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Preface
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This book is dedicated to the lowlifes across the planet.

Yes, I said it—lowlifes.

But before you jump to conclusions about what you think I mean, pump your brakes.

Take a second.

Understand what I’m really saying before your assumptions get louder than the truth.

Lowlifes aren’t thugs. They’re not bums. They’re not the scum of the earth.

Lowlifes are people like me—the ones the world overlooks, steps on, lies about, and silences.

The ones whose real stories get erased by cowards with louder voices and prettier masks.

The ones who’ve had to swallow pain and stay quiet—just to survive, just to get by.

A lowlife isn’t someone who “ain’t about nothing.”

A lowlife is someone the world treats like they ain’t about nothing—

so the liars, the backstabbers, and the manipulators can keep playing victim and getting away with it.

Lowlifes are the ones who’ve been betrayed by people they trusted most,

then expected to shut up and “get over it,” like they never even mattered.

They’re the ones with voices drowned out by the very people who hurt them.

Mentioned only in gossip, forgotten when it counts, and forced to carry shit they didn’t deserve.

People who’ve had to eat their truth, bury their pain, and fight daily for the same damn respect

that everyone else gets handed without question.

So yeah—I’m repping for the lowlifes.

And if that word makes you uncomfortable, ask yourself why.

Because this book?

This one’s for us.

The overlooked.

The silenced.

The tired.

The rising.

The lowlifes—like me.
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Authors Note:
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To you bird-brained bitches who used to clown me for writing “novels” on Facebook—you're really gonna love this. Now you dumb neggas really got something to read.

And this ain’t no long-winded status update; this is a literary ass-whooping wrapped in paperback. Since none of you bitches were ever really about that life, never had the guts to face me head-on like you swore you would—consider this the ass-whooping you punk bitches ducked. Since I can’t drag any of you scary ass, police callin’ broads in real life like I should, like I’d love to, I’ll gladly settle for dragging your punk asses right here—page by page.

If a few paragraphs on Facebook had your synapses shorting out, this book is really gon have your head fucked up. But go ahead, give it a try. Sound out the big words. Flip the pages like you know what the fuck is going on. And when your head starts hurting from trying to comprehend what you’ll never understand—don’t say I didn’t warn you ignorant hoes.

You mutha fuckas gave me a story to write. Every betrayal, every lie, every backhanded move—you wrote the plotline for me. All I had to do was hold the pen.

So here it is. A book you helped create. I hope every page burns like a mutha fucka as you read it. If you thought my Facebook posts were too much, good fuckin’ luck with this!

Enjoy the read, bitches!

Ciao!
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CHAPTER 1 – 1997
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1997 was a pretty good year for me. I landed a really good job as a receptionist at an insurance brokerage in downtown San Francisco and was making pretty good money for someone my age. I was 19—fresh out of high school, making my own money, doing my own thing, and enjoying my newfound kind of freedom—feeling pretty damn good about my life.

Of course, at the time, I was still living with my mom, so my newfound freedom only went so far. There were still rules I had to follow—moms didn’t play that shit. But she was gradually loosening her parental grip little by little. Even though I disagreed with some limitations, I was still grateful for the independence I had.

Shortly after settling into my new job, which I held for almost four years, my dad helped me out in a way I’ll never forget. One Saturday afternoon, he took me to the Honda dealership in Daly City, where I not only left with my dream car—I left with my brand-new dream car. A 1997 Honda Accord Special Edition.

Talk about juiced—my ass was on cloud freaking nine! I wasn’t just excited because I was the extremely proud owner of a spanking-new dream car with only 20 miles on it—thanks to them having to retrieve it from another dealership. I was proud because my dad saw me as the responsible young adult I had become and felt comfortable enough to do this for me.

Of course, the monthly car note was mine. But given the money I was making at my job, the payments were barely a drop in the bucket. In other words, my car note was so comfortable that I could pay both my car note and insurance on a single paycheck and still have plenty left to handle my other bills. Which—honestly—weren’t much at all back then. On top of that, I still had enough left over to do what I wanted without even touching my next check.

Talk about doing business on easy street.

––––––––

[image: ]


I’ll never forget it.

––––––––
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It felt like it took years to finalize all the paperwork you have to sign when buying or leasing a car. All I wanted were the keys so I could drive off in my tight-ass whip and hit the road. It was torture for an overly excited 19-year-old.

