minute because she didn’t return one. She was trying to figure out what was going on with me.



“A little.”



I chuckled and sent my hands behind her and gripped her ass as I pulled her closer.



“A little, huh?” I said just before my lips connected with the side of her neck.



The faded scent of fruit clung to her skin, causing me to let my teeth gently sink into her shoulder.



“Bronx, what’s wrong? Why are you in here hiding?”



“Nothing,” I mumbled from the crook of her neck before I pulled back and our eyes met.



“Is it your father? I heard what he said about him and Tia.”



“That don’t have shit to do with me.”



“Even if it’s not directly connected to you, it has something to do with you.”



I closed my eyes and thought about what she was saying. Things didn’t really bother me for the most part. I was selfish as fuck and was the first to admit that, but somehow this shit was really fucking with me. The crazy thing was the reason behind why it was fucking with me.



“I guess the older I get, the more I realize that my family is fucked up. I know they love me, even my father in his fucked up way, but it’s like I’m seeing things like they really are for the first time. Like this shit is somehow new to me. Maybe it’s the fact that I’m about to be a father. I don’t know, but I don’t want that for my son.”



“Your son?” She frowned at me, and I smirked.



In my mind, this baby was already a boy. There wasn’t shit anybody could tell me to change that.



“Hell yeah, my son.”



I placed my hand on her stomach and just stared at it for a minute. “We’re gonna do this shit right. I need you to promise me that cause I don’t want no fake ass family for him. I want the real thing, and we’re gonna give him that.”



I could feel her looking at me for the longest time, and when our eyes finally met, she had that goofy ass grin on her face.



“Why the fuck you grinning at me like that and not saying shit?”



“Because I don’t want to ruin the moment.”



“You’re so damn extra.” I chuckled and then got serious. “Did you hear what I said?”



“Yes, I heard what you said, and if you promise me, then I promise you.”



“Why does everything gotta be a damn battle with you?”



“It’s not a battle, but it takes two, so I’m just saying.”



I gripped the back of her neck and pulled her lips to mine.



“I promise,” I announced against her lips before I actually kissed her. When I released it, she smiled and nodded.



Her eyes got sad as hell all of a sudden, and I assumed that she was thinking about her own family, which she confirmed. “I didn’t have that either, so I want our kid to have that too.”



I still hadn’t figured out this emotional shit, so instead of trying to say the right thing to make her feel better and fucking it up, I decided that I would
 do
 the right thing to physically make her feel better.



At the very least, I could take her mind off whatever depressing ass thoughts were moving around in her head.



I pulled her into a kiss while I moved my hands between us to free myself and push her panties to the side. After working my fingers in her enough to make sure she was ready to receive me, I lifted her body by the waist and waited while she moved down my length, nice and slow. She sucked in a breath, which she then held onto for a minute while she prepared to take in all of me the best she could.



The feeling of being deep inside her had me on edge, and her body tense, but she accepted me in a way that only she could. I wasn’t one of those men who got stuck on their girl of the moment being the best pussy they ever had, but real shit, Reason was that for me. Maybe because it was deeper than just the physical part, but either way, she had a way of suppressing any urge I had to even consider being with someone else. For someone like me, that spoke volumes.



As my fingers dug into her waist, I leaned back and watched her body move in rhythm with the upward strokes that I pushed deep inside her. That shit was erotic as fuck. Reason let her head fall back, placing one hand on her shoulder while the other toyed with her nipple.



Her back arched deep as fuck, intensifying the feeling that I had while she stepped up the movement of her hips and grinding deeper in my lap, which sent me deeper into her sweetness.



The stressed look on her face from me occasionally touching depths that she was still trying to get used to was erotic as fuck. Of course, I released a load fast as hell because of it.



She kept grinding her hips when she felt me pushing inside her, and after I had control of my body again, I didn’t miss a beat. I began to thrust forward, angling my stroke up into her body.



Reason’s hands now both gripped my shoulders with her nails piercing my skin. The moans she whispered and grunted out forced a smile on my face. Mission accomplished, I had erased anything from her mind other than the way that I was controlling her body.



Even if it was temporary, I did what I had set out to do. Fuck anything else in her life right now. I was going to make it better with each stroke I delivered. That was my word!










Ayah Smith



“What did she say?”



I cupped the phone between both of my hands as I sat on the foot of Torren’s bed. I was sure that he already had an idea from the side of the conversation that he could hear that my aunt wasn’t in the best place.



“She asked what I did.” I looked up at him, and my eyes were filled with disappointment, but I was also angry. “You must have done something to make him feel like it was okay to come at you like that. She really said that to me. What the fuck? Like is she that damn clueless that she didn’t know who the hell she was laying down with every night?”



“Aye, fuck her and what she thinks. If she really feels that way, then it’s on her.”



“Maybe, but now what? What the hell am I supposed to do? She’s on her way here to get Shawn.”



“Okay, so what?”



“She’s coming to get
 him
 . Not me, she wants me out.”



“Wait, she’s putting you out?”



“Yep, her words were, I don’t think this is going to work. I need to focus on my life and my son. She doesn’t even care what I went through tonight. That I…”



“Aye, you did what you had to do. Fuck what she thinks.” Torren’s brows dipped in, and the agitation showed all over his face. He was pissed about her reaction.



“I don’t care what she thinks. I mean, I do, but I don’t. She wasn’t there, and she obviously didn’t know shit about the man she called herself in love with. He wasn’t shit.”



“You did what was necessary, and as long as you’re good, I don’t give a fuck about that. If you hadn’t handled it before I got there, then I would have. Fuck all that, and just forget about it. Let her focus on her life or whatever the hell bullshit ass excuse she’s giving you. Fuck her, Ayah. Real shit.”



“And what about me? I can’t afford to live on my own, and I can’t go home to my mother’s apartment. What the hell am I supposed to do?”



“You paid bills there?”



“Yes, why?”



“You can stay with me, and pay what you can, when you can.”



“No, I’m not doing that. I know what you’re doing, and no.”



“What am I doing?”



“You don’t need my money the same way I don’t need you to bail me out. I’ll figure it out on my own.”



He grinned and shook his head. “You’re right, I don’t need your money, but I’ll take that shit if it means that you’ll take me up on my offer. I’m not trying to save you or no shit like that, but you need an option right now, and I’m giving you one. You really think I can sleep at night knowing that your shit ain’t in order?”



He paused for a minute and then continued when I didn’t answer. “No, I can’t. You staying here can be temporary. Shit, I like my space, so who’s to say I even want you here like that?” Torren grinned again before he tucked his bottom lip between his teeth.



“I like my space too, so who says I want to be here like that?” I felt my eyes roll, and he chuckled and moved my way until he had me on my back and his body hovered over me.



“I like your space too, so no complaints from me if you decide to hang out here for a minute.”



“Torren, move. Shawn is out there.” It came out so weak that he laughed against my lips because we both knew I didn’t mean for him to stop.



“He’s sleep, but I can wait. She’s on her way, right?”



Torren’s hands moved up my thighs as he pushed his lower body further between them.



“Shit… yes.” I moaned, not really wanting to separate from him.



“Aight, bet, we can wait. But are you good? And don’t lie ’cause I’ll know.”



I smiled and nodded. “I feel relived, and maybe that’s bad. Maybe it makes me a horrible person, but I can’t help it. I feel relieved.”



“I want you to feel safe and not worry about that bullshit anymore. Let me be that for you.”



Again, I nodded. After delivering another kiss, Torren backed away from me, and I watched as he adjusted his sweats to accommodate the reaction that was happening in them.



As much as I lustfully wanted to focus on that, my mind was on other things. This man cared about me, and for the first time in a long time, I felt like someone truly had me.



Even with all the chaos of tonight, I felt like I could actually breathe, and that was something that you couldn’t put a price on.



 



***



“So, I hear we’re neighbors now.”



“Shit!” I almost dropped the bottle of water that I had in my hand when I heard the voice creep out of nowhere.



“Oh shit, did we scare you?” Reason grinned and Teagan laughed.



“Hell yeah, we did. Look at her damn face.” Teagan shrugged and plopped down on Torren’s bed but then jumped up.



“Y’all don’t be doing all that freaky shit, do you?” She frowned and pointed to the side of the bed where she had been sitting but then shook her head. “Never mind, I know my brother,” she stated before pulling the covers up over the fitted sheet and then plopping down again.



“Seriously, Teague.” Reason rolled her eyes and sat at the foot of the bed.



“Hell yeah. You know how Torren is. Nasty ass.”



My eyes moved back and forth between the two until they both stared back at me.



“I have a key.” Teagan held it up and then patted the bed.



“Oh, okay,” I announced before I sat down at the head of the bed and leaned back against the headboard.



“Torren told us to come check on you. We’re heading to lunch, so we decided to drag you with us. Last night was pretty interesting, and since it was our first time meeting, we figured that we should get a real introduction to the new addition to our family,” Reason announced, bringing a smile to my face.



We had talked last night, but my state of mind wasn’t the best. They were both very welcoming to me, and considering what went down last night, they were extremely understanding.



“I’m fine, and I don’t want to intrude. I was just going to hang out here until Torren got back.”



“Girl, please. He’s in the streets, so there’s no telling when he’ll be back, and you’re not intruding. You’re invited. Get dressed.” Teagan frowned a bit and then smiled when she focused on her phone.



“You sure you don’t mind?”



“Nope, not at all. Besides, I want to be nosey, so you’re going. You got a whole life with my cousin, and we don’t know anything about you.” Reason shrugged.



“And it must be pretty serious since you’re moving in here, so we need to know you,” Teagan added after sending a text.



“It’s temporary, and it was his idea,” I defended, feeling a little put off.



It wasn’t like either of them appeared to have an issue with it, but I needed it to be clear that I wasn’t trying to take advantage of him or the situation.



The looked at each other with a weird expression before their eyes were on me again. “Temporary,” Teagan stated as a huge smile spread across her face. “Girl, you better check them alternative facts. From the way he was all grinning and with that ‘go make sure my girl is good. I got work to do, and I don’t want her there alone all day.’ This…” she pointed to me and then swirled her finger in the air, “is not temporary.”



“Wait, no it really is, and…”



“And relax. We’re not judging, Ayah. He’s happy, and a different kind of happy. After that last nut case, he deserves it. She was cool and everything, but something wasn’t right. The way he was dipping in and out of every hoe that smiled at him had me thinking that she wasn’t what he needed, but he’s solid with you.”



“Real solid, trust me. Any female who can keep my brother from cheating is definitely NOT temporary. Now, get dressed. I’m on babysitting duty with both y’all hoes. I have to make sure she eats and make sure you’re not depressed.” Teagan rolled her eyes, and Reason grabbed a pillow and hurled it at her.



“Don’t let Bronx get you fucked up.” Reason rolled her eyes, and Teague laughed.



“Don’t sweat me, sweat your man. He done transitioned from asshole to baby expert in a matter of twenty-four hours. I’m over his ass already.”



I burst out laughing at the idea. I was from New York, born and raised, so I knew a lot about Bronx. Bronx as a baby expert did not fit in the least. Last night was my first time being around him, and we really didn’t talk much because of everything that was going on, I still didn’t picture him as a very sensitive person.



What I knew of him, he was very arrogant, not very friendly, and definitely not a sensitive person. Well, not until Reason was around him.



The second he was close to her, everything about him changed, and it was cute to watch. The best part of it was that I had that too with Torren. He was different with me, and even if I didn’t experience who he was before me, I knew, and it felt good.



An hour later, we were sitting in a booth at one of my favorite places with our food in front of us and deep in conversation about our lives. I felt close to the two of them like I had known them both for years. I was sure a part of that had come from the fact that Torren had told me so much about both of them before last night, but either way, I was just glad that we clicked. Me being in his life meant them being in mine, and if there was friction, I wasn’t sure how that would play out.



For now, things were good, and they felt like family. I needed that now more than ever and was accepting it with open arms.










Edward “Edge” Hill



“Shit, slow down, shorty. You’re trying to make a nigga cum before it’s time.” My hand gripped a hand full of her braids and yanked her head back just a little.



The motion caused her to pause for a minute and deliver an angry scowl before her lips attempted to glide to the base of my dick again. This time, she moved slowly, and that shit wasn’t helping my cause either. In fact, it made it worse. The way her lips felt on me delivering the perfect amount of suction had my nut rising fast.



Not to mention she was working her damn tongue in ways that had me ready to just give up and send my load down her throat. I let my head fall back and stopped trying to control the urge, but my phone started going off back to back.



The shit was annoying the fuck outta me, so I glanced over at it and noticed it was Reese’s name that flashed across the screen. After the fourth call, I sighed, bit down on the inside of my jaw, and pushed shorty away from me.



“Fuck, man. Hold up. That’s my girl. I need to make sure nothing’s wrong.”



“Nigga, really? I’m giving you the best head of your life, and you want to make sure your girl is straight?”



I felt my brows dip in as I stepped away from her and grabbed my phone, dick still bricked up but slowly going down.



“Hell yeah, and if you have an issue with that, then clearly you’re confused about why the fuck I’m here,” I growled at her before I answered my call. I moved away from her toward her bedroom, just in case she tried to pull some slick shit and argue with me so that Reese could hear her.



After I left her living room, I walked into her room. I slammed and locked the door, and then took the extra precaution of going into her bathroom, shutting and locking that door, also to create a few barriers between us.



“What’s up, Reese? Why you blowing up my phone like this?”



“Edward, it’s Caroline. Reese was rushed to the hospital. I’m here with her now. She…”



“Fuck you mean she got rushed to the hospital? What’s wrong with her?” I stood there with a blank stare on my face for a minute before I got my head together and began to fix my clothes.



“They said it was an ectopic pregnancy. It ruptured her tube, and they’re doing surgery now. I’ve been calling for over an hour, and—”



“Where are you? I’m on my way.”



She gave me what I needed to know, and I was on my way. I made it back to the living room where old girl was.
 Shit, I didn’t even know her name
 . She jumped up and started cussing me about taking a call from my girl.



My mind was in a daze, so half of what she said, I didn’t even process as I made my way to the door. But when she grabbed my arm to stop me, I almost hit her. I wasn’t even really trying, but I reacted before I could process what I was doing.



“Nigga, I wish you would hit me. I’ll have the cops on your ass so quick,” she belted out as her eyes narrowed. “You just had your dick down my throat, and now you’re raising your hands at me ’cause that bitch called?”



“Yo, any other day, I would check your dumb ass, but I don’t even know your fucking name. Get the fuck out of my way.” I shoved her hard enough to clear the space for me to leave and did just that.



She was yelling shit behind my back, but I didn’t care. My mind was on Reese. I felt like a grimy ass nigga for getting my dick sucked by some random while Reese was in surgery losing our kid.



“How the fuck did things get so twisted with us?”



In less than an hour, I was at the hospital stuck in a weird mental space. As much as I cheated, and as unconventional as my relationship was with Reese, if anything ever happened to her, I swear I’d lose my damn mind. She was such a huge part of my life. I was just too immature to do right by her.



“She’s sleeping. They said that things went well. I’ve been with her since they brought her out, and she hasn’t been up yet, but they say that’s normal.”



“What happened?” I asked, breathing a little easier knowing that Reese was okay.



This shit had my mind all types of fucked up. I didn’t even know she was pregnant. Shit, I wondered if she knew and wasn’t telling me.



“We were in a meeting, and she got light headed. She started fading a little and complaining about a sharp pain in her stomach. It kinda all happened really quick. One minute she was good, and the next she passed out. We called an ambulance, and I rode here with her. As soon as we got here, they took her straight to surgery, and I called you.”



“’Preciate it,” I forced out.



All I could process was what I was doing at the time. That shit had me all fucked up.



“I’ll go, but tell her that I’ll check on her tomorrow. I’m sorry for your loss,” she stated sympathetically, and I nodded.



Loss. I had lost a baby that I didn’t know existed.



She reached into her purse and pulled out Reese’s phone, which she handed over to me. I thanked her for being there and then she left.



Even after she was gone, I stood outside of Reese’s room for a minute before I got myself together to go inside. I had a million questions, but no clue if I really wanted the answer to them.



 



***



“Hey.”



The soft, groggy tone caused me to lift my eyes and meet Reese’s. I had been on my phone for the past two hours, first texting Bronx and Brim to let them know where I was, and then just searching the internet for shit about ectopic pregnancies.



I wasn’t sure why, when I could have easily asked the two nurses who were in an out of Reese’s room since I had been there. Instead, I chose to research on my own. Part of it was that I needed something to force my energy on, and the other part was that I didn’t want to feel like I didn’t know shit about what was going on with Reese.



Hell, I didn’t even know she was pregnant, so how could I ask them shit in good faith, when I didn’t even know what was going on with my girl?



“Hey, how do you feel? You want me to get somebody?” I was on my feet and next to her bed in a matter of seconds.



Shaking her head to say no, she closed her eyes, inhaled, and then opened then again.



“I’m okay.”



“Shit, Reese. You scared the shit outta me.” I clutched her hand in mine and then leaned forward to kiss her on the forehead.



I pulled back again, and her eyes were shut tight. When she opened them, tears rolled down the sides of her face.



“Reese, don’t cry, shorty. You’re okay.”



I carefully sat down on the side of her bed, not really sure how sensitive her body was after having surgery. I carefully moved my arm around her and got as close as I could.



“They said I lost the baby.” Her voice was low and shaky.



“Did you know?”



Her head moved quickly as I kept my eyes on her. She shut hers tight again, and when she opened them, more tears fell.



“Not until they told me. We’re so messed up. This is so messed up. What are we doing?”



I was confused by her words and just stared at her for a minute before I responded.



“What are you talking about ‘we’re messed up’?”



“She pulled away from me slowly, and I could see the pain in her face from the movement, so I let her. After sitting up a little, she let her hands rest in her lap and stared at them for what felt like forever.



“Reese, what’s up?”



“Where were you when she called?”



I felt my chest tighten. I could have easily lied, but something about the way she looked at me told me that she knew.



“I already know. I know what you do, you know what I do, so what are we doing?”



I felt my jaw tighten at her confession. She was telling me that she was cheating too. As much as I played around with the idea, hearing her admit it had me fucking heated. No matter what I did, to know that she was giving herself to someone else had me pissed.



I got up quickly to create some distance. I would never put my hands on Reese, but I couldn’t be near her like that right now.



“Was it even mine?” I heard my voice elevate, but I didn’t give a fuck. Here I was feeling a loss that might not really be my loss.



“Yes, it was yours. I haven’t been with anyone like that in months. It was yours.”



I bit down on the inside of my jaw with my eyes on her for a long minute before I actually spoke. “Should I believe that?”



“Yes, but I don’t really care if you do. Why would I? You’ve cheated on me for years. My infidelities are nothing compared to yours. I don’t even know why I’m here.” She covered her face with her hands and laughed, but it was far from amused. “Shit, that’s a lie. I do know why I’m here. I love you, and I can’t help it. Even with all that I’ve done and all that I know you do, I love you. It won’t go away, and I can’t make it. Trust me, I’ve tried, but I can’t. We lost a baby. What if I hadn’t, then what? We would have brought a kid into this insanity that we call a relationship.”



She inhaled and wiped a few tears before her eyes were on me again. “I can’t do this anymore. It hurts too much, and I know you don’t love me like I love you. I can’t do this.”



“Reese, the fuck you mean you can’t do this?” I was asking, but not even sure why other than the panic of feeling her pulling away from me and ending whatever the fuck this was.



Hell, she was giving me an out, but it wasn’t until she did that I realized I didn’t want one.



“This, us. I can’t do it anymore. Why are we even trying? I lost our kid and you were with another bitch. You don’t even have to say it, but I know that you were. I could see it in your eyes. I don’t want that. I deserve better than that.”



“Lower your fucking voice. I get it, and maybe I was, but that’s not all on me. You ain’t a fucking saint either. Hell, you just admitted that. If you weren’t happy then why the fuck didn’t you just speak on that shit?”



“Because it wouldn’t do any good. How many times have we fought because some bitch was smiling too hard at you and letting me know that she had been with you? Or how many have blown up your phone with texts saying they miss you, and come through? You don’t think I see that and know what it is? I know, which is why I did my own thing. So what’s the point? Why be together? You don’t love me, and you don’t want this. I’m not perfect, and I’ve done my dirt too, but it’s not like you gave me a choice”



“Don’t tell me that I don’t love you. You don’t know what the fuck I feel.”



She laughed sarcastically and shook her head. “You love me?”



“Hell yeah, I do. Why the fuck do you think I’m here?”



“I don’t know. I really don’t”



She wiped a few more tears and then covered her face with both hands. “I’m tired of not knowing. It’s exhausting, and I can’t do it anymore.”



“So, what the fuck is that supposed to mean?”



“You know what it means.”



She looked at me with sad eyes before she slid down in her bed and adjusted her body so that her back was to me.



I stood there for a minute trying to figure out what to say, but there wasn’t anything so I just left.



I had no idea what the fuck my next move was but for now, I was leaving.










Bronx



“Who the fuck are you, again?”



“Sy’ria,” she said calmly. I still didn’t know who the hell she was.



I frowned at my phone, which was on Reason’s chest, above where I was since my hands were occupied with her body. I kissed her stomach again and then sat up and grabbed my phone.



“How you even get my damn number?” I said before tugging at Reason’s legs and pulling her close to me so that I could run my hand across her stomach, which was still exposed.



“I’m not sure. My management team got it for me. They were going to callm but I decided it was best if I did it myself. I didn’t want there to be any confusion about this being strictly business. I know that you’re in a relationship with Harper and—”



“Shorty, slow you role. Ain’t shit between me and Harper but a pause on me breaking my foot off in her ass since she’s not a nigga and that’s not a good look for me. I damn sure ain’t in a relationship with her regardless of what her delusional ass keeps trying to make people believe. My shorty is right here with me right now, and it damn sure ain’t that bitch.”



The Sy’ria chick released a slight laugh. “Wow, so those rumors are true.”



“If you mean that the bitch lied, then yeah, it’s true.”



“Well, it’s none of my business. All I’m concerned about right now is you getting on this song with me. I want to perform it at the Atlanta Music Festival in a few weeks, and I’d like for you to be on stage with me.”



“Nah, I’m good on that. I’ll hit you with a few bars and send it to you, but I’m not trying to do that mainstream shit. That’s not my thing.”



Reason sat up and frowned at me, but I didn’t care. My career was where I wanted it to be, and I wasn’t trying to fuck with the industry like that.



“Well, my single just went platinum, and by the time the music festival gets here, it will likely be double platinum. If you do this with me, you’re definitely fucking with the industry like that.”



“Nah, I’m not. I do my own shit, my way.”



“Exactly, so just agree, and you can
 do your own shit your way,
 but on a bigger stage.”



“I don’t give a fuck about that. It’s not why I do what I do.”



“Oh my God, they said that you were difficult, but not this damn difficult.”



She was annoyed as fuck, but I really didn’t care. She called me. I damn sure didn’t reach out to her.



“Bronx, I want you on my song. In fact, I need it. I’ll do whatever, or do it how ever you want to make this happen, just please think about it.”



I glanced at Reason when she said that, and as I expected, she had her damn face all tight.



“Yeah, aight,” I said and then ended the call.



“Would you have sex with her?”



“I don’t know her,” I said, knowing good and damn well that she was trying to set my ass up.



“You don’t have to know her to want to have sex with her or admit that you would.” Reason had her damn phone scrolling through it and then shoving it in my face.



“She’s pretty and rich, and her body is amazing. Hell, I’d have sex with her.”



My eyebrows raised as I grinned at Reason. “Word, I might be able to hook that shit up. She did say whatever or whoever.”



Reason got mad as fuck and tried to slap me, but I dodged it and caught her hand.



“Chill, man. I won’t fuck that girl, and I wouldn’t let you do no shit like that either. I mean, it might be sexy as fuck to watch, but not while you’re carrying my kid. That shit ain’t happening.”



“I can’t stand you.” She rolled her eyes and tried to get up, but I pulled her to me.



“The fuck you mad for? You asked me. This right here is why I’m not doing that shit. It’s not my thing anyway, and I’m not trying to do anything that will have you holding out on me.”



I was serious as hell about that part. Being that I had walked my ass right into a committed relationship and Reason was the only one I was getting it from, I damn sure wasn’t trying to do anything that affected that.



“I’m not mad, nor am I insecure, which is why I think you should do it. It’s a big deal, and it will be good for your career. But if you so much as look at that bitch in a way that I don’t like, I’m fucking both of you up.”



I burst out laughing and she cocked her head to the side and gave me a serious stare. “I really hope that you don’t think that’s a joke.”



“That shit is a joke. First of all, my career is fine with or without that shit, and second of all, you talking big shit but know it don’t mean nothing to me. I wouldn’t be checking for her like that at all, and not because you said I can’t, but because I respect you and us enough not to. I mean, she’s fine as fuck too, so that’s a big deal, but I’m not trying to fuck this up for temporary pussy. I already told you that.”



“Long as you know better,” she said just before she rolled them damn eyes again.



I just laughed at her wanna be gangster self before my phone rang again. It was my pops, and I wasn’t really in the mood to talk to him, but I had asked for a favor so I answered.



“Yeah.”



“Can you come by here? I have something for you.”



“You got it now?”



“Yes, I’m at my apartment. Just meet me here,” he said sharply and then hung up.



“You’re leaving?”



“Yeah, but I won’t be long. I have to run by my pops’ place to get something.”



She gave me a weird ass look and then climbed away from me.



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



“Like what?”



“Like you don’t believe what I just said.”



“I didn’t look at you like that, but it is strange. You haven’t been close with him, and now all of a sudden you’re buddies again.”



I stood and followed her through my tiny ass living room to my bedroom where she went for her shoes.



“Why the fuck are you getting your shoes? You’re not going with me.”



“I know, I’m going home. You’re leaving.”



“Man, if you don’t sit your ass down. What I tell you ’bout that shit? Did I ask you to leave?”



“No, but…”



“But you’re in your damn feelings ’cause you don’t trust me. I’m going to see my father, shorty. I asked him for a favor, and he has what I need. After I leave his place, I’m coming back here… to you… so relax all that.”



I walked up behind her and kissed the side of her face before I stepped around her and moved to my closet.



“I wasn’t thinking that you were doing anything. I just didn’t see the point of me being here if you weren’t.”



I sat on the foot of my bed and slipped my feet into my Gucci high tops. “Yes, you did, and the point of you being here is because I want you here. Teagan is with Brim at his place, so you’ll either be here alone or there alone. Either way, your ass will be alone until I get back, so just stay here.”



She sucked her damn teeth and shook her head before heading to my bed.



“You really need to work on your delivery. That would have been received better if you knew how to talk to people.”



I chuckled and finished tying my shoe before I stood and walked over to where she was propped up against my headboard.



“I want you here because when I get back, I want you naked. How was that?”



I folded my arms across my chest and waited for her to cuss me out, but she just shook her head and grabbed the remote and rolled her eyes again. I moved closer and leaned toward her enough to kiss her face, even though she tried to push me away.



“I want you here because I like you being here, and I feel at ease knowing that when I get back, you’ll be here. I don’t do that emotional shit, Reason. You know that, so stop trying to make me something I’m not. You know a nigga got love for you.”



She tried her best not to smile, but that shit broke out like a wildfire and took over her face.



“I won’t be long.” I stole one last kiss and then left her there.



If this wasn’t about her, I wouldn’t be leaving at all. But she was missing something in her life, and I had to at least put some effort into seeing if I could somehow make it possible for her to have it again. It was my responsibility to try and get this shit handled, and the only way I could, was to get the information that my father had for me. After that, I was gonna be right back up under her and hopefully inside her.



 



***



“Aye, where you at?” Edge asked as soon as I answered his call.



“At my pops’ apartment, what’s up?”



“Brim’s on lock down with Teagan, and I need to holla at somebody about something. You got a minute?”



“Ah hell, what the fuck did you do?”



“I ain’t do shit. I just need to talk some shit out.”



I got out my truck and hit the locks before heading to the building. “Everything good with Reese? You ain’t never say shit about how she was. I been meaning to hit you up.”



“She’s good. Physically, anyway. Shit, I guess she is. I haven’t really talked to her. That’s kinda what I need to holla at you about. Can I meet you somewhere?”



My plan was to get what I needed from my pops and then head back home, but if my people needed me, I could make time for him.



“Yeah, let me go holla at him real quick, and then I’ll hit you right back.”



“Aight, bet. Don’t forget, Bronx.”



“Nigga, I got you, chill,” I said and then ended the call.



When I made it to my father’s apartment, I almost fell the fuck out when I ran into Tia standing at the door of the only other unit on his floor holding a set of keys.



I watched as she looked it and then moved my way. She passed my father’s door where I was standing, and didn’t say shit to me, which was expected.



It wasn’t like I had been welcoming to her, but I meant what I said. I didn’t have anything against her or that baby, I was just not feeling the fact that their union hurt my OG.



“Damn, your ass can’t speak? And y’all call me rude,” I said, causing her to stop and cut her eyes at me.



Her damn stomach was visible as hell now, and it made me think about Reason. She wasn’t showing at all, and I tried to imagine what it would look like when she was.



“Why would I? You clearly don’t like me or this situation, so it’s probably best if we keep our distance.”



I chuckled at her little stupid attitude. it didn’t mean shit to me. “I’m cool with you, and I don’t give a fuck about your situation. You live here now?” I asked, pointing to the keys in her hand.



“It’s none of your business, but yes. Mel thought it was a good idea for us to be close.”



“This nigga,” I mumbled, making her frown at me.



“What is your problem?”



“My problem is that you’re too fucking young and naïve to be tied up with his ass, and you don’t even see that. I’m sure that nigga doesn’t even treat you right, and you being here is more about control than it is about him caring. I ain’t gon’ tell you shit, though. You’ll eventually see that shit on your own, but truthfully, I don’t have an issue with you. Long as you take care of my brother or sister, then we’re Gucci, shorty.”



I turned to enter the code to let myself in my father’s place and she spoke.



“I know you don’t get it, and I don’t expect you to. Mel hasn’t been the greatest, but he’s making up for that now, and I know who he is. I’m not naïve. I know, trust me. We’re having a baby, and it’s not my ideal fairytale relationship, but I care about him and he cares about me. I just wish people would respect that and stop looking at me like I’m trash or something. I’m not naïve or stupid either. I made a mistake, and I can’t change that, but I care about your father, and he cares about me.”



I shrugged because I really didn’t give a fuck about any of that. It wasn’t my life. “Like I said, do you, shorty. It doesn’t concern me one way or another, and we’re cool.”



She stared at me like she wanted me to say more, but I didn’t. When she realized that, she started walking again.



Just after I keyed the code to enter and had my hand on the door, she spoke again. “It’s a girl. You have a sister,” she announced firmly just before she stepped onto the elevator.



A weird ass feeling washed over me at the thought of having a sister who I knew would be well protected by not just my father, but me, Brim, and Edge. No matter what, blood was blood, and she was gonna always have us to make sure she was good.



Even if I wasn’t fucking with my father, my sister would be straight. I just hoped my mother could be okay with that.



 



***



“Why the fuck are we here?” Edge asked as we sat in my truck across from the address that was on the file my father gave me.



“I need to check something out. Don’t worry about that shit, just tell me what’s up ’cause after I’m done here, I’m trying to take my ass home.”



This nigga looked at me stressed as fuck and then leaned back, closing his eyes as he took a hit from the blunt he was smoking.



“Reese could’ve died, and I was fucking with another bitch,” he said calmly but with a voice laced with regret.



“Is that what the fuck you wanted to talk to me about? You acting like that shit was important.”



His eyes opened quickly, and they narrowed on me. “Nigga, it is important. Fuck you mean by it’s not.”



I laughed at his ass and shook my head. “You been cheating on Reese since as long as you’ve been together. You fuck more bitches than me and Brim combined, so why the fuck you care ’bout that shit now? You’re stressing ’cause some important shit went down while you were doing what you always do? The fuck, nigga? I told you a long time ago that you wasn’t shit because of that. Don’t act like you care now.”



“Fuck you, Bronx. I do care, and I ain’t no different than you and Brim. Ain’t neither one of us been faithful for shit but—”



“Hold the fuck up. Don’t even try to compare our situation to yours. Nigga, you damn near married to Reese. That’s your bitch. You claim her, yet and still you fucking anything that lets you. Neither me or Brim was claiming a bitch. Well, not after you fucked mine, I wasn’t.” I grilled the fuck outta him, and he didn’t say shit. “But the point is, we been telling your ass forever to either leave her alone or get your shit straight. It ain’t new. So, don’t be crying about that shit now.”



“Muthafucker, I ain’t crying. I’m just really thinking about things.”



“Yeah, aight.”



“Real shit, Bronx. You either gonna listen or I can take my ass home. I wanted to holla at you to get your advice.”



“You want my advice? Stop being a cheating ass nigga or leave her alone. That’s all I got for you.”



Edge looked at me but didn’t say shit for a minute. “She said she’s done.”



Now it all made sense. This nigga was in his feelings because she pulled the plug, not because he was debating about whether or not he should do better.



“Word, she said that?”



“Hell yeah. Right after she told me she was still fucking around on me.”



“Damn, that’s some karma for your ass.”



“Tell me about it. But the fucked up part is I really don’t want that.”



“Fuck you mean you don’t want that?”



“I don’t want that shit. I know I haven’t been the best, but the fact that I could have lost her with that baby thing, and now I’m feeling like I’m losing her because she ain’t trying to fuck with me like that anymore has me realizing I need to get my shit together. I need her. I know y’all don’t understand and it don’t make sense, but I do love her. I can’t really explain that shit, but knowing she wasn’t going anywhere allowed me to move like I did. Now her saying that she was done had a niggas chest tight. I’m not trying to fuck with that.”



“Aight, so let me ask you this. Do you really want her or you just don’t want the option of
 not
 having her?”



He was quiet for a minute and then answered. “I really want her. Like, I’m willing to stop fucking around and be what she needs to keep her, and I meant that shit. It’s not just words.”



I chuckled and moved my hand over my head just as a car pulled up. It was the make and model of the one in the file my father gave me, so I kept my eyes on it.



“The fuck is up with us? I’m having a baby and committed to Reason. Brim is damn near living with and committed to Teagan, and your ass siting here crying about getting your shit together to keep Reese. We’re in deep, bruh.”



Edge laughed and nodded. “Yeah, we are, but I’m good with that. I just need to fix this shit.”



“Then fix it. I’ll tell you like Brim told me. Fix that shit, and even if she won’t let you, don’t take no for an answer. Fix that shit anyway.”



“How the fuck am I supposed to do that?” He frowned at me, and I looked away because the family got out of the car that I was watching.



“I can’t tell you that, but if you mean what you say, then you’ll figure it out. Now get out my shit ’cause I gotta go handle this.”



Edge followed my stare and his face got tight.



“That’s her mom?”



“Yeah, and I have a feeling I ain’t gonna like this bitch.” I frowned as I pulled my handle.



“Do I need to stay? We both know you’re not the best when it comes to social skills, and your damn face is already telling me exactly how you’re about to handle this.”



I cut my eyes at him, and he raised his brows at me. “Nigga, I’m good. I’m not about to do shit but have a conversation.”



Edge wasn’t convinced, but he got out, and I dapped him before he stepped behind my truck to get in his car. I made my way toward Andrea Washington and said a quick prayer that I didn’t have to show my ass, but I already felt it coming.