––––––––
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Hours in the dealership. Signing paperwork. Then waiting another hour for them to go to Menlo Park to pick up my car and bring it back. But I kept my composure—waiting patiently, thanking my dad every time I looked at him, hugging him like a kid on Christmas morning who just got every toy on their list.
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I could see the pride in his eyes.

––––––––
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And I wasn’t about to let him—or myself—down.

I saw the salesman—who we had gotten pretty acquainted with after all the time spent together—driving into the parking lot. I was standing next to my dad, feeling like an overexcited puppy waiting at the door for its owner.

––––––––

[image: ]


I remember being so giddy—it was hilarious.

––––––––
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As the salesman slowly drove up toward us, I locked eyes on the shiny, glittery purple, four-door beauty and thought, That’s all mine! Then, as he got closer, I noticed something on top—and I damn near flipped when I saw it had a moon roof.

––––––––
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For me, having a brand-new ride with a moon roof was just the icing on the cake—with whipped cream and cherries on top. I had always loved cars with sunroofs, and now I had one of my very own!

––––––––
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I know the salesman saw the excitement all over my face—hell, Stevie Wonder or Ray Charles could have seen it. I was cheezin’ so hard.
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When he walked over and dropped the keys into my hand, I damn near exploded with joy—it was officially all mine!
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I turned and jumped straight into my dad’s arms—just like when I was a little girl. When he came home from work, I’d leap from the top of the stairs all the way to the bottom, right into his arms. That’s exactly how I felt in that moment—hugging him tight, thanking him over and over and over again.

He opened the door for me.

––––––––
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I got in.
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All grins—I’m talking ear to freaking ear grinning.

––––––––
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Starting up my car for the first time was a feeling I can’t even begin to explain, no matter how hard I tried.

––––––––
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He closed the door, looked at me with pride, and said:
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[image: ]


“I’m so proud and happy for you, baby.”
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Then, his face shifted. Serious. One eyebrow raised higher than the other.

––––––––
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“Juice, just be safe, baby... SEATBELT!”

––––––––
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That was his signature look—his way of letting me know he meant business. And I knew exactly what that meant.

A Side Note About “Juice”...

My dad has called me “Juice” since I was a little girl. He used to work nights, and whenever he got home, he’d always bring me something strawberry flavored—Nestlé Quik Strawberry milk or some kind of strawberry juice—because I loved anything strawberry.

––––––––
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At first, he called me “Strawberry Juice,” but over time, he shortened it to “Juice.” And that name has stuck with me ever since. Even to this day, whenever he calls, the first thing out of his mouth isn’t “Hello”—it’s:

––––––––
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“JUICE!”

––––––––
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And my response? It’s always been the same:
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“Hey Daddy!”

––––––––
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After slapping on my seatbelt, I couldn’t wait to finally pull off.

––––––––
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I thanked my dad several more times, told him I loved him a few more times, and finally waved bye-bye, still grinning from ear to ear.

––––––––
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As I pulled out of the dealership parking lot, everything became real.

––––––––
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I finally got my own whip!

No more getting cussed out by my mom for asking to use her car. No more coming back late and getting my ass chewed out, followed by her telling me not to ask for her keys no more.
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This one was mine. All mine.
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The dealership was less than ten minutes from my house, but it felt like I was never going to get there—I was so damn amped up!

––––––––
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Driving through the hood on my way home, I remembered the sun/moon roof.
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I reached up, hit the button, and as the roof slid open, a wave of fresh air rushed in.
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It felt so good.
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The sun was already out—it was one of those rare nice days that Lakeview only experienced a few times a year. But as the roof opened, it felt like the sun was shining down just a little brighter on me that day.
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The feeling was totally unexplainable.
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I noticed my cheeks starting to feel a little weird.

Then it hit me.

––––––––

[image: ]


They felt like that because my ass couldn’t stop smiling—smiling hard.

––––––––
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I didn’t care.

––––––––
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I was floating on cloud fucking nine—driving my brand-new whip home for the very first time.

––––––––

[image: ]


As I approached my street, I saw my mom sitting in the dining room at the table facing the outside window. I could hear her saying, “Awww shiiiiiit, the girl dun got her a new car!” She got up from her seat and headed to the window with a warm smile on her face. Thinking back to that day, I know she was smiling because she was so happy for me, but I’m sure some of that smile was a relief smile too. She was probably thinking, “Hallelujah! The girl got her own car, now I don’t have to worry about her asking for my keys anymore! Yes! Lmao!” It was probably a mix of happiness and relief at the same time.

Looking back, that feeling was shared by both of us.

––––––––
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I sat in front of the house, parked right in the middle of the street, not even thinking about the fact that I was blocking traffic from both directions. Someone eventually pulled up behind me and gave me a little reminder. So I pulled off, drove down to the end of the block, busted a U, came back up, and pulled into the driveway.

––––––––
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I sat there for a few minutes, just taking in the reality that this was really happening. I was sitting inside my own brand-new car—checking out all the bells and whistles, playing with the sunroof a little bit, and taking in a few extra deep breaths of that super awesome new car smell. I was completely lost in the moment—just feeling it.
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After a few more minutes, I hopped out, still smiling, and looked up at my mom in the window. She said, “Look at your girl, smiling like a damn Cheshire cat,” with a smile on her own face, too.
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After I got inside the house, I went straight to the dining room where my mother was standing with her arms open wide. She grabbed me and gave me the biggest, warmest hug, told me how happy she was for me, and how nice my new ride was.
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We both stood at the front window, looking out at the driveway in awe.
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For the next few hours, all I did was sit in that dining room window, staring down at my new car in a mix of happiness and disbelief—like a mother who had just given birth to her newborn child.

––––––––
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That was my newborn child, as far as I was concerned at that time.

––––––––
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I honestly didn’t see myself having any kind of car anytime soon—let alone a brand-new whip—but I did, it was sitting right outside in front of me, and I had the keys to it.

At that time, my cousin, best friend, and road dog—Breeze, aka Breez-Dizzle—was living with us. She was at work, and I couldn’t wait for her to get off, which wasn’t for a few more hours, so we could hit the streets. I was ready to bounce, but of course, I wasn’t going to make a move like that, not without my negga beside me. No way.
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Me and her did everything together. If you saw me, trust and believe—she was somewhere close. If not right beside me, or not far behind. And vice versa. I was like a kid waiting for Christmas morning, counting down until she got home from work.
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Finally, she arrived. Knowing what time she usually got home, I was already sitting outside my ride, tinkering with all the buttons, getting familiar with my new car. I saw her hit the corner, walking up the hill.
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Cell phones weren’t all that popular back then, because if they were, I would’ve definitely called her and told her she didn’t have to worry about catching the bus and walking home—because her dawg was coming to scoop her. But unfortunately, all we had were beepers back then. And even more unfortunately for us, I had one... but she didn’t. Which meant contacting her to let her know I was coming just wasn’t an option.
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Anyway, she came walking up toward the house, and I could see the super surprised look on her face when she noticed the car—and saw me sitting in it, smiling like I had just hit the lottery. Which, honestly, is exactly what it felt like at the time.
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She got up to the house & started smiling & was like, “Aw, negga... is this you?!”

––––––––
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All I could do was sit there grinning and shaking my head like a damn bobblehead doll. “Yeah!”
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We both sat there screaming like, “Aw shit, negga, it’s on!”
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[image: ]


And it was.

––––––––

[image: ]


I said, “Look, negga, I know you’re tired cause you fresh off work—but get your ass in the house and change your clothes, cause we the fuck out!”

I ain’t never seen that negga move so fast. She took off into the house, and I followed behind her what felt like a minute or two later. By the time I got upstairs to our room, that negga was already changed and ready to ride.
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I was still living in my mom’s house, and new car or not, there were still rules. Of course, I had to let my mom know we were about to leave. There was no way I was about to test the waters by just walking out the house without saying something. Me and the car would’ve been in trouble when I got back.
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Yeah, I had a brand-new whip—but I was not about to get bold with my mom behind it. That would’ve been an extremely stupid move. My mom didn’t play that shit. New car or not, you had to respect the rules. Because anybody who knew the wrath of that woman, knew damn well not to take that on.

––––––––
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No, thank you.