“Aye, are you Andrea Washington?” I knew who the bitch was but just wanted to clarify.



The child she had in her arms clung to her body, gripping the expensive sweater that she wore, and the one by her side smiled at me.



“How do you know my name or what used to be my name?”



“I know your daughter, so I made it my business to know your name.”



My eyes left hers and moved between the two kids with her. The one in her arms was a boy, and the one by her side a girl.



“My daughter?” She looked down at the girl next to her, and I chuckled.



“Damn, it’s like that? You don’t even remember your first child? I knew you weren’t shit before you even opened your mouth.”



“Colby, take your brother and wait for me up there. I need to speak to him for a minute.”



The girl by her side frowned but accepted her brother, who her mother was shoving her way. That shit irritated the fuck outta me because she was protecting them from the conversation that she knew we were about to have but didn’t give a fuck about Reason.



When they were a safe distance from us, she folded her arms across her chest and scowled at me.



“Why would you bring that up around my children?”



“Bitch, why the fuck wouldn’t
 you
 ? You’re out here protecting their feelings and don’t have any fucks to give about Reason.”



“Reason is fine. My mother took care of her.”



“Wow, that’s some cold shit. I bet your ass didn’t even go to the funeral, did you.”



Her face dropped, and I released an irritated laugh.



“Don’t judge what you don’t understand. I did what was best for her.”



“Nah, fuck that. I don’t believe that shit for a minute. You take me as the ‘
 do what’s best for you damn self’
 type of bitch.”



“Bitch?”



“Yeah, bitch. Any mother who disappears from her child’s life and starts a whole other fucking family ain’t a mother, she’s a bitch.”



“You don’t know me or anything about me. I’m a good mother—”



“Yeah, maybe to them, but what about Reason? You damn sure ain’t good to her.”



“Her father wasn’t good to me. I did what I had to do. I left him and left her with my mother. She took good care of her, and when I tried to come back, she wouldn’t let me get her. My husband wasn’t thrilled about the fact that I had a child, but he was willing to accept her. My mother didn’t think it was a good idea. What was I supposed to do about that?”



“Bitch, really? You were supposed to fight for your kid. I never met your mother, but from the way Reason loved her and talks about her, she don’t seem like the type to keep you away from Reason unless you weren’t gonna be good for her. I bet that nigga really didn’t want Reason in the first place, and that’s why you didn’t really try. Looks like you’re living good. That’s a nice ass car, and how much did this house run you, a couple mil? Fuck your half ass efforts. You sold your kid out to get this shit, but it’s cool. She’s good ’cause I got her now. Fuck you, and enjoy your fucking life.”



I was about to walk away, and she yelled behind me. “You really don’t know me, and that’s not how things are.”



“Fuck you.” I didn’t even bother looking at her. Instead, I threw my hand up, shot her a bird, and kept moving.



“Will you at least tell me how she is?”



That, however, stopped me dead in my tracks. I rushed her ass, quick as fuck.



“I’m not telling you shit, and don’t you ever, and I mean
 ever
 try to find her to find out on your own. You haven’t given a fuck about her in all these years, so don’t try now. Keep living your fucked up life, and don’t worry about her, bitch. She’s good ’cause I got her.”



I glared at her kids and then our eyes met again as I backed away.



“If she will tolerate a man like you, then I’m glad I don’t know her. She wouldn’t fit in my world anyway. This is my family.” She pointed to her kids who were watching from a few feet away. “It looks like I made the right choice by leaving her.”



The bitch had the nerve to say that shit with confidence. I swear on everything, if her kids weren’t standing there, that bitch would have had a hole in her head.



They were the only thing saving her at this point, so she had better be grateful.










Reason



“You know we’re only here for two days, right?”



“Yes, why?” I frowned at Bronx, and he shut the trunk of the rental we had so that we could leave the airport.



“’Cause this bag is heavy as fuck, that’s why. How much shit you got in there?”



I shrugged and waited for him to fully get in the driver’s seat while I occupied the passenger seat.



“Not that much, but I wasn’t sure what I wanted to wear, so I brought options. This is a big deal, and I’m not about to be on TV looking crazy or broke.”



“Shorty, you are broke,” he said and then started the engine.



“So, that doesn’t mean I want to look broke, asshole.” I rolled my eyes, and he laughed



“I’m just fucking with you. We can hit up Lenox and Phipps if you want, but it’s not a big deal. Nobody is gonna be worried about what you’re wearing. Your ass isn’t the one that’s gonna be on stage, I am.” He winked at me and my heart fluttered, just before I shot him a bird.



“I can’t afford Lenox or Phipps, which you know. Since as you just rudely stated, I’m broke. But even if I won’t be on stage, I’ll be near it.”



“Backstage.”



“Why do I have to be backstage? I won’t be able to see you perform from backstage.”



“Yes, you can. In fact, you’ll be side stage, so you’ll be able to see me better than the people in the front row. There’s no seating and they’ll rush the damn stage. I’m not trying to have you in the middle of that. It’s not safe, and I’m not trying to fuck up anybody’s day for knocking into you on some dumb shit.”



“It won’t be that bad, and—”



“No, I’m not having that shit, so don’t even bother wasting that argument. I’m not taking chances with that.”



I couldn’t rightfully be upset because I knew his reason was valid, but I just didn’t want to miss anything by being stuck backstage.



“Fine, but I still want to look good. I’m not trying to be a meme.”



“You’re not about to be a meme. Nobody knows who you are, Reason. Why the fuck would they make you a meme?”



“Do you realize how you sound sometimes?”



“What?”



He looked at me genuinely confused, but I had looked down at my phone to read a text from Teagan asking where we were, so he spoke again.



“The fuck you mean by, how I sound?” he said and snatched my phone, dropping it in his lap so that he could have my attention.



“You just say things without considering how it’s received.”



He delivered his infamous hostile look, but only for a minute before he half smiled.



“It’s not for me to worry about how they receive that shit. If it’s facts, then it is what it is.”



“See, that’s what I’m talking about.”



“So, you want me to just say nice shit to make people feel better?”



“Yes, sometimes, and not people. Me.” I smirked at him, and he laughed.



“Fuck that. I’m not about to be something I’m not, and you don’t want that shit anyway. I don’t mean anything by most of the stuff I say, and you know it. I also know your ass ain’t sensitive for shit, and you don’t give a fuck what I say.”



“Maybe I do.” I shrugged, and he laughed again.



“Aight then, I’ll tip toe around your ass and play nice, then we’ll see how that works out. Just remember that when you’re all on that
 Bronx fuck me harder, Bronx go deeper
 . This dick don’t play nice, and you know it.”



“I hate you, like I legit can’t stand you.” I laughed and snatched my phone back.



“Do that again, but a little more to the left this time. I got something for you right there.” A smug grin crossed his face before he looked down at his lap.



I ignored him and replied to Teagan to let her know we were on our way to the hotel. They flew out this morning, but I had a doctor appointment, so we had to take a later fight.



Torren and Ayah were flying in tonight so that we could all be at Bronx’s show together. The only maybe we had was Edge, but that was because of his situation with Reese.



From what little I knew from Bronx, they were in a weird place and trying to decide if it was worth saving. I liked Reese, even though I hadn’t been around her a whole lot. She seemed cool, and I really wasn’t interested in getting to know anyone new. Our group just fit, and I didn’t want to change that.



After we had our bags in our room at the hotel, I left Bronx and went to find Teagan. As soon as I knocked on the door, she pulled it open like she had been standing by it waiting.



She threw her arms around me for a hug and then pressed her hands on my stomach, which was barely there.



“What did they say?”



“They said you’re twenty weeks, the baby is measuring fine, take your vitamins and drink water.” I rolled my eyes and entered their suite. We had the same type, so theirs looked like ours.



“You could act a little more excited, hoe. That’s my god baby in there.”



“I am excited, but they tell you the same thing every time you go, and it’s your cousin, not your god baby.”



“Cousin and god baby. I’m the natural choice.”



“Hoe, you’re the only choice. Don’t let that shit go to your head.”



“Whatever, so what are we doing tonight? I want to go shopping.”



“When don’t you want to go shopping?” Brim said as he entered the room with a bottle of water in his hand.



He was dressed down in Adidas sweats, a pair of green and khaki Adidas shoes, and a matching tee that only had the Adidas logo on the sleeve. Like his brother, even the simplest things looked good on him. Brim was handsome and equally sexy, just not my Bronx.



“Shut up, I don’t shop that much.”



“That’s all you do. That’s why I’m glad you’re still on your brother’s payroll. That nigga’s pockets stay empty fucking with you.”



“No, they do not.” Brim walked up to me and closed me in a hug before he stepped back and placed his hand on my stomach in the same manner that Teagan had.



“What up, lil homie. You good in there, bruh?”



“I wish you would stop doing that. What if it’s a girl?” I rolled my eyes and he laughed.



“I’m good with a niece, but my brother is gonna lose his shit. He swears that’s a boy. I think it’s a girl just because he wants a boy so bad. I’m about to go up and holla at him, so figure out the plan for tonight.”



“I already said shopping.”



“Nah, fuck that. I’m not trying to be stuck at a mall. I’m trying to burn something, eat something, and then
 eat
 something.” His eyes moved across Teagan’s body, and her nasty ass blushed.



“Please don’t, I really don’t want to hear all that.”



Brim laughed and kissed Teagan’s cheek before he playfully bumped me and then left.



“Y’all are so nasty.”



“Says the pregnant one. I’m not even gonna mention your nasty ass let him hit the first time with no protection, just straight up unfiltered dick, but I’m the nasty one?”



“Fuck you,” I said through a laugh before I made my way to the living room.



“That’s what I thought. Sooooo…”



Teagan sat across from me, smiling in a devious manner.



“
 Soooooo
 ?”



“You know that hoe will be there, and you know I’m fucking her up for that shit she pulled with Bronx? Got everybody thinking that’s her man.”



“No, you are not. We’re not about to be all on World Star behind that played ass bitch.”



“So, you’re telling me if you see her, you’re not gonna slap that bitch into another time zone?”



I laughed and shook my head.



“I’m pregnant, and Bronx already gave me that speech. He’s like,
 fuck her. You got me, not her, and everyone will know when they see you here with me. I’m not about to have you out here looking ignorant behind her
 .”



“Bitch, please. Since when did he start running you? I didn’t say you had to fight her, just a well meaning and precisely delivered two piece will get the job done.”



“I mean, if she’s near me and my fist just happens to find her face, then that’s not my fault. But I’m not about to be fighting her and put my kid at risk. Bronx will kill me and her. Not to mention you, for trying to hype me up about it.”



“She ain’t gonna do shit and you know it, but I’m just saying. When we see her, I’m slapping that bitch. I’ll be classy with it, though, so no one wants to put it on World Star. You know they only like that ratchet shit.”



“You’re so dumb. But true, true.”



I wasn’t sure how I would react, but I knew for sure that if she so much as looked at me in a disrespectful way, I didn’t think that I would be able to stop my hands from connecting to her face.



 



***



“Aye, how long we staying?” Brim asked after surveying the crowd.



The club that we were in was packed, and I had a feeling that if the fire marshal made an appearance they’d shut this place down.



Our goal was to head to dinner and then back to the hotel to chill for the rest of the night, but then Sy’ria called Bronx and begged him to do an appearance as promotion for the festival tomorrow.



He said no a million times until I convinced him to do it. It was my first time in Atlanta, and I wanted to actually experience it. Clubs and people weren’t his thing, so he wasn’t thrilled about it, but when everyone else pushed the issue, he agreed.



We were in a VIP section that he paid to have cleared out so that it was just us and a few of Sy’ria’s people.



That, of course, pissed off a lot of her fans because she was used to having a clan around her. Bronx wasn’t having that, so she moved back and forth between our section and one that housed her fans.



“I’m ready to go now. This shit ain’t for me. This ain’t our city, and I’m not strapped, so I’m not really feeling it.”



Bronx lifted his head and looked around. His eyes were hooded and blazing red because he had been smoking since we got there.



“I feel you, but fuck being strapped. If a nigga gets disrespectful then we’re fucking shit up, and you know it. Ain’t shit wrong with none of our hands.”



“Listen to this nigga.” Edge chuckled and pulled Reese deeper into his side. They had flown in late and missed dinner but met us at the club.



From the outside looking in, things seemed good with them, but he told Bronx that they were more or less starting over to see if they could get past all the things that went wrong. Neither of them were giving any guarantees.



“Shit, I’m down, and my hands are up to date. It ain’t nothing,” Torren stated from where he sat across from us with Ayah.



“How about we just not speak that into existence? Things are good here, and let’s hope they stay that way.” Teagan rolled her eyes and Brim chuckled.



“We ain’t trying to make shit happen, just making sure we’re prepared if it does. Like my brother said, this ain’t our city, so we don’t know how these niggas get down. They’re already mad and shit cause their women are trying to figure out how to get up here where we are, and they don’t know us like that.”



“They might not know shit about us, but they know who the fuck he is. Look at that shit. This nigga got a fucking mob out there. I feel famous off this muthafucker’s hype. All eyes are on us.”



Torren pointed to the crowd that was around our section stealing pictures and selfies with us in the background, or rather should I say Bronx in the background. The attention that he was getting was insane, but he didn’t care in the least. If anything, it annoyed him.



“Which is exactly why we’re on alert. Like I said, we don’t know how these muthafuckers get down,” Brim stated again.



“We know how they’ll get
 beat
 the fuck down, though.”



Bronx delivered a lazy grin because he was too high to put any effort into it, but it was still sexy.



“Hell yeah, and that’s facts, my nigga,” Edge added.



“Aye, you good?” Bronx’s eyes were on me, and barely open. He smirked at me and laughed to himself. “I’m high as fuck right now.”



When I nodded, he kissed my neck and then gripped my thigh, which was draped across one of his legs.



Sy’ria walked up and stopped just in front of us but she focused on me. “Would it be okay if I borrow him for a minute? My team wants to get a few shots of us for the Gram.”



“Nah, I’m not doing that shit,” Bronx grunted out before I could answer, and her face showed the irritation from his answer quick.



“Damn, Bronx, it’ s just a fucking picture,” Edge joked.



We all knew how Bronx was with things like that. The fact that he was even there and agreed to do the song with her and the performance was already a lot.



“Then you take that shit because I damn sure ain’t doing it,” Bronx delivered with his eyes closed and his head back while his hand moved up my thigh a little too far, considering the fact that we were surrounded by people.



I tried my best to make sure he didn’t do too much with her standing in front of us. I knew he didn’t care how it looked, but I did.



“Muthafucker, I ain’t on the song, you are.”



“Bronx, please, just a few quick photos. That’s it,” she begged, but I knew it wasn’t happening.



He looked at her briefly before letting his head fall back again and closing his eyes.



I delivered a sympathetic look, trying to ease the fact that she was not going to get what she wanted. I almost felt bad for her.



When he didn’t budge on the issue she finally walked away, but with a massive attitude.



“I really don’t understand how you’re an entertainer who doesn’t like people. That’s such an oxymoron. You have to like people in order to entertain them,” Teagan said after Sy’ria was gone.



“I like people. I just don’t like them in my fucking business,” he stated with his eyes still closed.



“You’re so damn antisocial. I bet your ass sat with your back to the group during circle time as a kid, didn’t you?”



He grinned, and this time he looked her way. “Nah, I just skipped that shit altogether.”



“It’s just promotional pictures, what’s the big deal?” Teagan asked.



“I don’t need promotion. Look at all these damn people, they know who I am, and I don’t have to do shit to make that happen. And people are dumb as fuck. If I do that shit, then five minutes later, it will be all over everywhere that I’m fucking her too. I’m not trying to deal with that.”



“I thought you didn’t care about shit like that,” Brim said with a grin.



“I don’t, but she does.” He pointed at me and I frowned.



“It’s just rumors, so I don’t care about that.”



“Yes, the fuck you do, which is why you always got that shit up on your phone. Let that shit get out there, and you’ll be all in your feelings and taking it out on me like I’m the one who put it out there. I’m not trying to deal with that.”



“Ahh, how sweet is that? Bronx is being considerate of someone else’s feelings. Now that’s a picture moment,” Teagan teased, causing all of us to laugh.



“I ain’t gonna be considerate of yours if you don’t mind your fucking business,” he said, but in a way that she knew he was just playing.



“Fuck you, that was a compliment.” Teagan shot him a bird and then laughed.



“Y’all are wild.” Ayah announced, shaking her head. She was new to this group, so she was doing more observing.



“Nah, that’s them.” Brim chuckled.



The rest of the night went about the same. Sy’ria was pissed about her pictures, but Bronx wasn’t bending on that. He really didn’t care that it pissed her off, but that was just him, and unfortunately, it wasn’t changing.










Brim



I dropped my head back and clenched my teeth as my fingers dug into Teagan’s hair, pulling from the root. My hand slipped a little because we were in the shower at our hotel and her hair was drenched from the water that showered both of our bodies.



Teagan’s head game had drastically improved, but damn if she wasn’t trying to take the gold right now.



“Suck that shit, damn.” I groaned as she took in as much as my length as she could.



Unfortunately, she could never reach the base. It wasn’t because she didn’t know what she was doing, it was because my size was unreasonable for her damn mouth. Even still, she had my toes tight and my fist about to yank her hair straight out of her damn head.



“Mmmmm, fuck.” I tried my best to bite back my words, but they came out louder than I wanted to anyway.



As my dick pulsed in her soft, warm mouth, she kept working her tongue and her lips. It took me a minute to get my mind right, but when I did, I pulled out of her slowly and yanked her up fast.



“Turn around,” I demanded against her lips after kissing her.