––––––––
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So after I let her know we were leaving, and what time we’d be back, I grabbed my keys. We hopped in the whip, got our music together, and we were the fuck out bumpin Bustah Rhymes Dangerous album.
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Back then, gas wasn’t nearly as expensive as it is today. We could get our joyride on with just $10—and we did. We threw $10 in the tank, and took off from San Francisco, riding the highway all the way down to San Jose for no reason at all. No destination. No plans. We just wanted to drive. We just wanted to be out there.
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And we made it there and back on that same $10—and still had a quarter tank left when we got home.

Unfortunately for me, just as my luck would have it, three weeks after I got that car, me and Breeze- Dizzle were getting ready to hit the road again—only God knows where we were going—we were just going to be out, and right as we were getting ready to leave, I couldn’t find my keys. I’ve always been notorious for losing my keys. The last place I remembered having them was in the living room, sitting on the couch in the window, staring out at my brand-new car, parked in the driveway.

As we were getting ready to leave and I was looking for my keys in the living room, digging through the couch cushions, I heard tires screeching. I remember saying to Breeze, “Let’s hurry up and get the fuck outta here before somebody fucks around & hits my—” and before I could even finish the mutha fuck’n sentence, a mini van came out of nowhere, jumped the curb, and smacked directly into the side of my brand-new fucking car.
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It swung my car at a 90-degree angle directly into the house blocking my gate, right where Breeze-Dizzle was standing at the gate on the porch waiting on me to come down. I’m just so thankful she was standing inside the gate instead of outside of it cuz that shit would have been ugly, horribly ugly. Now my car was sitting parallel with the house. Then it jumped the neighbor’s driveway and demolished their car too. And I stood there and watched the whole fucking thing happen right from the fuckin living room window.

You talk about devastated—total devastation. I couldn’t believe what the fuck I had just seen. All I saw was red. I was ready to fight. All I wanted to know was who the fuck was behind the wheel of the car that just hit my brand-new fucking car cuz I was on my way outside to fight whoever was behind the damn wheel. I was so heated and devastated.

––––––––
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Turned out it was a woman and her 94-year-old dad. She was the one driving, and supposedly her sandal got caught on the accelerator. She ended up pretty much totaling my brand-new fucking car right before my very fucking eyes.

The craziest part was, there was an old ass run down yellow bucket sitting right on the corner—right there. A bucket & some bushes. And this bitch somehow made it right between the bucket and the bushes, didn’t touch the bucket at all, and demolished my shit and my neighbor’s fucking car.
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Around that time, my future husband/father of my kids and I had started messing around again. We were seeing each other more often. We had known each other for several years—messed around here and there over time. We met when I was 13 years old, sitting on the stairs of a church during one of the summer work programs, and we stayed in touch throughout the years as friends. 

We were really good friends, that was really my negga, not my man, just my homeboy. Nothing sexual at that time—but that was my negga. It was always love. Always hugs. Always, “What’s up with my negga?” whenever we saw each other. Of course he would flirt, but I wasn’t trippin, I just thought it was hella cute.
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The sexual part didn’t come until several years later.
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[image: ]


We had ended up reconnecting almost about a year before I got the car, & before that we’d meet up whenever he was home from college or wherever he was at the time. We stayed in the same hood—just a few blocks from each other. And the sex, once we did venture into those waters, the sex was great. So it was always good whenever the opportunity presented itself. And trust—we always took advantage.

We’d been messing around pretty frequently a little while before my new car came into the picture. And once I got the car, it made linking up that much easier & happening that much more often, because it was more convenient.

––––––––
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Those first couple weeks after getting my car—it felt like we were at it constantly. I was down at that neggas house every other day, if not every single day after work.
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[image: ]


Because now, we didn’t have to worry about him walking me home up those steep-ass hills after our little rendezvous so we were I guess you could say starting to get more ‘involved’, seeing each other a little bit more often, for a little while longer. Spending more time together. Having a ball, having a blast each & every time.

My parents didn’t like me being down at Vegas’s house. Because at that time, the house he lived in on Bright Street was kind of like the Menace II Society house of Lakeview. There was always a gang of neggas there—dope selling, crack smoking, and whatever the fuck else might’ve been going on in that house. So my parents would always give me shit about being over there.

But I was 19 years old, going on 20 & I didn’t care. But I also didn’t like all the heat I was catching from them because of it. Nevertheless, it didn’t stop me from doing my thing.