She frowned a little but did as I asked. The spray from the oversized shower head danced across our bodies, making Teagan look even sexier with the large, thick curls that formed from her hair being wet clinging to her back and around her face.



I bit down on my lip as I pressed my hand into the small of her back and then spread her ass cheeks before pushing into her slowly.



After gliding in with ease, I enjoyed the feel of skin on skin. That shit felt so damn good, but I avoided it at all cost with Teagan. I wasn’t trying to procreate, and with the luck that the Harris men were having, I felt like my chances were a million to one that I would.



It didn’t matter, though. Right now, I needed to feel her, and I just prayed that I had the strength to pull out instead of blessing her with this load that was building. As good as she felt right now, I really didn’t think I could do it, so I said a quick prayer, and decided that whatever happens, happens.



The more I glided in and out of Teagan, the more she arched her back, forcing her ass a little higher and deeper into each stroke I delivered. Damn, she was so fucking sexy to me. Her little young ass had me thinking about more than just this pussy. I was processing future plans, and they all included her. I was gonna marry her, and I knew it.



The more thoughts about a future with her processed, the more aggressive my strokes got. Never mind the fact that the shit felt good and had me under a spell, but pussy just felt different when you knew, and really knew that it was connected to the woman you wanted your forever with.



It didn’t take long for that nut to flow, and sure enough, I pushed it deep, filling every corner of her sweetness.



Teagan yelled out a little from the force of me pulling her to me while I tried my best to reach her lungs with the tip of my dick.



She must have been feeling just as good because I felt her body tremble while we stood still and let the hot, forceful spray of the shower massage our bodies.



When I was finally able to move, I pulled out of Teagan slowly, my dick still hard as hell, but I pressed it against her back as I forced her body to mine.



“You good?” I asked against her neck before sliding my hand down her stomach and then between her legs, where my fingers danced across her skin and toyed with her clit.



“I’m sore, and you expect me to walk through a mall.”



This time, my lips found her shoulder and I gently teased her skin with my teeth while a smile spread across my face.



She moaned a little when I pushed a finger inside her and pressed down hard on her clit.



“I’m sure you’ll be just fine. Buy what you want today. This ones on me.”



“Wait, I have money. Torren gave—”



“And I do too. I got you… today that is. But don’t let that shit go to your head.” I smiled from behind her and kissed her neck.



“It won’t because I don’t need you to do anything for me. I mean, I won’t turn it down if you insist, but I don’t need it.” She grinned slightly but her damn eyes were smiling big as fuck.



“That’s what I thought. Now wash up so we can get out of here.”



I planned on it being more than just today, but she was stubborn as fuck and not on that ‘niggas need to lace me’ type shit. She would empty her brother’s pockets like it was nothing, but when it came to me, she shut me down. I had to admit that I loved that about her because most women approached being with me with two things in mind, good dick and deep pockets.



Teagan wasn’t like that, which made me more than willing to provide her with both. Reason was the same way, so I knew somebody did something right with both of them. With the void of parents in their lives, it had to have been Torren. I had mad respect for his ass. He would go broke to make sure they both had what they needed so that they weren’t looking to a nigga to take care of them. That was some good shit, so I respected the way he protected and sheltered them. It was annoying as fuck sometimes, but it was all love.



Now it was time for me to step in and take care of my girl. The same way that I knew my brother was about to take care of Reason. We already had that discussion. There was no way he was about to let another man, family or not, take care of his child and his girl. He was a man, just like I was, and that shit wasn’t acceptable.



I was still tripping off that shit. My brother was about to be a father. The last person in the world I saw that shit with, but it was happening.



His evil ass was gonna look funny as fuck and out of place holding a baby, but that nigga was all in and happy as hell about it. It took him a minute to wrap his mind around the fact that Reason was carrying his first child, but now that he had, he was all in for that shit. He even had me thinking that I wanted it too. Maybe not right now, but I could see Teagan big, round, and blessed with a shorty or two of mine.



“Brooklyn!” Teagan’s voice brought me back to our current situation. She was frowning at me and holding a sea sponge looking thing which she was shoving into my chest.



“Wash my back, please.” I took the sponge and hooked her up before she had her little hands filled with soap and all over me.



My dick was hard as hell again, but I kept my cool. Bronx needed me to pick up a few things for him, so we had to get to Phipps and back before it was time for him to leave for his show.



Now, trust me, later tonight, Teagan had better say a prayer because I planned to keep those legs spread wide with me between them. That was a promise.



 



***



“You look like you could use some help.” I felt a hand on my arm just before a sweet scent violated my nose.



Even after I looked down into the pretty ass face that was staring up at me, I wasn’t interested at all. In fact, my eyes darted around the store looking for Teagan. She was on the other side with her back to me looking at shoes.



The last thing I wanted was for her to show her ass up in Gucci, so I pushed old girl’s hand off my arm and moved a little more to the left so that she was no longer all up in my personal space.



“And you look like you wanna suck my dick, but I’m good on that, so you can go help someone else,” I stated dryly, but in a way that let her know to save whatever offer that she was about to toss my way.



“Excuse you?” Her damn face balled up, and I chuckled.



“Nah, excuse you. Don’t act surprised that I pulled your card, and I’m not trying to entertain the fact that when you said help you meant pussy. You’re pretty as fuck, but that doesn’t mean shit to me. My girl is beautiful and has way more to offer than just her looks, so you can keep it moving, shorty.”



“You really are way more arrogant than you need to be. You see this, right?” She pointed to her name badge. “It’s my job to help customers, and you’re a customer. That is and was the only thing that I was offering you.”



“Bitch, please. The same way you saw me, I saw you and what I saw was you checking out every customer in here before you decided I was what you wanted. Old girl over there stopped you and asked for help, and you nodded at me and said some shit to her, which I assume was, I’m helping him right now, right? And you did that shit because I look like money and good dick, which I am, but none of which you can qualify for. Game peeps game, shorty.”



Her mouth opened and closed just as Teagan walked up with some colorful ass shoe in her hand.



“What did you say your brother is wearing? I love these, and I think Reason will too.”



She held the shoe up to me but had her eyes on old girl. I was sure that Teagan could sense something was up, but she simply smirked and then focused on me again.



“Yeah, that’s cool. Get whatever you think she’ll wear. That shit don’t have to match him though, and you corny as fuck for thinking that.”



I grinned as I leaned down and kissed her cheek.



Teagan rolled her eyes and shoved the shoe at old girl. “These are European sizes, but she wears an eight in women’s so get that for me,
 please
 . Oh, and I have two more I want to try on for myself since
 my man
 insists that I get whatever I want.”



I waited to see if old girl was gonna act up because if she did, I was cussing her ass out. But she clenched her jaw, took the shoe from Teagan, and walked off.



As soon as she was gone, Teagan folded her arms and glared at me. “She was trying to kick it to you, wasn’t she.”



My tongue moved across the bottom row of the platinum grill I was wearing before I smiled and pulled her into my body.



“Yeah, and I shut that shit down, so don’t start.”



“I’m not. She couldn’t have you even if she tried.”



I looked down at her with raised brows. “Word, and why is that?”



“Because it would be hard for her to be with you after I break every bone in her body. I don’t play about mine.”



I burst out laughing and she shrugged.



“I’m not fucking with you. Pick what you want so we can head back, and make sure you hook your cousin up. I promised my brother I’d get what she needed for the show, but that nigga is paying me back, though. This shit is expensive as fuck.”



“Doesn’t matter because my cousin is worth it, and so am I.”



She pulled away from me, and I watched her fine ass strut across the store back toward the women’s shoes.



I chuckled at how deep I was, and all I could say was, “Yes, you are. That shit is facts and not debatable.”










Bronx



It took me a minute to catch my breath after I came, so Reason sat up and backed away from me. Or at least she tried to, but I sat up quickly, grabbed her body, and flipping her onto her back at the same time. I was far from done, and I was more than positive that she knew that.



“Where you think you’re going?” I questioned just before I dipped my shoulders under her thighs and kissed between her legs.



“We have to get ready,” she whined as my tongue dipped between her slit and then back out again so that I could suck on her clit.



“Not yet, we have time and don’t think you’re slick. I know what the fuck you were doing.”



“What?”



She looked down at me with a sly grin on her face, so I pushed my tongue inside her again and let it repeatedly dip in and out of her a few more times causing her body to tremble.



“You thought you were gonna give me head to get me sidetracked from me getting up in here.”



Again, my tongue found its way into her slippery center. Her natural scent drove me crazy, and the way she was always creaming for a nigga had me feeling myself.



“I did not. I… shit—”



I maneuvered myself so that I could slide inside her because I needed to feel that.



Reason hissed before sucking in a deep breath when I pushed into her while her body tensed up at the same time. That also stroked my ego, knowing that I still had that effect on her.



“Yes, you did. I don’t know why you were playing like that. The first one don’t count. You already know it.”



I pushed forward, spreading her thighs even more since her leg was still draped across my shoulder, and Reason grit her teeth a little and closed her eyes, attempting to relax.



My size was already an issue, but since she’d gotten pregnant, almost every position was uncomfortable for her. I couldn’t really do anything about that, but I tried my best to be mindful of it.



Basically, that meant that I couldn’t tear that pussy up like I wanted to, but it didn’t matter. The shit still felt good as long as I was in it. I had no complaints at all other than every fucking time I entered her, I damn near nutted right then and there. That’s why she knew the first one didn’t count. Her tunnel felt so perfect that the most I could accomplish that first time in was about five minutes, and then I was busting it wide open.



That didn’t even fuck with my ego in the least because for one, my follow up was deadly as hell. Reason was usually the one who tapped out, and two, it only happened because her pussy was just that damn good. It was the type that you’d take lives for because you knew how good it was. I learned quickly to stop trying to control that first one. The shit was pointless. It was coming fast and hard no matter what as soon as I slid up in her.



“Lift up and turn over.”



I noticed that Reason kept jumping every time I hit her deep, so I decided to switch things up. She could receive me better when I hit it from the back.



Once she was on all fours, I grabbed her waist and pushed into her slowly, but I lifted her so that she was up right on her knees with her back against my chest. I sucked on her neck and used one hand to toy with her clit while I glided in and out of her.



Reason relaxed more against my body, and I could tell from the way she was moaning and shit that she was good now, so I did my thing until we both came hard and collapsed on the bed. Unfortunately, I couldn’t enjoy the moment because someone was banging on the damn door to our suite.



I almost ignored it, but I knew that Brim was shopping for me. So, I pulled out of Reason, kissed her back a few times, and then climbed out of bed, grabbing the shorts that I slept in.



“Go get in the shower. I’ll be there in a minute.”



“Mmmhmm.” Reason mumbled but didn’t move. I smiled at her lazy ass and left the room.



When I made it to the door and yanked it open, I found Sy’ria instead of Brim. Her eyes lustfully outlined my body but stopped and lingered on my dick, which I was sure she could see clearly since it was still semi erect.



I knew she wanted to fuck me, but until now, she had done a good job of pretending that she didn’t. She even made a point of going overboard to interact with Reason every time she was around to try and hide it, but I could read into that shit, and I was sure that Reason could too.



“The fuck you want, and you better stop staring at my dick before my girl comes out here and beats your ass.”



“Wait, what?”



She looked embarrassed, but my brows dipped in and my face got tighter while I waited for her to answer because I was annoyed.



“You heard me. Stop looking at my dick, and what the fuck do you want?”



“I wasn’t… I just wanted to make sure you’ll be there for sound check. You and Reason can ride with me if you want. I have a service to—”



“I got a car, I’ll be there,” I said and slammed the door, annoyed as fuck that she even brought her ass up there. She knew good and damn well I wasn’t riding with her ass.



I made my way back to our room and joined Reason in the shower. After we were done, she dressed in a robe and ordered room service while I got ready for the show.



I was already over this shit, but it was a lot of money, and I had already signed the contract to do it. I was stuck.



About twenty minutes later, someone was at the door again, which I assumed was room service. This time, it was Brim and Teagan with the stuff they picked up for me.



Teagan headed straight to the room where Reason was while I kicked it with my brother. It seemed like that was rare lately since we both spent most of our time with Teagan and Reason.



“You got cash, right?”



“Nigga, I’m gonna pay your cheap ass back, damn.”



He laughed and nodded before delivering a serious look.



“You ready for this shit?”



“As ready as I’m gonna be. The shit is sold out, and my name is on the contract. I’m just ready to get it over with.”



“Why the fuck you agree to it?” Brim asked, and I grinned.



“I didn’t, Reason did. She wanted to come to this shit, so I agreed.”



“Damn, your ass is in deep, bruh.” Brim laughed and shook his head.



“Who the fuck you telling?” I moved my hand down my face and then dropped my head for a minute before I looked at my brother. “She got me. Every fucking inch of me, and I’m not even mad about that shit,” I admitted.



My brother just looked at me with a dumb ass smile on his face.



“Fuck you smiling like that for?” I yelled at him and he laughed.



“’Cause, your ass is in love and about to be a damn father. I know you don’t get it, but no matter what, you’re still my baby brother. All I see is your little ass following behind me while I was in the cut trying to sell that shit with you mugging the fuck outta me because I wouldn’t let you do it too. Now your ass is gown as fuck and about to have a kid of your own. That shit is fucking with me, but I’m happy for you.”



I sat silently processing his words before I laughed too. “You act like you raised me and shit. You ain’t that much older than me,
 Brooklyn
 . You ain’t do shit for me but annoy the fuck outta me coming up.”



“Yes, the fuck I did, and you know it.”



My brother was right, though. He was who I looked up to, and he always had me no matter what.



I loved my father, but Brim was more of a man to me than our pops ever was. That was some real shit, and something that I took to heart. My brother was my fucking keeper.



“I didn’t need all this, but thank you.”



Reason walked over to me and slid into my lap. She circled my neck with her arms before her lips met mine. When she pulled back, I checked her out in the Gucci jacket that Brim picked up for her and the matching shoes. That shit was colorful as hell, but it looked good on her.



“The fuck you thanking me for? I didn’t buy that shit for you. He did.” I pointed to Brim.



Reason frowned at me and then rolled her eyes.



“Well, thank you, Brim. At least one Harris man knows how to treat a woman.” She cut her eyes at me, and I chuckled.



“Girl, bye. You know your man paid for that, waking us up early this morning begging Brooklyn to go shopping for you.”



“I didn’t beg that nigga to do shit. I asked ’cause she was all in her feelings about what to wear.”



“Exactly, you were taking care of my cousin like a good man should,” Teagan said and cut her eyes at me.



“I was not in my feelings. Labels don’t mean anything to me.” Reason rolled her eyes again, and I ignored her ass.



Labels might not mean shit to her, but she was damn sure rocking them bitches like an expert.



“Aight then, take that shit off and we can return it after the show.”



“Nope, too late. I already cut the tags off.”



“That’s what the fuck I thought.” Our eyes met, and she smiled hard.



She was happy, and that made me happy.



Reason was the one person who could get that out of me. Anybody else who tried would be disappointed as fuck, but with Reason, I’d easily do anything to see her happy. She knew that, even if she tried to pretend like she didn’t.



Yeah, I was in love and not even trying to hide it.



 



***



“Will you stop fucking following me?” I barked at the little scrawny ass dude who was taking pictures of all the performers.



They had already warned us that he would be there to get shots for their site and social media accounts, but it was annoying as fuck. I kept dodging his ass, but somehow, he would end up right back in my face. I was seriously considering breaking that damn camera that he was holding onto for dear life, but Reason was keeping me from doing it.



“Bronx, stop yelling at him. He’s doing what they pay him to do.” She balled up her face and slipped her arms around my waist looking up at me.



“Bruh, let that nigga do his job,” Edge added from across the hall where we were all chilling back stage.



It was busy as fuck, with people moving around and bumping into shit. I was not feeling it at all.



“I ain’t the only muthafucker here, but he keeps ending up in my got damn face,” I said, causing dude to lower his camera and walk off.



I was sure the look I gave him was motivation to get the fuck from around me.



“You really need to learn some social skills,” Brim said before he passed off the blunt that he was holding. “Here, take this shit. You need it more than I do.”



I accepted it and then stepped away from Reason so that the smoke wouldn’t be around her. I wasn’t sure if it would affect the baby or not, but I wasn’t trying to find out.



If I was smoking, I kept my distance from her.



Torren and Ayah choose to be out in the crowd so that they could catch the other performances, and Reese and Edge were going as soon as I took the stage. For now, the six of us were chilling back stage and waiting for them to announce me and Sy’ria, who was lurking around with her entourage.



Everyone who was important in Atlanta was there, so the shit was hype as fuck. The energy was dope as hell, and as much as I didn’t want to do the show, I was actually looking forward to hitting the stage. What I didn’t like was the fact that I knew Harper was there. I had seen her a few times, but she was smart enough to keep her distance. Reason saw her too but didn’t act like it mattered to her. As long as she was cool then I would keep mine.



If Harper did some dumb shit, I had no guarantees about how I would react. Teagan had already threatened to beat her ass more than once, so I had a feeling that it wasn’t going to go well for Harper if she came anywhere near us.



When I finally did take the stage, the energy was crazy, and the crowd was losing their fucking minds. I had to give it to Sy’ria, she did her thing, and she and a fucking mob of fans who were now my fans. I didn’t have shit on the numbers that she brought, and even though I didn’t care about the publicity, I was damn sure mentally processing the money that I was about to make off the single that we were putting out. That right there was enough to have a nigga smiling.



The fucked up part was that the feeling didn’t last long because the second our performance was over and I stepped off the stage, Harper walked her happy ass right up to me and threw her arms around me. Her lips hit the side of my chin because I turned my head when she tried to kiss me.



My reaction was to shove her crazy ass hard as fuck, which sent her flying away from me, but I didn’t even care. She had better be glad I didn’t hit women, or I would have broken her fucking jaw.



“What the fuck is wrong with you? If I never thought your ass was crazy, I damn sure believe it now.”



She grinned at me and looked over her shoulder. “Did you get that?” she asked, and the little scrawny ass photographer smiled and nodded.



“Bitch, you better fucking run,” Teagan yelled.



All I could see was her and Reason both rushing Harper fast as hell.



Brim caught Reason around the waist, which I knew was because she was pregnant, and he wasn’t about to let her fight. But Harper was fair game to Teagan.



When Teagan was close enough, she yanked Harper up by the long ass weave that was on her head and bust her ass in the face at the same time.



Teagan kept tagging her ass so hard and fast that Harper couldn’t defend herself. I would have let Teagan keep going, but I noticed security heading our way, so I grabbed Teagan and pulled her away from Harper. It took a lot of effort because her little ass was strong as hell and mad as fuck.



“Let me go, let me fucking go,” Teagan yelled.



Harper swung at her, but I tossed Teagan to one side and shoved Harper back again.



“What the hell is going on back here?” the first security guard who reached us asked.



“He hit me. He just punched me in my face for no reason, and then this bitch jumped on me too after he told her to.”



“Bitch, you’re lying. He didn’t hit you, and he didn’t tell me to do shit. I beat your ass because you had it coming and because I wanted to.”



“Let her go, and come with us. We’re going to have to ask you to leave.” He now had his eyes on me like I was really about to go with his dumb ass.



“Hell no. I’m not going any fucking where because I didn’t hit that bitch. I should have, but I didn’t,” I growled at him.



He looked at his partner, who was now next to him.



“I’m sorry, but we’re going to have to ask you to come with us. You—”



“What the fuck did I say? I didn’t hit that bitch, so you better pull up whatever cameras you have back here and check that shit.”



By this time, Reason and Brim were next to me. I was so focused on the punk ass security guards that when Reason got close enough and punched Harper dead in her face, I couldn’t stop her.



“Stupid bitch! I’ve been waiting on that for a minute, now post that shit on your social media and tag my man in it.”



“You saw that, didn’t you? I’m filing charges,” Harper yelled as she cupped her nose because it was now bleeding.



“Both of you, lets go.” the guard reached for Reason, but I stepped in front of her and shoved his ass back hard as fuck.



“I wish you would put your hands on her. I’ll snap your fucking neck,” I said, getting right in his face again.



Brim pushed Teagan behind him and was now right next to me. We all had a stare down, while Harper ran her fucking mouth.



“What are you doing? Arrest him. He hit me, and you just saw that bitch hit me too.”



“He didn’t touch her. She’s lying, and I want her out,” Sy’ria said from behind us as she approached.



Both guards looked at her and then back and me and Brim. They were mad as fuck, especially the one I put my hands on, but I dared his ass to do something about it.



“Are you sure?”



“Yes, Davis, I’m sure.” She delivered both of them a pointed look before she glanced at Harper, whose mouth fell open as one of them firmly grabbed her arm. “Let’s go.”



“Wait, what the fuck? You just saw her hit me. Do you know who I am?”



The guard who had her by the arm ignored her rant and looked right at Sy’ria.



“We’ll take care of it, Ms. Joseph,” the other guard said and then glared at me and Brim before he turned to leave.



Neither of them were feeling the situation, but they did what she asked them to do.



“They work for me. Consider it handled,” She said before she winked and walked off.



“Well damn, can I be her when I grow up?” Teagan said with a grin like she hadn’t just been throwing blows minutes before.



“That bitch is fucking insane,” I said and grabbed Reason by the hand.



I was getting the fuck outta there and had a feeling that this would be my last time doing shit like this.



 



***



“Did you see this? Your phone won’t stop with all these notifications.” Reason joined me in the living room and stretched out on the couch where I was, propping her head up in my lap.



“How can I see that shit when you have my phone, shorty? And I don’t give a fuck about any of that.”



I finished off the contents of the drink that I was working on before I placed it down next to me and then let my fingertip move down the profile of her face.



Her eyes smiled, but then she went right back to swiping through my phone and that bullshit that I knew she was looking at.



“Listen to this.”



She hit play, and the sound of a woman’s voice filled the room.



“
 Shelly Harper, or Harper London as you know her, is a fraud. She’s just a nobody from the Bronx who re-invented herself and is no longer relevant, so she’s trying to make herself relevant by connecting herself to someone who is. Bronx Harris is very relevant and is as real as it gets. He’s dope ass rapper who doesn’t give a fuck about opinions. Since our collab, my fans have more than doubled. I got to spend the weekend with him and his girlfriend, and by the way, they are expecting their first child. I can assure you that he did not put his hands on that fraud.



“He might be a bit of an arrogant asshole but he’s not that type of man. I was there when it all went down. My people escorted Harper from backstage, for once again, making a fool of herself. Does her story even make sense? Think about it, a few months ago, she was in a relationship with him, and now he’s abusive and trying to ruin her career. If you’re crazy enough to believe that, then you need to have your meds checked just like she does.”



“So, let me get this clear. Sy’ria, you’re staying that Harper’s version of what happened at Music Fest is a lie.”



“I’m saying it most definitely is a lie. Believe what you want, but I can promise you that Bronx Harris is not the type of man who would ever put his hands on a woman. At least not in a way that she wouldn’t like.”



I frowned and looked down at my phone. The seductive smile that she wore pissed me off.



“So, should I read between the lines?”



“No, absolutely not because there are no lines to read between. Bronx and I are strictly business, and I look forward to doing more banging ass collabs with him.”



“No late night sessions or roaming hands going on? Not even a stolen kiss? I know how that shit goes.”



“And you know me. I don’t play about my money. Bronx is every bit of sexy, but he’s also very committed to his girlfriend as I am to my man. Like I said, it’s just business.”



“I don’t believe that shit for a minute, but there you have it. Straight from Sy’ria herself. I guess we’ll watch and see how this plays out and just how close these two get, but for now, make sure you pick up Sy’ria’s latest single featuring, New York’s finest, Bronx Harris, which by the way is double platinum right now. Congratulations on that. Thanks for joining us on The Breakfast Club, Sy’ria.



“Thank you for having me.”



I snatched my phone from Reason after the interview Sy’ria did on the Breakfast Club ended.



“At least she didn’t make it seem like you were with her too.” Reason frowned a little, and I felt my jaw clench. I knew that she was thinking about Harper’s crazy ass.



“That’s exactly what she did, but it don’t matter. I’m done with all that shit. I’ll stick to my underground shows, and fuck working with anyone else.”



“What about me? I might have a few bars.” Reason grinned and tilted her head back more so that she could look up at me.



I laughed because the thought of that was funny as fuck.



“Nah, I’ll pass on that. You just focus on this.” I leaned down and kissed her while moving my hand onto her stomach. “You just take care of me and my son, and you’re good.”



Her entire face got tight ,and her eyes narrowed. “I’m not that type of female. I won’t be sitting at home barefoot and pregnant while you support me so that I am totally dependent on you.”



I laughed at the look she gave me. “Man, I didn’t say shit about that, and you don’t have to worry about it anyway because I’m not taking care of you. All I said was take care of my son to make sure he’s good in there until I can take care of him out here.”



“No, what you said was take care of
 you and our baby
 .”



I grinned and tried to kiss her again, but she turned her head, so my kiss landed on her cheek.



“Pussy is a part of that package. That’s all taking care of me means, but your ass is about to get this degree so that you can take care of me. I have no problems with you supporting us,” I teased, and she rolled her eyes.



“So, you’re okay with me supporting you?” she questioned with raised brows.



“Hell yeah. I’m a new age type of nigga. I’ll even stay home with our little shorty while you make that damn money for us. I mean, long as you’re not stripping or no shit like that. I’m not trying to have other niggas seeing what your body looks like and dreaming about fucking you or eating your pussy and shit.”



I shrugged, and she shot up from the sofa quick and glared at me.



“Seriously, why would you even say that?”



“’Cause a nigga has expensive taste, and it takes a lot to keep me fly and shit. Stripping is good, easy money. Or it will be for you. Your body is banging as fuck, but I just want you to know that you’re not about to be supporting us like that.”



I grinned, and she lifted her hand to hit me, but I grabbed it and pulled her to me. I maneuvered our bodies so that I was now on top of her.



“You’re stupid. I swear I can’t stand you.”



“Bullshit. You love a nigga, and you know it. Now
 tell
 me so that I can
 show
 you how much I love you.”



“You say it first.”



“No, fuck that. What is this some kindergarten shit?
 You show me yours and I’ll show you mine.
 Tell me, Reason.”



“No, you first.”



“I said no.” I kissed her and then pulled back to look at her.



“You’re so childish.”



“I’ll be that, now say that shit.”



“If you
 make
 me say it then how do you know I mean it?”



I grinned and then looked down between us. My dick grew a few inches just from the thought.



“Because I feel it when I’m tapping that cervix. It’s all over your face and the way you be moaning my name and shit begging me for more. You can’t hide it. I just want to hear you admit it.”



“Whatever! Maybe I’m just a good actor, now get off me.”



“Nah, that ain’t no damn acting.
 Oh shit, Bronx. I can’t take it, give me more.
 You damn sure ain’t acting. Now stop stalling and say that shit first.”



“I love yoou…’re dick. Like
 really
 love it.”



I burst out laughing, and she smiled back. “You ain’t shit, but I love you anyway.”



“I know you do, but I love you too, now get off me because I’m hungry and want to order some food.”



Reason pushed against me, but I pressed my body more into hers, so she didn’t make any progress trying to free herself from up under me.



“Yeah, well, I’m hungry too, so you’ll have to wait.”



I kissed her again before I moved down her body and started working on her jeans. After the day I had, this was the only place I wanted to be. I was about to prove that to her and
 show
 her just how much I loved her.



I was always taught that actions spoke louder than words anyway, right?










Ayah



“It says here that Hanks Anderson has a history of sexual assault. There are several incidents on his record that fall in line with what Ms. Smith stated happened to her. The cops took her statement and agreed that it was self-defense. The case has been ruled self-defense and that won’t be changing. There are no charges pending against Ms. Smith and none that can be brought against her. What more do you want us to do?”



“I want you to arrest her for murder. It’s not self-defense. She stabbed my boyfriend because he was loyal to me and didn’t want her.”



“Do you realize how fucking crazy you sound. This is your blood and you’re trying to sell her out for that bitch ass nigga.”



Torren’s grip on my hand tightened as he glared at my aunt.



When I got the call that I needed to come to the police station because she was trying to file charges against me to challenge the self-defense charge for what happened between me and Hanks, I thought it was a joke.



Now being here, looking her in her face while she tried her best to get them to reopen the case after months had passed, had knots in my stomach.



I was beyond hurt and even more disappointed. She was my aunt, but she was choosing that asshole over me. How was that even possible?



To make matters worse, when I called my mother and asked her to talk to my aunt, all she said was,
 I can’t get involved in that Ayah. I have my own shit to deal with.
 Right after that, she hung up on me.



So now here I was sitting in this detectives’ office with the only person in the world who I felt like I had in my corner, Torren. While my aunt tried her best to ruin my life.



“No, this bullshit ass fixed case is crazy.” My aunt yelled and then looked at the detective. “Do you know that they’re all friends. Or not even friends. He works for Judge Harris’s sons. And when I say works for, I mean he sells drugs for them. Doesn’t that seem the least bit odd that Judge Harris of all people signed off on this bullshit ass case?”



The detective looked at me with a straight face before he smiled and looked at her.



“What I know is that you’re wasting my very valuable time for a case that’s closed. This young lady has been through enough and I would expect that her family would be there to support her and not be here trying to make matters worse. Now, the case is closed so if you don’t have anything else to discuss with me then I suggest you leave before I decide I want to have a few things to discuss with you. Looks like Mr. Anderson wasn’t the only one with a record.”



He pushed a file across his desk to my aunt and delivered a smug grin. I glanced at it and her name was on the tab.



“If you want, I can look into a few of these possession charges. Especially the last one. It might be possible that some details got overlooked. Maybe I should invest my time in that instead of worrying about you trying to get me to reopen the case on Mr. Anderson.”



My aunt stood and leaned down with her finger in my face. Her eyes stretched wide before she glared at me.



“Fuck you, Ayah. Did you tell them about that? I bet you did, you ungrateful bitch. You killed him, and they covered it up for you. I know it even if they don’t want to admit it. But fuck you. Have a good fucking life and I hope that you can sleep at night knowing that you took the life of an innocent man.”



“Bitch please, that nigga wasn’t innocent. He was trying to fuck your niece every chance he got and instead of you apologizing for bringing that piece of shit into her life, and your sons life, you’re here trying to get her locked up. Get the fuck outta here.”



Torren was on his feet and right in her face until I placed my hand on his arm and one on his back which I moved across it attempting to calm him down.



“Baby lets go. Its not worth it.”



He kept his eyes on her for a long moment before he took my hand and glanced at the detective.



“We done here?”



The detective looked right at my aunt. “Are we?” He questioned before he glanced at the file with her name on it again.



“Fuck you.” She belted out before she grabbed her purse and stormed to the door. Just before she left, Torren had the last word.



“Stay the fuck away from her or deal with me.”



She glanced at me and then the detective but didn’t say a word. She just walked out.



“There’s no case. I only brought you here in the hopes that you could do a face to face and deal with this off the record. I assure you that there’s nothing she can do to change anything. If she keeps pushing, then Harris will handle it.”



He lifted the file and held it up.



“There’s shit in here that I’m sure she doesn’t want to have to answer for. It could get her a lot of time.”



“No, don’t do that. My cousin needs her and—”



“Man fuck her, Ayah, real shit.”



“I know you don’t get it but its not about her. She’s a good mom and there isn’t anyone else for Shawn. She’ll leave it alone. Just don’t do anything with that.”



I pointed to the folder and the detective just looked at me as if questioning what he should do.



“Your call but like I said, its self defense as far as any of us are concerned. The case is closed and there isn’t anything that she can do to change it. Harris made sure of it.”



“Thank you.” I said calmly with a nod.



“Preciate it.”



Torren nodded at the detective and the two of us left. After we were in his car, he just sat there for a minute staring at me.



“You don’t have to protect family that doesn’t look out for you. If she don’t leave that shit alone, then just let them do what they have to do?”



“No, I know what he’s trying to use against her. She got caught hiding coke for a guy she was dating a few years ago. It was a lot of coke. Enough to give her years. I remember my mom talking about it. She had a shitty lawyer, some public defender who lucked up and won the case by default, so she got lucky. Knowing who Harris is, I’m sure that he can change all that and send her to prison. I won’t do that to my cousin. He already said that there isn’t anything that she can do so just leave it alone.”



I was pissed and hurt that she chose Hanks no good ass over me but it wasn’t about her, it was about my cousin and that meant more to me than her betrayal.



“I’m lucky.” Was all Torren said before he started his car.



“Lucky?”



“Yeah lucky.”



“Lucky how?”



“Because I’ve done a lot of fucked up shit in my life and I’ve fucked over a lot of potentially good females. Not intentionally, but mostly because I was selfish and not mature enough to be what they needed. Even still, I have you and that’s some shit that I question every day. Why me, why the fuck would someone as perfect as you rock with me.”



I blushed hard before my cheeks got hot and raised pulling the corners of my mouth up high into a smile.



“I’m not perfect and if we’re talking about being lucky, then I guess we can both claim that.”



He chuckled and then covered my hand with his before lifting it and bringing it to his lips.



“If perfect exists then it’s you Ayah and I’m not just shooting you a bunch of shit. You’re perfect, flaws and all and I swear on everything whether you believe it or not, I’m grateful because I don’t deserve you. I’ll never take that shit for granted. You have a good heart even when you shouldn’t. With all that shit she just pulled, the only thing you cared about was making sure your cousin was good. Even if it meant letting her get away with trying to fuck you even more than she has already. I don’t know if I could have done that.”



“It’s not that serious.”



He smiled and looked me right in my eyes but only for a brief moment because he was driving.



“Yeah it is, trust me it is.”



Maybe I was wrong or being a fool, but I loved my cousin and he didn’t need to be without his mother because she loved a man who wasn’t worth loving.



I had been there before, and even though my ex wasn’t as bad as Hanks, I still understood. I didn’t forgive her, and I was still hurt that she was purposely trying to hurt me, but my cousin was the bigger picture and I made peace with that. I was okay with letting all this go for him.



 



***



“Y’all need a bigger place,” Teagan said as she dropped the bags of stuff for Reason’s baby shower on the floor next to the dresser in Torren’s bedroom.



“
 We
 don’t need anything, this is your brother’s apartment, not mine. I just need to get my own place so that he can have his back.”



Teagan cocked her head to the side after she plopped down on his bed. “That’s cute boo. I see you got jokes.”



“What’s cute? I’m serious. It’s been months and I think it’s time. I need my own space and so does he. I don’t want to mess things up by overstaying my welcome.”



I frowned a bit and she laughed.



“So, have you mentioned that to my brother.” She grinned and looked at me with raised brows.



Sucking my teeth, I leaned forward and grabbed one of the bags that she arrived with.



“Yes, I have, actually.”



“And?”



She was still staring at me with that smug ass grin.



“And he keeps changing the subject and telling me that I’m not going anywhere.”



“Exactly! My brother is not trying to let you move up out of here. So, you can stop pretending like it’s going to happen.”



“Well its not up to him. Things are good with us but who’s to say it will stay like this. I like what we have and I like being here but we kinda got forced into it. It wasn’t like he asked me to live here because it’s what he wanted, he did it because he felt—”



“Girl, please. Don’t even say he felt sorry for you or obligated because he didn’t. Yeah, your situation was messed up and he wanted to help but not because he felt sorry for you. He did it because he cares, because you make him happy and most importantly, because he wants you here.”



“You don’t know that.”