––––––––
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The more we kicked it, and the more time we spent together, I guess the more attached Vegas was starting to get. Now don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed the time we spent together too. The sex was off the fucking chain. But I wasn’t getting attached to him in a way where I wanted to be in a relationship. As much as I loved spending time with him, I wasn’t trying to get into any type of relationship-type situation with the negga, mainly because—as good as he was in bed & as much of a kind, affectionate sweetheart as he was, especially with that super dark chocolate ass skin, that sexy ass bald head & his infectious smile & charisma—I also knew exactly what he was about. This negga had bitches, on top of bitches, on top of bitches. That’s what he was known for by everybody who knew him. So even though we were having a good time, the last thing I was thinking about was actually trying to be locked down by somebody who clearly wasn’t the type to be locked down—or worth being locked down by.

But I guess the more time we spent together, the more attached he was starting to become. And he started bringing up more and more the subject about us starting a relationship.

Now here’s the thing: anybody who knows Vegas Johnson knows that Vegas Johnson is—and always has been, and always will be—a ladies’ man. He’s got that kind of charm. He was a sweetheart of a guy. Just as nice as he could be, with that sexy bald head and that dark chocolate skin. And being as nice as he was, it wasn’t hard to understand why girls would just, you know, flock to him. I mean, he probably had been with every bitch on this side of America.
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[image: ]


But it didn’t matter because he wasn’t my man. And I wasn’t worried about who he was with when he wasn’t with me. All that mattered to me was the great time we had together- whenever we got together. 
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I wasn’t worried about who he was with, period. Because when we did our thing, that was the only thing that mattered, us, in that moment in time. That’s it. I only cared about when we were together. What he did outside, when I wasn’t around, didn’t make no difference to me. It wasn’t my business & what I did when we weren’t together wasn’t his business. That’s how I saw it. Keep it simple. 

And I respected that. And I figured he would too—but it didn’t quite go that way – for some strange reason or another.

We’d be laying in the bed, talking, pillow-talking, cupcak’n,  so a lot of times when he started talking about a relationship, I figured it was just sex talk—or, you know, how people talk when they’re in the moment. But after a while, he started bringing it up randomly. And more frequently.
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And every time, I’d be like, why would you want to start a relationship and complicate things? He didn’t think it would complicate things at all, but I knew it would. Because, one—we both know how you get down. And two—it would just complicate shit. Right now, I’m not worried about who else you fuckin’ with. When we are together, that’s all that matters, whoever else you messin with, that’s your business & same goes for me. That negga was not tryna hear that shit. He’d sit up in bed & be like, so you’re messing with other neggas? & Id be like I’m not finna even answer that damn question – because it’s irrelevant. What matters is that me and you are right here, right now. And that’s all that fucking matters.
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The look he’d have on his face would be total fucking disgust and disappointment. But it’s not like I was trying to be mean. I was literally trying to keep it cool between us—trying to keep things where me and him could always stay solid. Because regardless of how we feel about each other today, back in the day, that was my negga – with benefits.

––––––––
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And honestly? I almost feel like... I wish I had never given in to that negga as far as getting into a real relationship went anyway. Because I feel like I really lost a good friend. We used to be tight. Really tight. 
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On another note... I don’t regret going down that road with him. Not at all.
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Why?

––––––––
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Because out of that whole crazy, twisted, beautiful ordeal, I got the three best, most incredible blessings life could ever give me—Ahmon, Anaya, and Ahmir.
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[image: ]


They are the reason I could never, ever regret being with him the way that I was. No matter what came with it. No matter how messy, painful, or confusing it got... they made it all worth it.
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Outside of those three souls, the rest of that shit? It could go to hell. But without those three, I’m nothing. Absolutely nothing.
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That’s one thing I can honestly thank him for. Because once we got together, yeah—I fell in love. But it wasn’t until I found out I was pregnant—both times—and gave birth, held them in my arms, looked into those tiny, perfect eyes... that’s when I truly understood what it meant to feel a love that deep. That real. That eternal.