“If anybody knows that, I do. I’m telling you my brother doesn’t do anything that he doesn’t want to do so you being here and him shutting you down every time you try to fine another option is him
 wanting
 you here. Now keep playing with him about that and watch how it works out for you.”



I rolled my eyes but smiled knowing that she meant that but a part of me just didn’t want to ruin a good thing.



“Oh my God, this stuff is so adorable.”



“And it’s so pink. Bronx is gonna be in his feelings the entire time and I made sure to go overboard with as much pink stuff as I could find.”



Teagan grinned as she lifted one of the tiny pink crown party favors that she got for Reasons baby shower. It was silver with pale pink rhinestones in it, but absolutely adorable.



“Yeah well he better get over it because she’s definitely a girl and there’s nothing that he can do about it.”



“You know his unbalanced ass, just likes to control everything, but he’ll be aight.”



“He seems fine to me about having a girl.”



“He is. His mean ass is always smiling like crazy when he talks about his
 lil shorty
 . He’s just mad because we were all right about it being a girl.”



I laughed a little because she was right. Bronx was so excited about his daughter that it was almost cute to watch him.



She and Reason both gave him a personality transplant. Not to say that he wasn’t still annoyingly rude, but when it came to the two of them, he was a different person.



“Well I have to go meet Brooklyn, but you can find somewhere to keep all this stuff until this weekend, right?”



Teagan and I both looked around Torren’s tiny bedroom that was full of my stuff and his. It wasn’t necessarily dirty, just overloaded with way more than needed to be in here.



“Yeah, I’ll shove it in the closet.” I frowned trying to mentally process how I would make that happen.



“Cool. I have a few more things to get and then I think we’re all set. Thanks boo.”



Teagan stood and adjusted her jean skirt before placing her hands under her breast and pushing them up. It wasn’t like they needed the adjustment, but she still did it anyway.



“I’ll see you later and remember what I said. Don’t have my brother locking your ass up in here to keep you from leaving. You know he’ll do it. He’s kinda half baked as it is and its gotten worse since he’s been around Bronx and Brooklyn so much.”



“Wait, not lock me in here.” I laughed and she gave me a serious look.



“Yes’m lock you in here. I said he’s half baked and I mean it.”



She walked over and hugged me before heading to the bedroom door to leave. I followed and locked up after she was gone and then decided to catch me a nap until Torren got back.



He was in the streets as always but I knew that he was working and not doing anything that I needed to be concerned about.



When he told me that he would never take this or us for granted, I believed him. Call me stupid but I could feel the truth in his words and I wasn’t debating that.



 



***



“Aye what’s all that pink shit over there.” Torren said against my neck as he delivered a series of kisses to it while one hand pinched my bare nipple and the other moved into my panties and shorts.



I was still groggy from having been in a deep sleep but I had to admit that this was the perfect way to be woken up.



“Its for Reason’s baby shower. Your sister brought it here for me to hide for her.”



“Oh shit. I got happy for a minute thinking you had something to tell me but that makes sense because it would be too soon for you to know if it was a girl or boy.”



My eyes shot open quick and met with his along with the smile that was plastered on his face.



“No wait, you think I’m pregnant? Why would you say that?”



I kept my eyes on him and his smile didn’t break. He simply kissed my lips before working my shorts and panties down my legs.



When he had them off, he rubbed between my legs again forcing them open wider. I assumed he already had sex on the mind because he was only in a pair of boxers which he was pushing down his body.



As soon as they got to a certain point he kicked them off using his legs and reached for a condom that he must have just placed on the night stand.



I felt a pulsing between my legs at the thought of what was coming but I still needed him to answer me. That was so random and not only that, he didn’t seem even the least bit bothered by the fact that it was even a possibility.



“Torren, why did you…shit.” I stopped mid sentence as he pushed inside me. It felt amazing and I felt every inch as he entered me.



He knew it was messing with me too because he grinned and pulled out slow stopping just before he removed the head and teased me with it, pushing in and pulling out stopping just before it slipped from my center.



“Nah, I don’t think you’re pregnant and I asked because it was the first thing that came to mind when I saw all that pink baby shit. We’re not always perfect with the protection thing so its possible.”



He stated with ease before pushing all the way in me as deep as he could go. Doing so, helped him connect with my spot and my body shuddered.



Of course he noticed that too because he pulled back and then repeated the motion several times in a slow sensual manner.



I loved that about him. Sex with us was always intense because he paid attention to how my body reacted and then used it to his advantage.



“Oh God, shit, that’s my spot.” I moaned causing him to chuckle and take possession of my lips again.



“I know.” He said against them before he pushed harder, going deeper. “I wouldn’t be mad if you got pregnant. I been thinking about it a lot and I know that its weird as fuck because we’re so new but…fuck, stop doing that shit.” He frowned at me and I smiled.



I had a few tricks up my sleeve too. I tightened my muscles and sucked him in more, gripping him from the inside.



“I thought you liked that,” I said with a huge smile making him retaliate by pushing in and upward to hit my spot again.



“You know I do but I’m trying to answer your fucking question so chill.” He said with a serious stare that transitioned into a smile.



“Okay so finish.” I said looking right in his eyes. I couldn’t believe that he was in the middle of sex and talking about having a baby with me.



That was cool and everything, but my body was craving the orgasm that I knew was inches away.



“I just been thinking about it and if it happened I’d be cool with it. I’m not saying try or no shit like that but if it happens then no big deal.”



“That is a big deal. Kids are a big deal and I don’t think we’re ready for that.”



“Maybe not and I know that kids are big deals but I ain’t going nowhere and neither are you so if it happened then I wouldn’t be mad that’s all I’m saying, now can I finish this. My dick is confused as fuck right now trying to figure out why he’s not putting in work”



He looked between us to where out bodies were connected with a smirk spread across his face and I nodded, rolling my eyes at the same time.



My thoughts were still a little lost about his statements but the way he was caressing my insides had me pushing the thoughts to the back of my mind. We could finish that conversation another time for now, I was about to enjoy this moment and let him
 finish
 .



After I had an orgasm or two or three, then we could revisit this baby thing.










Teagan



“It’s not a good day for her, sweetheart. Maybe you should think about coming back another time to visit.”



Dr. Logan pulled the door to my mother’s room closed after she stepped into the hall.



She was at a boarding house for patients like her. Our mother had her own room and they shared common areas like living rooms, game rooms and the kitchen.



She could leave with permission, but they had curfews and they were supervised. Dr. Logan recommend this as the best option due to her history with not taking her meds, like she should.



It was suggested that after a year, of consistency then we could look into getting her a place of her own. Today was a set back, I could already feel it.



I looked up at Brooklyn who moved closer to me and pressed his body to mine, draping his arm over my shoulder and across my chest. It was like he could sense that I needed to feel him close to me.



“What do you mean its not a good day? Its my cousin’s baby shower and she was looking forward to this. We’ve been talking about it for weeks now.”



I felt the words moving but they hurt as the came out because my throat tensed up from the struggle of them bypassing the lump that was forming there.



“She’s not in a good place right now and there’s no way that she can leave.”



I could see the sympathetic look brewing in Dr. Logan’s eyes as they moved from me to Brooklyn. And then back to me.



“But I just saw her a week ago. She was fine. She—”



“Teagan.” Brooklyn stated calmly pressing his arm more into my chest to hold me against his.



With a heavy sigh, Dr. Logan adjusted her glasses a little and then looked right at me. “She stopped taking her medication. No one noticed until last night when she got manic. They called me after they injected her with it to get things under control. She’s coming down but is in no position to leave. I’m sorry sweetheart. I really am. This happens and you have to expect it. Don’t worry, though she’s not that bad off and will be herself again in no time. I can give you a call when I think it would be a good time for you to come see her.”



I didn’t speak because the disappointment wouldn’t let me so Brooklyn did instead. “We appreciate that. Just let her know and she’ll be here.”



Smiling softly but still with sympathetic eyes Dr. Logan nodded.



“I will. She needs you and Torren, Teagan. I know this is hard but with time, she’ll get a handle on it. The two of you give her a reason to do so. It’s just a minor setback.”



“Thank you.”



I nodded and then wiped a tear that slipped out even though I was fighting with everything that I was, to hold them in. Dr. Logan nodded and walked off.



“Aye look at me. Don’t let it fuck up your day, aight. You knew that this wasn’t going to be perfect but she’s trying baby girl. She’s doing the best she can and you have to give her credit for that.”



Brooklyn slipped his finger under my chin and lifted it enough for my eyes to meet his and I just stared blankly at him still feeling the tightness in my chest.



“I love you okay and I know this shit his hard but I got you. She’s trying Teague.” He leaned down enough to kiss me and then closed me in his arms. I slipped my arms around his waist and held on tight like my life depended on it.



I needed him, and he knew it but the best part was he was there.



“Aye, don’t get no snot on my shirt. Your ass is always crying about shit with your mom and then wanna use my clothes as tissue for your snotty nose.”



His voice vibrated through his chest an I laughed having deja vu.



I swear I hated him sometimes but loved the fat that he didn’t baby me and even in my worst of moments like this one, he could make me smile.



“You’re so mean.” I said pulling back and glaring at him.



He grinned and shook his head.



“Nah I’m not. I just know how to put a smile on that pretty face of yours now let’s get out of here so that we can go to this gay ass shit for my niece.”



“It’s not gay. It’s a baby shower.”



“A room full of women and pink shit. That’s gay as fuck and you know it but I’ll do it for my niece. How the fuck she not even here yet and already got me doing soft shit?”



“You’re so extra, and your brother, Edge and Torren will be there so it’s not just a room full of women,” I said as we made it to the elevator to leave.



I was still a little upset about the deal with my mom but decided not to let it ruin my day. Today was special and it was about Reason and her baby. I decided to focus on that and not let this minor setback overshadow the good stuff.



 



***



Things with the shower were going well. It was a small crowd because we really didn’t deal with anyone outside of our group but mostly because it was at Bronx’s apartment and he wasn’t about to have strangers up in there.



He made that clear on more than one occasion when I discussed using his place to do the shower for Reason.



His living room which looked like a bottle of Pepto had exploded in it because of all the pink was being occupied by me, Brooklyn, Ayah, Torren, Edge, Reese and his mother.



Of course, the guest of honor was in attendance and beaming with her big round belly, which Bronx couldn’t keep his hands off of.



She was positioned in his lap and the two were snuggled together looking like no one else was around.



Reason was happy, and it made me happy. Bronx had even taken a break from his typical rude behavior and was being social to everyone that was there.



“Ma, sit down and stop cleaning up shit. That’s not why you’re here.” Brooklyn stated frowning at her as she moved through the living room collecting empty plates of half eaten cake along with bright pink cups.



“I know that but its bugging me. It will only take me a second to throw this stuff away.”



“You know she doesn’t know how to sit her ass still.” Bronx grinned at her and she narrowed her eyes at him.



“What I know is that you’re not about to have Reason doing this later because we both know that your lazy ass is not going to help.” He chuckled and shook his head.



“I’m not about to make her clean up after these muthafuckers. They better handle that shit before they go.”



“Bronx!” Reason frowned at him and he looked at her like he was dead serious.



“I’ll make sure it’s done,” I announced as I stood and attempted to help her clean up a little.



“Me too.”



Ayah joined in and removed the few plates that their mother was holding while Reese jumped up and escorted her back to the sofa where she had been.



“We got this, ma,” Reese said and then winked at her before she commenced to clearing the discarded gift bags and wrapping from the gifts that Reason had not too long opened.



Everyone bought way more than they should have being that she was the first baby of the crew, but Bronx had already out done anyone else by damn near buying triple what she needed.



To say this baby was going to be spoiled didn’t do the explanation justice.



A knock at the door caused Bronx and Brooklyn to both look that way and as if they communicated with out worlds and Brooklyn moved to the door to answer it. He asked who it was and then a wave of irritation washed over him as he pulled it open.



“Hello son.” Judge Harris said but Brooklyn didn’t respond.



Instead he had his eyes on something else which I knew must have been a problem because he grumbled, “Oh hell.” Which was low, but I heard since I was close enough to him.



“Stay here, I’ll get Bronx and you can holla at him from here.”



“No, it’s my grandchild’s baby shower. I can come in.”



“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Brooklyn announced dryly but with confidence.



“Who dat Brim?” Bronx called from a few feet away. Where he was sitting and with the angle of the door, he couldn’t see his father or Tia.



“It’s me, son. We just dropped by to bring this for you.”



Their father pushed past Brooklyn with Tia right behind him.



She looked nervous, and I almost felt bad for her because she was about to be stuck in the middle of Brooklyn and Bronx protecting their mother’s feelings about her.



“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” Bronx grumbled in the process of moving Reason out of his lap.



When she was on her feet, she tried to grab his arm, but he shrugged her off and started moving towards his father.



“Why the fuck would you bring her here? You knew my mother would be here. That’s some selfish, fucked up ass shit.” Bronx growled at him when he was close enough to get in his father’s face.



“Bronx. It’s fine, I don’t mind that she’s here,” their mother said from behind him.



“Nah that shit ain’t fine ma and you know it. You don’t have to be nice about that shit.” Brooklyn said.



Tia looked like a deer in headlights and I really felt bad for her. Bronx and Brooklyn’s mom was moving her way and when she was close enough she took her by the hand and introduced herself.



“I know this is awkward but like it or not, we’re connected so there’s no sense in you being stuck in the middle of this nonsense. No matter how disrespectful he is.” She cut her eyes at Judge Harris and then smiled at Tia.



“I’m not being disrespectful. We’re together which means that you have to expect that she’ll be around. She’s also carrying my daughter and their sister.” He said as if it justified everything. His words only annoyed Bronx and Brooklyn more.



By this time Reason was on one side of Bronx and I was on the other side of Brooklyn in an effort to control the storm that could fly out of control at any minute now.



“You know what, fuck you. I’m not about to let you ruin Reason and my daughter’s day. This is about them.”



Bronx stared his father down for a few more moments before he dropped his arm around Reason’s shoulder and walked back over to where they had been sitting and then pulled her down into his lap.



“You just don’t get it do you. This is bigger than you and its fucked up that you don’t see that. We get it, you’re with her but it’s not gonna be a big ass bonded family over night. You need to give everybody time, especially her.”



He nodded at their mother who was having a conversation with Tia that no one was paying attention to. She was smiling politely but you could still see the stress on her face. She was just too good of a person to take it out on Tia.



I didn’t know if I could be as poised as she was being about it.



“You’re right and I apologize. Just give him this for me.” His father handed over the small pink box that he was holding, and Brooklyn didn’t accept it, so I did.



“Thank you, and I will.”



“Tia, let’s go,” he announced, and she nodded, looking relieved but said goodbye to their mother and followed him to the door.



But what we didn’t expect was for their mother to hurry over to him, call his name, and slap the shit outta him before he was able to leave.



Brooklyn and Bronx both had their eyes on their father as if waiting for him to do something dumb, while Tia threw her hand over her mouth but didn’t say a word. He simply accepted it and left.



Everyone looked around not saying anything until their mother spoke.



“That child has enough to worry about dealing with your father. I understand that it was her choice but her choice is none of our business. Nor does it change the fact that she’s with your father and carrying your sister. As foolish as that is and as much as I’d like to be upset with her about that, I don’t have the right and neither do you. I need both of you to be okay with that. Now I know I’m not one to speak but I’ve made peace with it and I expect you to also. That’s your sister she’s carrying and if nothing else I need you to be the men I raised you to be and consider that. If I can you clearly you can too.”



“Ma your hand got to hurt like hell. You slap the fuck outta him.” Edge said breaking the awkward tension that was in the room.



She laughed and then walked away into the kitchen. We all just kinda looked at each other again but no one said anything. Like it or not Tia was going to be a part of our lives and we knew it.










Reason



“Did you see this?”



I asked holding up my phone to Bronx as we waited in the lobby to be seated at the pizza place where we were having dinner since I had been craving pizza for the past two days.



“I don’t want to see that shit and why the fuck do you keep looking at it?”



“I don’t but I was tagged in it.”



I shrugged and scrolled through the pictures. Ever since the Music Fest and the pictures of Bronx and I surfaced, I had over five hundred thousand followers on Instagram.



That was nothing compared to the two million he now had but I was constantly being tagged in things that involved him.



It was crazy how people wanted to know who I was just because I was connected to him. I was more than positive that they were disappointed when they did find out because I had nothing interesting going on in my life, but they still checked. And the worst part was that people were cruel.



They would make comments on pictures that I posted of me and Bronx stating that I was a home wrecker taking him from Harper even though it had been exposed that she was a fraud and that the two of them had never gotten back together.



Either way she had fans and people believed what they wanted to believe. The more drama connected to the story the more they loved it. That meant a lot of people hated me and loved her.



“Just ignore that shit. I’m tired of them tagging me in it but I cant do shit about that. If I didn’t use my accounts to promote my music, I’d shut that shit down.”



He scowled at me and I ignored him and kept going through the images of Harper that I was tagged in. The storyline this week was
 Did Bronx’s heartbreak send Harper spiraling out of control and push her over the edge
 .



Harper looked terrible. She had lost an insane amount of weight, and her face was all sunken in. She was obviously on some type of drugs, and it had gotten the best of her. The blogs said cocaine, and I for one believed it.



I smiled inside feeling like she got what she deserved. Karma had a way of paying debts better than any of us ever could.



Even though I was happy about how miserable her life currently was now, I did somewhat feel bad for the addiction that she was suffering from.



I just wanted the bitch to lose everything and suffer a little, not snort her life away as the blogs were stating exposing that she was doing.



“I do ignore it most of the time but this is insane she looks terrible.”



“Fuck her.” He grunted and then looked around. I knew that he was getting annoyed because we had been standing there for almost ten minutes and no one had come to seat us.



“Let’s go.” He finally said taking my hand and dragging me with him inside the restaurant.



“Wait, we have to wait to be seated.” I pleaded attempting to stop him, but he ignored me and moved to an empty booth.



“This shit is empty, we can sit here.” He announced and slid into it.



Not wanting to argue with his unstable ass, I slid in next to him just as what appeared to be the the hostess approached and frowned at us.



“Um, who seated you?” She asked.



“I seated us because your ass wasn’t doing your fucking job. I’ll take a beer and you can bring her water with no ice.” He paused and looked at me. “You want a Sprit too?”



I opened my moth to answer but spoke over me.



“Yeah bring her a Sprite I know she’ll drink that shit because she always does.”



“Sir, you can’t’ just—”



“Don’t even fix your face to tell me that I cant sit here. It’s plenty of empty tables in here so I don’t see the problem.”



She bit down on the inside of her mouth and looked around before she inhaled and spoke. “Someone will be by with your drinks in a minute.”



After she was gone, I rolled my eyes and peered at him. I was used to this because Bronx did what he wanted with no apologies, but it didn’t make it any less aggravating.



“What man?”



“You know what. You cant just do things like that.”



“Can and did. Blame yourself cause you wanted this shit.” He grinned and then kissed my cheek before placing his hand on my stomach.



“Your mama be tripping, baby girl. She wanted pizza and I’m getting her pizza now she’s mad about that shit.”



“Bronx, really?”



He bit down into his lip to hide the smile that was there, exposing the gold grill that he was wearing today.



“Yeah really and your welcome.”



There was no point in me trying to get him to see all the things wrong with what had just happened so I changed the subject.



“Have you talked to your dad since the shower?”



“Nah, he knows I’m pissed about that shit, so he’ll hide out until he thinks I’m over it.”



“Are you going to be over it?” I asked and waited.



“Over what? The fact that he got old girl pregnant or the fact that he showed up at my place throwing that shit in my OG’s face.”



“Both I guess.”



He didn’t get to answer because our server walked up.



“Here you go. Are you ready to order?” I’m Tawnie and I’ll be your server for the evening.”



She smiled at me and then smiled even harder at Bronx. I was used to it though so I didn’t react.



My man was sexy as fuck even at times like right now when he was looking like he wanted to murder the world.



“One extreme pizza, half cheese and half meat lovers.”



I glanced at him to see if he was okay with my choice and he nodded.



“No onions or no shit like that. It be fucking her stomach up and she’ll be up all night crying and shit.”



The server laughed and he grilled the fuck outta her. “Something funny?”



“No, not at all.” She stated getting it together. “Is that all?”



“Yes that’s all.” I stated and she nodded.



“Okay great. I’ll put your order in.” She said with a massive attitude but she hurried away knowing better than to take it there.



After she was gone, I stared at Bronx waiting because he never answered me.



“Well?”



I questioned when he choose to focus on his phone instead of finishing our conversation.



He exhaled and leaned back tossing his phone on the table.



“I’m over that shit honestly. I still don’t like that it pisses my mother off but its not my business. I’ll always protect her but she’s grown. That don’t mean I want him throwing that shit in my OG’s face though. That’s some weak, pussy type behavior and he knows it,”



“Yeah, I guess your right.”



Bronx finally smiled. “Fuck you mean you guess I’m right. I’m always right.”



I looked at him with raised brows and tilted my head slightly to the side. “Oh really and that’s why we’re having a girl, right.”



“He chuckled and waved me off. “That shit was out of my control but I’m right about everything else.”



“Yeah I bet.”



“Mommy, is daddy meeting us here? Can I have just cheese pizza? Oh and soda? Can I have a soda too, please?”



I smiled at the little voice and then turned in the direction it was coming from to see the face that belong to it. In mind mind this was going to be Bronx and I in a few years, out with our daughter.



The little girl sounded cute and sure enough she was. She was dressed in sea green from head to toe and sporting two huge curly afro puffs that sprouted from each side of her tiny head.



I smiled and waved at her before I continued on to the face of the woman that she was with and when our eyes met, my heart damn near stopped.



“Mom.” I said it so low that it barely came out. I wasn’t even sure if it actually did until I heard Bronx respond beside me.



“Damn can a nigga just have one fucking good day?” He groaned causing me eyes to peel away from her and land on him.



“Whats that supposed to mean?”



“It means that your little boyfriend here isn’t very happy to see me the same way that I’m not thrilled about seeing him.”



“Man fuck you and keep walking. Ain’t shit here for you.” Bronx demanded her delivering a hateful look.



“Wait, you know my mother and is that your daughter, and your son?” I asked him first and then looked right at her.



“Yes, he knows me. He threatened me to say way from you after he came looking for me.”



“You went looking for her?” I was already moving from the booth and he put his hand on my arm but I knocked it away and quickly stood.



“Yeah a did and I found her shady ass. Ask that bitch what she said when I did find her. She said fuck you and you don’t fit into her life. Why would you when she has them?”



Bronx waved his hand at the two kids that were with her. The little girl by her side and the baby she held in her arms.



“They’re yours?”



I said lowly and then got angry as reality set in. “These are your fucking kids. You left me and went and made a whole new family.” I felt myself moving her way. My voice had elevated a few octaves and the little girl sensed the tension and stepped behind my mother,
 our mother
 .”



“I did what was best for me and you. I explained that to him. I guess he didn’t tell you.”



“Why the fuck would I tell her that shit? What I look like telling her that your ass didn’t want her and didn’t give a fuck about her after whoever the fuck their father is decided that his wife couldn’t care for any children except the ones he put in her? Like I said, fuck you bitch.”



Bronx moved close to her so that he was in between the two of us and I looked in her eyes waiting. Was that really true? Did she really do that? When her eyes finally met mine I had my answer and it hurt. It really hurt!



I lifted my hand and it landed across her face. I slapped her so hard that my hand stung afterwards.



The little girl cried out yelling mama but I didn’t care. Had I not been pregnant I likely would have done more, but I wasn’t her and I cared about my daughter.



I stormed off and heard Bronx’s voice behind me. He wasn’t talking to me, but he was angry, I could hear it in his tone.



When he finally made it to his truck where I was waiting, he walked up to me and paused for a minute just staring at me like he didn’t know what to do.



“I didn’t want to tell you that shit. And maybe I should have but I didn’t want to. She ain’t shit, Reason. I swear on everything real, don’t let that bitch make you feel anything other than grateful that she’s not in your life.”



“Can you open the door please?”



Was all I said. I didn’t want to talk and he could sense it. Bronx simply hit the locks, waited for me to get in and then shut my door.



A few minutes later we were leaving the restaurant. This time I was leaving my mother instead of her leaving me.



***



Hours later, I woke up the the smell of weed. It was so thick that I would have sworn that it was in the room with me but when I peeled my eyes open, I was alone in Bronx’s bed where I had gone to sleep when we got back to his apartment hours ago.



He respected the fact that I didn’t want to discuss what had happened and when we got here, he left me alone. I went into his room and he went into his studio.



I felt bad, because I knew he kept it from me only because he didn’t want to hurt me but I still wasn’t sure why he even went looking for her in the first place. In all these years, I never did but mostly because I was afraid that she was dead.



She had to be in my mind, since she and my father never came back. Now knowing that she just didn’t want me and instead chose to start her life over with another man and basically replaced me creating another family I honestly would have felt better knowing that she was dead.



After heading straight to the bathroom to pee, I finished up, washed my face and hands before I brushed my teeth because my mouth felt dry after having been sleep for so long.



I then went to go find Bronx who was no longer in his studio but in the living room with a blunt in his hand and a bottle of Ciroc positioned between his legs. Half of it was gone.



“Hey.” I said as soon as I was in his line of sight.



“What’s up?”



He leaned forward and ashed the blunt before placing the bottle next to it on the table.



“You hungry? I got pizza for you. It’s not that greasy shit you like, but it was aight. I can heat it up for you if you want.”



His expression was neutral as he spoke but his eyes told his true feelings. He was worried about me and I appreciated that.



“In a minute.”



I sat down next to him and he lifted my leg and forced it across his, before he placed his hand on my stomach.



He kept his eyes there when he spoke.



I know you’re probably mad that I didn’t tell you about that shit but I wasn’t trying to hide anything from you. I just didn’t think it was worth you knowing.”



When he finished his explanation, he looked up at me and waited giving me a chance to speak.



“When did you meet her?”



“A little while before the Atlanta trip.”



“Did you find my father too?”



He gave me a strange look before he answered. “He died a few years ago.”



“Your father helped you find her?”



“Yeah.”



I sat there silently for a minute and then looked at him.



“Thank you for not telling me. I’m not mad about that. I mad because all these years, I thought horrible things happened to her because that was the only reason that made sense for her not to come back for me. Now I find out that she didn’t because she just didn’t give a fuck about me. I feel stupid.” I laughed a little and let my head rest on his shoulder.



Bronx lifted his arm and pulled me into his side.



“That isn’t on you. That’s on her. And fuck her, she doesn’t matter. You got me. Shit I’m all you need. I’m all anyone needs, real shit.”



He grinned and I laughed a little harder than I meant to but it felt good to smile.



“Word, you’re laughing at that shit? Fuck you too, then.” He said playfully before he grabbed my chin and kissed me.



“I’m sorry she’s a bitch and I’m sorry for not telling you but she ain’t relevant.”



“No, she’s not and you don’t have to be sorry.”



He grinned at me and it had my body tingling. “I’m not, I just said that shit. Well I mean I’m sorry for not telling you but I’m not apologizing for that bitch. Fuck her and she better be glad I’m not into other shit like I used to be or she’d come up missing. She still might or at least that nigga who she chose over you.”



He expression turned cold and I knew he was really considering it.



“Bronx, don’t and I mean it.”



“Aight, I wont.”



He was saying it but I really had no faith that he meant he would leave it alone.



“Let me feed my baby.I know she’s greedy as fuck like her mamma.” He said moving my leg so that he could stand.



“Shut up, I’m not greedy.”



He chuckled and walked off. Yeah aight. Tell that lie to a stranger. I know you.”



He said from behind me and I smiled.



No matter how horrible today had been, it didn’t matter anymore and Bronx made sure of that.



He was right about one thing even if he was being arrogant when he said it. He was all anyone needed, me included but I damn sure wasn’t about to share him with anyone other than our daughter, so the only
 anyone
 he could be everything to, was us.










Edge



“I’ll be there in a few hours. By eight at the latest.” I said to Reese before I placed the beer I was holding to my lips and turned it up.



“Brim, Torren and Bronx all looked at me and waited. They didn’t know it was Reese who called, so they figured I was up to no good. Given my history I couldn’t really blame them.



“If you’re not going to make it let me know. I just finished cooking and I want to wait for you to get here so that we can eat together.”



“Aight shorty, chill. I said I’ll be there, man. Stop stressing.”



“Okay, I’ll see you when you get here and after dinner we can create dessert,” she said in a low sweet tone making me smile and my dick jump a little.



“See there you go with that shit but I got you.” I said and then ended the call.



“That better have been Reese.”



Brim said as soon as I placed my phone on the table in front of me.



“Nigga it was, and mind your fucking business.”



I shot him a nasty look and he smirked before cutting the cards and passing them off to Bronx to deal.



“Whatever you do is my business. Reese is part of the crew and if you fuck her over you fuck up the flow of things and I’m not trying to deal with that.”



I chuckled at his answer. It was true. Over the past few months that Reese and I had been figuring things out since her pregnancy deal, she had been around me more which meant that she was around Teagan, Reason and Ayah.



They were close and spent time together, so what he said made sense.



“So what that means is your ass is scared of Teagan?”



“I ain’t scared of shit but happy wife means happy life and if you’re cheating on her girl, then she ain’t happy which means that my life ain’t happy.”



“I agree. Keep your dick in your pants if you ain’t putting that shit in your girl bruh.” Bronx added.



Torren just laughed and picked up his cards after Bronx dealt them.



“Last hand and then I’m heading home.”Bronx stated after lifting up his cards. “Besides I already took enough of this nigga’s money as it is.”



Bronx nodded at Torren who’s brows dipped in. “I told you I don’t know shit about poker. This ain’t my thing.”



“Nigga you better learn. How the fuck are you a real one and you cant play?”



“I’m real muthafucker I just got more important things to do than to play cards.”



“He’s just mad cause he lost three grand.”



“Hell yeah I’m mad about that shit, but that’s cool though.” Torren said.



Brim pushed five hundred to the center and then looked around. We all added our money and then he looked at me.



“So y’all good though? Seems like shit is working out for you?”



He asked looking at me for a brief moment and then focusing on his cards.



“Yeah I mean shit ain’t perfect but we’re good. I ain’t fucking other bitches so that’s a sign right there.



I shrugged and they all looked at me.



“What damn. Its true and you have to admit that if I’m only fucking with Reese then at least I’m trying.”



“The nigga has a point.” Bronx said.



“But is
 she
 only fucking with
 you
 ?”



Torren asked and we all looked at him. I wanted to punch his ass dead in the face for saying that shit but I couldn’t really be mad, even though I was. That shit was a gut punch.



“Aye it’s a legit question. Both of y’all were cheating and she admitted that to you. It won’t work if only you are doing the right thing. Trust me, been there done that so I’m only speaking from experience.”



“Ah shit that’s right. Your girl was on that shit too before she tried to pin our sister on you. How fucking weird would that have been?” Brim said and laughed.



“Shit it’s weird enough as it is but that shit really would have been even more fucked up if we found out after the fact.” Bronx said.



“Yeah well we didn’t and it ain’t mine so I’m Gucci.” Torren said.



“She ain’t cheating as far as I know. And we spend more time together so I guess I believe that.”



“Guess, muthafucker? You better know.” Bronx said and laughed. “If another nigga was in my shit, I would definitely know.



I looked at Brim and he was looking at me. Bronx caught on and laughed. Fuck both of y’all and she wasn’t worth investing the time so that bitch don’t count but let Reason open her legs for another muthafucker and trust me, I’ll know.



“Yeah I would too.” Brim said and Torren nodded to agree.



“Shit would just feel off.” He added.



“Well I don’t have that problem. Like I said, we’re good and I plan on staying that way.”



“You’re a better man than me. I don’t think I could do that shit.” Bronx said.



“Well life ain’t perfect and neither am I. I love her and we’re working that shit out that’s all I know.”



“Aye if you like it I love it. Its damn sure not my decision to make but, personally I think Reese deserves better. If she’s willing to take your ass back then aye, it is what it is.” Brim said and laughed.



“Fuck you and I call,” I said.



We finished our hand and Bronx ending up taking a total of eight grand from the three of us together, but it wasn’t like it was hurting our pockets so we were all cool about it. I was heading home to Reese to discuss a few things.



They all had me thinking and I needed to ask. Maybe I shouldn’t have but I needed to know for sure or at least hear her say it.



When I made it to the house, I found her in the living room curled up on the sofa with the remote in her hand.



The house smelled like food causing my stomach to grumble. I had been smoking and drinking and was hungry as fuck.



Reese smiled when she laid eyes on me so I kissed her cheek before I rounded the sofa and sat down next to her.



“I see you actually kept your word.” She said with a slight smile.



“I told you I’m working this thing out. I mean that. But let me ask you something.”



She frowned likely sensing my tension. I drug my hand across my hair, gripping the back of my neck and then looked at her.



“What? Just say it.”



“Are we really trying to fix this shit, like you ain’t been with no one else and you really want this to work?”



Her eyes were on me and her face got tight.



“Did you cheat on me? Have you been with someone else? I know I shouldn’t have trusted you.” She belted out and tried to stand to get away from me, but I caught her wrist to stop her.



“Man no, and calm down, damn.”



She paused and stared at me but sat down again.



“I haven’t been with anyone else. I meant what I said. I want this to work. I was just making sure that you feel the same. I hate to put my all in this shit and you’re not.”



“You know that I would have every right to BUT I’m not. I’m serious about making this work. I haven’t been with anyone else and don’t plan on it as long as you keep your promise.”



I felt relieved. Up until this point my damn chest was tight. I had done so much dirt that her fucking me over could have and should have been my karma but I really wanted this now.



I loved Reese and maybe I should have been a better man up until this point but I was doing that now and I was gonna keep my promise to never hurt her like that again and to be what she needed.



She was a good woman and most of what she did, I pushed her to it. I knew that and I owned that. I knew I was making excuses, but it was true. I could forgive her as long as she forgave me.



“Aight then. We’re good.”



I gripped the back of her neck and blessed her with a kiss. She smiled hard after I let her go.



“So can we eat now?”



“Yeah we can eat. Go fix my plate.” I teased and she sucked her teeth.



“No hell, I cooked. You go fix my plate.”



Reese was serious as fuck, so I nodded and got my ass up. “Aight you can get that but only because I want some pussy later.”



“Whatever. I can get that because I told you to do it. It doesn’t have anything to do with getting pussy and you know it.”



She said from behind me.



She was right though and I wasn’t about to debate that. At this point I was doing Whatever to keep her happy so if she asked, it was hers. That was my word!










Brim



“This shit is weird as fuck.” I said out loud as we exited the elevator onto the floor of the hospital that we were instructed to come to.



Bronx just grilled me hard as fuck but didn’t say anything. I hadn’t really expected him to, being that my statement was more rhetorical.



It had been a a little over a month since either of us had spoken to our father after Reason’s baby shower but we’d seen him all over the news in one of his notorious high profile cases.



We did know that he reached out to our mother and apologized for showing up with Tia without discussing it with either of us but other than that, all we knew before we retrieved the call to meet him here that he was living his life, while we were living ours.



Things were decent with us but we just choose to stay out of each other’s space to keep the peace.



“Don’t start no shit in here. I’m really not in the mood. Lets just see her and then head out.”