But on a realer note... I do wish we had just stayed bed buddies. No titles. No pressure. No expectations. Just us, vibin’, the way we always did cuz it was fuckin’ great.
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We could’ve still had kids—still created the most beautiful little souls this world has ever seen. But maybe... just maybe... we’d still be friends today. If I had just stood my fuckin’ ground and kept us in that homie-lover-friend lane where we should’ve stayed, maybe we wouldn’t be here now—on opposite sides of all this damage.
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Because it’s rare—hella rare—to meet someone and be able to say, that’s my negga. And he really was. My negga. With benefits.

––––––––
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That was the one thing we had that actually worked. That connection. That chemistry. That bond. And yeah, that was a plus.
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But outside of my three babies—my greatest gifts—everything else turned into one big-ass minus. A total fuckin’ waste.

But I also blame myself, cuz the signs were there but I let this negga convince me, even though I fuckin knew better. Because I told that negga from the beginning: If the relationship don’t work out, we lose both. We lose the friendship and the relationship - & here we are today. 

––––––––
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Anyway back to the story, I kept trying to explain to him that if we got into a relationship, then all the questions would start, cuz what woman wouldn’t question her man who has as many frequent female friends as he did? I told him, right now, who else may or may not be in the other persons life is some shit that neither of us should be worried about – at least I wasn’t, but if he was my man, shit would definitely start to get complicated. I also told him, that he knew he wasn’t gonna change who the fuck he was & how he ‘gets down’—because, a leopard never loses his spots. So why would you want to risk us starting a relationship when we’re such good friends now? 

But this negga was not trying to hear it. He seriously wasn’t having it. And after a while, he seemed to get kinda frustrated at me about it because I wouldn’t take him serious. And I’d be like, Bruh, you know what you’re doing, and every time I said that, he’d play dumb—like he had no idea what I was talking about. I’d be like, why would you even want to be with just me when you know damn well you’re messing with other girls? And every time, he’d look me dead in my eyes, swear to God, and tell me I was the only one.

––––––––
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“You’re the only girl I’m messing with,” he’d say, grabbing my hands like we were in some dramatic-ass movie. Real emotional with it too, like he actually meant that shit. He’d stare deep into my eyes with the most serious look on his face and say, “I promise you—I was messing with other girls, but once me and you started getting closer, I let them all go.”
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And every time he said it, I’d just sit there, chuckling to myself a little, like yeah, right. Ok negga. Sometimes I’d try to change the subject, but he’d always circle right back to it—then look at me like I was trippin’, because I wasn’t taking him seriously. And honestly? I wasn’t. I already knew what time it was with him. I knew the game he was playing but I wasn’t interested in playin his game, not that one anyway. I was more interested in the other games, the one we played together, in between the sheets for hours on end. That was the only kinda game I was interested in playin, cuz we played that game well, damn well. And I wanted to keep it that way. But it became real clear to me that this negga really thought he was being convincing—like deadass believed he was slick—when he was sitting there telling me he wasn’t messing with nobody else but me.
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Truth was, I was really enjoying the time we spent together—without all that extra talk about relationships and shit. That’s what made it good. That’s what made it simple. That’s how I wanted to keep it. But this negga kept on tryna ‘rock the boat’ when all he really needed to keep doin was rocking my world. 

That’s one thing about him—he’s always been a mutha fuck’n liar. And a damn convincing one too... if you don’t know no better. But I did.
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Still, he was sweet. So fuckin’ sweet. Sweet like sugar laced with poison. Affectionate as hell, too—like the type to rub your back while whispering bullshit in your ear. And let’s not even talk about that beast he became in the bedroom. That hurricane tongue? Baby... category five. Destructive. In the best way.
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And the man loved to cuddle. Loved to trace his fingers along my spine like it was his favorite bedtime story. He knew my g-spots like he wrote the damn blueprint. Matter fact, he’s the one who discovered‘em. And once he did? He went for the kill every time.
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He was romantic as fuck, too. Had the whole room set up just right—candles, snacks, music playlists curated like he was tryna win a damn Grammy for Best Bedroom Soundtrack. I’m tellin you, this negga knew exactly what he was doing.
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He had that physical essence—that dangerously addictive kind—that a girl could easily get lost in if she wasn’t careful. He had the kind of charm that’d melt your panties off before you even realized they were sliding down. Had a way of sweeping your ass off your feet without warning. And the kicker? He liked to do all the things I liked to do.
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We just vibed. Gelled. Clicked. Too well.. 