As we stood outside of Tia’s room, Bronx looked my way like he wanted to hit me.



“Why the fuck you telling me that like I’m the problem?”



I smirked and shrugged. “Because you usually are. Now don’t start no shit with him in here.”



“Fuck you.” Bronx grunted out just before I pushed knocked and pushed the door to go in.



Our father was inside by the bed holding our sister while Tia was in her bed watching him. They both seemed to be at ease and smiling about their new edition. I had to admit it made me smile too.



The shit looked strange as fuck but it still made me smile to see them like that.



“I’m glad you came.” Our father stated calmly as his eyes moved from me to my brother. His smile was gone and his expression was neutral.



“That’s our sister. I told you we’d come.” I said before I glanced at Bronx. He was so unpredictable that I never knew how he was going to react about shit.



“Congratulations.” He said but he had his stare focused on Tia. The fact that he even acknowledged her relaxed me a little.



“Thank you. Reason is soon too, right?”



“Yeah a few weeks but they said she’s ready now.” He chuckled and gripped the back of his neck. “Shit I’m not, but I guess I have to be.”



“Its not as bad as you think. Well not for you anyway. We do most of the work.” Tia explained as she tilted her head back a little to look up at our father.



“Thank goodness for that shit or I would guess the population would decrease, a lot.” I said causing a smile to spread across her face.



“You’re probably right.”



“You should hold her Bronx. Get some practice in.” Tia said and his entire face balled up.



“Nah, I’m good.” He said quick as hell and my father laughed.



“She’s little as hell.” I moved closer and peered down at her. She was bright as fuck but had a head full of hair. She didn’t really look like anything or anyone but she was cute.



“Here, hold her. Its your sister.” Our father moved closer and extended her a little towards me.



“Hell no, shes too little. I might drop her.” I frowned at him and then her.



“No you won’t just hold her Brim.” Tia said. I inhaled and released it slow while debating, but accepted her from our fathers arms into mine.



She squirmed a little but then looked up at me for a minute before she shut her eyes again.



“See, its not that bad.”



“Yeah but she’s still little as hell, to little for me to be handling.” I still had my eyes on her so I didn’t look at my father.



“You get used to it. I was the same way with the both of you, and now here she is.” He said sounding a bit amused which made me look at him. He had a big ass smile on his face which was something that I wasn’t used to.



“Here, let me have her.” He stated before carefully taking her from me and then moving to the bed were Tia was. He kissed our sisters face a few times and then handed her over to Tia.



“I’m going to step outside here for a minute and speak to them. I’ll be right back.” With his eyes on Tia and our sister first, his expression transition back to the one I was use to. It was unreadable.



She simply nodded and then he headed towards the door. Bronx gave me a look that basically said, that our father had batter not say anything dumb or it wasn’t going to go well. I more or less felt the same as we both left Tias room and moved down the hall a bit away from her door.



“Thank you for coming and for how you handled yourself in there. I appreciate it.” He began.



“Its not about you.” I said looking him right in his eyes.



He nodded and slipped his hand into the pockets of the joggers that he was wearing. It was rare that he ever dressed down so it looked odd to see him so casual.



“I understand that but it still means a lot to me, so I appreciate it. I also want to apologize for a lot of things that have happened over the past few months, this being one of them.”



“Ain’t shit to apologize for. Its your life so you do what the fuck you want.” Bronx said in an uncaring tone.



“As true as that is, I haven’t been making the most respectful decisions. I have apologized to your mother and I need to apologize to both of you also. I’m still me and I don’t feel it necessary to answer to anyone about the choices I make in my life—”



“Here we go with this shit. How the fuck is that an apology?” Bronx said cutting him off and our father quickly followed up speaking firmly and transitioned right back into Judge Harris.



“Let me finish son.” His eyes met with Bronx before he continued. “ I don’t feel it necessary to answer to anyone but I do owe you a certain amount of respect that I haven’t been giving. You’re both my sons but you’re also both men and I need to treat you that way. I admit that I haven’t always done that, so that’s what I’m apologizing for. Not for the choices that I’ve made about my life.”



His eyes darted between my brother and I but no one said a word for what felt like forever.



“Thank you.” I was the first to speak.



“You’re welcome.” He and and the two of us then looked at Bronx.



“The fuck you looking at me for?” He said and peered at both of us.



“Because I hope that you accept my apology and as men, we can have a better relationship. I’m willing to admit my role in the reason for us not but it wont matter if you don’t accept that.”



Bronx stood there for a minute and then nodded. “Our father smiled and reached out to hug my brother, who didn’t stop him so I assumed that meant shit was good with them. He hugged me next and that was that.



“So she’s really yours?” Bronx asked as we made our way down the hall again.



“Yes, I’m sure of it but I did a test as a formality. Given who I am, I have to be certain beyond a shadow of a doubt but she’s mine.” He smiled slightly and I chuckled.



“Aight then, I guess we got a sister. Your old ass has a daughter and a granddaughter months a part.”



“Not Exactly an ideal situation but I cant change it.” He said just before he pushed the door to enter. Our family was officially blended.



***



“How did it go, is she adorable?” Teagan said as soon as she got in the car after I pulled up where she was waiting on campus.



“She’s a baby and it was cool.”



“Cool?” Her brows dipped in as she peered at me. “That’s it?”



I chuckled at the irritated scowl that she was giving me. “Yeah cool, that’s it. We met our sister and our father apologized for being a dick. That was about it. I don’t know what you want me to tell you.”



I glanced at her and she looked confused.



“He apologized?”



“Yeah, he knew he had been showing his ass lately and doing dumb shit. Not really being a father like he should so he apologized for that.”



“So you guys are in a better place.”



“I guess you can say that. We’re good but we were good before. At the end of the day, he’s always gonna be our father an I love him. I just didn’t like a lot of things that he did. Some shit you just cant change so Bronx and I both didn’t really care about it.”



“At least he apologized, that has to count for something.” She said with her eyes on me.



“Yeah it does but like I said, I wasn’t sweating it and neither was Bronx so either way shit was Gucci.”



She stared at me for a little while longer as if trying to figure out what else to say about the situation but I didn’t want to focus on that, I had other plans that were far more important.



When she couldn’t think of anything else to say about it she just pulled her phone out of her purse and focused on it.



I was happy about that because it meant that she wouldn’t be asking me a million questions about where we were going.



That actually worked in my favor since she didn’t notice until I parked that we were at the facility where her mother lived.



“Why are we here? Is something wrong?”



She quickly got defensive but it was understandable. Although her mother had been trying really hard lately, she still occasionally had a few bad days.



I had seen her this morning after I left the hospital from meeting my sister, so I knew today was a good day. I needed that for what I had planned.



“Nothings wrong, just a surprise visit is all. You know she loves that.”



She relaxed a little and smiled. “Yes, she does. Thank you for thinking of her.”



Teagan reached for the door handle but I stopped her. “Hold up, I need to discuss something first.”



“Discuss what?”



My expression got serious which made hers mirror mine.



“I held my sister today. She was little as hell and I felt like I would crush her in my arms but I still held her and loved that shit. It was a weird feeling, but a good one.”



“Oooookay.” Teagan drug out.



“Stop looking like you’re about to die over there. You’re always thinking the worst.”



“I’m not thinking the worse, I just don’t know where this is going.”



I chuckled and drug my hand down my face. “When I held her all I could think about was me holding my own daughter. A daughter that looks just like you and will grow up to act just like you. I want that but—”



“But what? You don’t want it with me?”



“Relax man. Didn’t I just say a daughter that looks just like you. Yeah, I want that shit with you. In fact, I
 only
 want it with you, but I think we need to do this first.”



I grinned and leaned across to her side and popped open my glove compartment.



I removed the tiny leather box and held it out to her.



Her hands were shaking and she looked up at me like she couldn’t process. “Is this a, are you asking me to…”



She didn’t complete the sentence so I did it for her.



“Yes, I’m asking you to marry me.”



She smiled big and then flipped open the top and checked out the ring before her eyes were on me again.



“Wait, are you just asking me so that we can have a baby?”



“No, hell no. I want that but I’m asking you because I love your annoying ass and I want to make that shit permanent. I don’t have to marry you to get your ass pregnant. You already know that.”



I felt myself frowning at her and she laughed.



“Yes, I’ll marry you and I love you too,” she said lowly but I snatched the ring box and closed the top.



“Nah fuck that I changed my mind.”



Her face dropped and she yelled my name. “Brooklyn. Stop playing that’s not funny.”



I grinned and opened the ring box again.



“Yes hell it was, now give me your damn hand so I can put this shit on you.”



She held her hand out and I removed the ring and slipped it on her finger, just before she damn near jumped in my lap and smothered me with kisses.



“Aight chill with all that. We have something else to do first and then you can properly thank me.”



“What do we have to do.”



She frowned at me and I pointed to the building.



“We have to go tell your mother that you’re getting married. Now lets go so that we can make this quick. I’m trying to get some pussy from my fiancé.”



She rolled her eyes and reached for the door handle.



“I’m too happy to even let you ruin this moment.



I chuckled and we got out. I was officially engaged and happy as fuck about that.










Bronx



With my daughter propped up on my chest and my arm tucked under her, I kept my eyes on the TV but one way or another, they moved back to her.



She was so little and barely made a sound when I had her but any other time she was screaming her head off. That was part of the reason why I had been home for the past week since she was born.



The birth was complicated and scary as fuck and I never in my life wanted to go through that shit again, or so I thought but looking down at my daughter in moments like this I knew she couldn’t be the only one.



I wanted a son but even if God blessed me at some point with another daughter, I’d be cool with that too. She owned me, in just the short time that I had been able to experience her, she had me totally under her control.



“I’ll take her. I don’t want you holding her all the time. She already screams like a crazy person when you put her down. You’re making it worse.”



Reason reached for our daughter and I held my hand up.



“She’s good, leave her alone and you’re not supposed to be lifting anything anyway.” I frowned at the fact that she was even up and moving around.



“I can lift Kale. Just not heavy stuff.”



I looked down at our daughter’s fat face and grinned. “She’s heavy Reason. Her little chubby ass.”



Our daughter was born and nine pounds and ten ounces, which I didn’t know was considered large for a baby. Truthfully, I didn’t know anything about babies so it was all new to me. Even at nine pounds, in my opinion, she was still little as fuck but she did have fat ass cheeks.



“Well I can still lift her.”



Reason was stubborn as fuck and I wasn’t about to argue with her, nor was I about to hand over our daughter. To compromise, I just lifted Kale and placed her on the elephant printed blanket that was next to me.



She squirmed a little but didn’t wake up. All her little ass did was eat, sleep and shit. Reason rolled her damn eyes because I knew she wanted to put Kale in her crib but I liked having her near me.



“Come lay down with me. You’re not supposed to be up anyway. You might pop one of those tape things that they put on you after they took your staples out. Didn’t Dr. Karter tell you about moving around too much?”



“She said not to
 do
 too much but that I needed to move around. Just laying in bed all day will cause me to heal slower.” She fussed but made her way over to me.



She was in leggings and a t-shirt that belong to me but her stomach still poked out enough to see it. The rest of her body was pretty much the same, curvy and thick. She had gained a lot of weight while she was pregnant, but I was worried about that.



I was still in love with her and after that shit she went through bringing our daughter into the world, it was deeper now that it had ever been. Like I said the shit was scary as fuck and I wasn’t ready for it.



When Reason went into labor her contractions where strong as hell but she would dilate for shit. The doctors were concerned about that but tried to act like it wasn’t a big deal until it was.



When our daughter’s heart rate dropped and Reason damn near passed out, they had to do an emergency C-section but her contractions were so strong and fast that they struggled trying to give her an epidural so that they could.



It was pissing me off because they had nurses holding her down trying to keep her still so that they could get it done.



The only other option was to totally put her under but they were worried about that too and I wasn’t trying to have that.



It was all just wild as hell and I was cussing any and everybody out to the point where they tried to make me leave which damn sure wasn’t happening.



That was until my brother calmed me down and made me get my head right for my daughter and Reason.



All that’s over now, my daughter is here, Reason is good and I could take on the role of making sure things stayed that way.



“You in pain?” I asked after Reason snuggled under my arm on the opposite side from where our daughter was laying.



“A little bit but no more than usual.”



“You take those pills?” I frowned at her and she returned one. I knew the answer but asked anyway. All they did was make her sleep.



“No, they don’t really work. They just make me feel high.”



I grinned and kissed her neck. “Nah that ain’t high. I can get you high if you want. I might need to.”



“No, thank you. I’ll be fine.” She rolled her eyes and I chuckled.



“My mom wants to come tomorrow, you cool with that?”



I knew she really didn’t care, she loved my mom. So much so that she let her name our daughter Harlem.



We called her by her middle name Kale, but my mom was happy as hell to have been privileged enough to bless her with the name she suggested.



I hated it and I low key felt like Reason did too but she was too nice to ever say it. I of course let it be known that I didn’t like that shit but my mother didn’t give a fuck.



“Yes, that’s fine. Maybe she can convince you to stop holding her so much.”



“Nah, that’s dead. If I want to hold my lil shorty, I will and there ain’t shit you or my mom can do to change that.”



“You just remember that when you’re the only one who she wants to hold her. Its damn near like that now.”



“Don’t be mad because she loves me more than you.” I smirked and she rolled her eyes.



“She doesn’t she just plays you. She’ll lay down when I put her down. When you do, she screams her head off. Kale knows how to work you because she’s smart just like her mama.”



“Word, its like that. You trying to say you work me?”



“Maybe.”



Reason grinned but it was true. She knew all the right things to say and do to get her way. Our daughter was already following in her footsteps but I was cool with that.



They were the only two who could get that but they both dams sure could get anything they wanted from me. If it was in my power it was theirs. If it wasn’t in my power then I found a way to make it so that it was.



No, wasn’t an option when it came to them.



“What about your show tomorrow night. I hate that I have to miss it.” She pouted which was cute. She loved watching me perform more than I loved performing.



I had a feeling that part of that was when I did songs that mentioned her, and pointed her out in the crowd she loved the attention.



“I might not do it.”



“Bronx you have to and I’m sure your mother wont mind staying with me. Just tell her to come late, since she planned on coming tomorrow anyway.”



“That’s cool as long as she don’t bring her fuck ass boyfriend.” I mumbled.



“Bronx, that’s not fair. I like him and you said you did too.”



“He’s aight, but he be all over her and I’m not trying to see that shit.”



Reason grinned but I didn’t see shit funny about what I was saying.



“Just be glad that she happy and that he’s her age. It could be a repeat of your father.”



“Don’t say that shit. You’re about to make me cuss my father out just because you’re bringing that shit up. We’re good right now don’t fuck that up for him.” I frowned a little.



Our father was working things out with Tia and that was cool but it was still odd as fuck. At least the baby really was his, and Tia was aight. She tried to fit in when she was around but it was just weird. We were all nice to her though.



As for my mother, I liked her dude. He was good to her and made her happy, he just got on my and Brims nerves always kissing on her and shit. Didn’t nobody want to see all that.



“I just wish that I could go to your show. I know your
 fans
 are going to be in rare form. You would think that you having a kid would make them move on but it makes their thirsty asses try harder.” She fussed and I kissed her neck again.



“Man fuck them. My two women are right here and whether you’re there or not isn’t shit changing that.”



“You’re right because they don’t care about that they have no morals. It wont stop them from being disrespectful.”



I laughed and looked down at her. “True but neither will you being there. They don’t give a fuck about that. A thirsty bitch is a thirsty bitch. They have no standards or rules to that shit.”



“They need to. But what I know is they better stop commenting on my baby’s pictures with all that dumb shit.”



I chuckled thinking about the two pictures I had on my Instagram. One was of Reason holding Kale right after the doctors cleaned her up. Our daughter was wrapped up and you couldn’t see Kale. Reason cussed me the fuck out about how she looked, but I wasn’t taking that shit down.



I loved it. It was the first time she held our daughter and I didn’t care that she was all in her feelings about how she looked. I was proud as fuck and wanted the world to know.



The other one was of Reason asleep with Kale cradled on her chest. Reason was dressed had her hair done and shit but I blocked Kales face again because I didn’t want people seeing her like that. Reason was cool with that picture, until the comments started.



Females were disrespectful as fuck and I snapped back on a few but then left it alone. I knew I couldn’t change the fact that they acted that way.



“Stop worrying about that. I’m sexy as fuck and having Kale only enhances that.”



Reason punched me in my thigh and I laughed.



“Chill man before you pop that tape on you. That shit is true but none of that matters because I’m all yours. You know it and I know it, so don’t worry about the comments they make. Those bitches are just in their feelings knowing they’ll never have what you have.



She’s my everything, she completed the dream.



Blessed me with a daughter who’s princess to a King.



My Queen has my heart, that’s a guarantee,



Known as the Royal family,



We’re royal as fuck up in these streets.”



Reason smiled when I recited a few lyrics from the song I dropped the night that Kale was born. She was smiling her ass off every time she heard it and that had a nigga proud. That’s what it was all about.



“Well, you’re doing the show and Teagan’s going. She’ll pop a bitch in her face if she needs to.”



“See there you go with that shit. There’s no need for all that. I know how to handle myself and them, baby girl.”



“Yep, I’m sure you do, but she’s still going.”



I laughed but wasn’t about to debate it. It was a done deal, but it didn’t matter. I wasn’t checking for another female no matter what. This right here was it for me.



Kale and Reason were my world and I put that on my life that another female couldn’t fuck with that no matter how hard she tried or what she thought she could offer.



If it wasn’t Reason, it wasn’t shit. This was some forever type shit, and you could put that on everything!



 



The End!



 



Coming December 15, 2017


[image: ]




OEBPS/Image00003.jpg





OEBPS/Image00001.jpg





OEBPS/Image00000.jpg