But it just got a little weird when he kept bringing up more and more about us being in a relationship. I didn’t want to be in a relationship. I liked things the way they were. Not having to ask no questions, not wondering about “Who is this girl?” or “Who is that dude?” or “Where you been?” All them extra questions neither of us needed to know. When we were together nothin’ else mattered. That’s the way I wanted to keep it, easy.

Why did we need to incorporate a relationship into our situation? We were & already had been smooth sailing for so long. A relationship,  that confuses things. That makes shit harder than it needs to be.

Vegas always thought he could lie his way through any situation, even when the truth was standing right in his mutha fuck’n face. Still too dumb to realize everybody else could see it — everybody but him.

I remember when he first started talking about how much he wanted to be with me. And I told him straight up: You got other chicks you messin’ with. Why the hell would you want to be in a relationship with me? I said, Right now, I don’t care who else you’re messin’ with — that’s none of my business. But if you end up in a relationship with me? Then that shit’s gonna be a fuckin’ problem.

But he swore to God he wasn’t messin’ with nobody else.

The funny part? One of the other chicks he was messin’ with — I knew her. We went to high school together. She also worked at the day care right around the corner from his house, sometimes I’d see her during the day, walking in the direction of his house, and I’d just figure, oh, maybe she’s headed to the store or something. I didn’t think too much of it. Wasn’t even trippin’.
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It wasn’t until I started seeing her car parked outside his house at night that shit started clicking. That’s when I started putting two and two together.
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Even then, I wasn’t pressed. I was like, hell, he’s not my man—so why should I care if somebody else is heading over there? That’s what he does. That’s always been what he does.

His house was right down the street from mine so anytime I'd go to the store I’d pass his house going & coming & I’d see her car parked in his driveway from time to time when I drove by. A little burgundy Toyota Tercel. Not hard to miss, especially when you’ve actually been in it at time or two before. 

So after weeks — maybe months — of him trying to convince me that it was just me, that he wasn’t dealin’ with nobody else, I finally hit him with it. I said, so you swear you’re not messin’ with anyone else except me? He looked at me with the most serious, heartfelt expression on his face—like this was some pivotal scene in a dramatic-ass love story. He reached for my hand, held it tight, and locked eyes with me like his life depended on it.
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Then, in the softest, most convincing voice he could muster, he said, “No, Misha... I’m not messing with anybody but you. All I want is you.”

But I knew better. And I damn sure wasn’t buying it.
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But I wasn’t about to burst his little bubble—not yet. At that point, I was more like, you know what? Let’s just see how far this neggas really willing to take this bullshit-ass, mutha fuck’n lie.
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Like, for real—did he think I was blind? Deaf? Stupid?
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He had to know I knew. Like, come on, negga Her car be parked in your driveway at night. And we live too damn close for you to be playing this dumb. I pass your house all the time—on the way to the store, back from the store, whatever. You think I don’t see?
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I was sitting there thinking, there’s no way this man is this fuckin’ stupid. Sweet as pie? Sure. Affectionate, charming, tender? Absolutely. But at that moment, I couldn’t tell if bruh was actually trying to be slick... or if he really was just that damn dumb.
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And if he wasn’t that stupid, then the only other option was that he thought I was. Which, at that point, meant he really had lost his mutha fuck’n mind.
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So I sat back and thought to myself, okay. This is how dude  wanna play the game? Bet. Im'ma let him play it then. Let’s see just how far he’s willing to run with this dumbass lie, cuz in that moment? He seemed to really think he was selling it & must’ve also figured that I was ‘buyin it’... but  I put the ‘rope’ out there—real casual—just to see how much of it he was gonna stretch... and how far he’d go to hang his damn self with it.
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And he kept going. On and on, like he was auditioning for an award. That right there? That was my first real glimpse into just how deep this neggas acting skills ran. Because let me tell you—this man had tears in his eyes. Actual tears, rolling down his face, holding my hand like we was in the middle of some dramatic-ass love scene.
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Talking about how much he wanted to be with me. How much he cared about me. How he was falling for me. How he felt me.
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Now that part? I believed that. I believed he was feeling me—because I was feeling him too. But not like that. Not relationship deep. I wasn’t tryna walk down that path. Not then.
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But the dramatics? Off. The. Charts.
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If I had been thinking straight, I would’ve packed that negga up and drove his ass straight to Hollywood myself. Like, “Sir, let me be your agent, because you got a damn gift.” Straight talent. This negga could act his ass off.
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I sat there, watching him... watching the way he looked at me. That face wasn’t just serious—it was loaded. Full of emotion. Full of sincerity. He meant every damn word he was saying... even though I knew it was all lies.
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And I didn’t say a word. I just sat back, kept quiet... and watched the show.
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And let me tell you—
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It was one hell of a fuckin’ show.
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After a few more minutes of the theatrics—him laying it on thick, eyes glossy, trying his damn hardest to convince me he wasn’t messing with anybody but me—I just sat there. Watching. Absorbing. Doing my best to keep a straight face.
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Because deep down? I wanted to burst out laughing right in neggas face. But I didn’t.
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That was still my negga. And I wasn’t tryna hurt him like that. Not intentionally. But at the same time, I was sitting there like, what is this man really trying to pull on me right now? What kind of spell was he tryna cast?
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Either way, I let him finish his little scene. Gave him his moment. And then—real calm, real smooth—I just looked at him and said:
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“Okay. So you’re not messing with anybody else, right? Cool. Who’s the girl in the burgundy Tercel?

—the one whose car be parked in your driveway at night? Right in front of your house?”

It was almost like a movie director popped outta nowhere and yelled, “CUT!”—’cause all of a sudden, the theatrics just stopped. Like that—scene over.
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It was like he snapped right outta character and landed his ass back in reality.
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He sat there with this confused-ass look on his face—like he was really tryna think about who I could possibly be talkin’ about.
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But deep down? He knew exactly who the fuck I was talkin’ about.
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He just needed time... time to come up with a fuckin’ lie.

And then he hit me with:
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Oh nah, you confused. That’s not nobody that be there for me. That’s Keith’s girl, she drives the red Tercel. I just paused & looked at him for a moment to give his ass a minute or two to think about what he just said, thinkin to myself I know this negga understands English & very fuckin well so I’m pretty fuckin sure he heard me when I said the burgundy Tercel & I’m sure he’s aware that I know colors  & the negga ain’t deaf either so I’m quite certain he heard me when I said BURGUNDY cuz I sure as fuck didn’t say shit about red. 
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He was actually right about the red Tercel, that was In fact Keith’s girls car. She drove the red one with two doors, however the one I was talkin about was the burgundy one, with 4 doors. I knew who drove that one too, quite well. I’ve even rode in it before a couple times, getting a ride from school to Bart. Her name was Nikki. We went to high school together. Of course I didn’t let him know that right away I was curious to see how much of the rope he was going to pull out to hang himself with it & the negga pulled quite a bit of it. He was so damn adamant about  convincing me that there was only one chicks car that be at his house at night & that it belonged to his brothers girl, even though there were clearly two cars that would be there & usually parked side by side, right on his front lawn. 

Keith. His little brother. That was the lie he came up with.
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That’s not my girls car that’s Keith’s girls car.

I looked at this negga, thinking to myself, I know this mutha fucka can’t possibly think I’m stupid. I don’t know what type of mutha fuckas this negga was used to, what kind of broads he’d been fucking with, but clearly they were falling for this type of bullshit so I guess he figured it would work on me too. Wrong. Wrong!
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I just looked at him. But I still sat back, thinking, let me see how far this neggas really finna take this shit.
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So I said, “No. Keith’s girl drives the two-door red one, true.”
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And he jumped on that quick. “Yeah, you’re right, that’s Keith’s girl’s car—the red one, the two-door.”
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And I hit him right back with, “Exactly. That’s the red two-door. But the girl that be down here for you? She drives the burgundy four-door. There’s a difference. We talkin’ about two different cars here.”
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But this negga stayed trying to convince me—no, really trying to convince me—that it was only one car.
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Now, I could’ve maybe seen it if he said, “Oh, that other car? That was here for somebody else.” Cool, whatever. But nah. This fool was trying to tell me there wasn’t two cars – at all. Period. That there was only one.
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Like... what are you saying about my intelligence?

––––––––

[image: ]


You really think that kind of weak-ass shit is gonna work on me? You really think I can’t tell the difference between burgundy and red? Between a two-door and a fuckin’ four-door?
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This negga was really puttin’ it on thick.
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And just like clockwork, the actor came right back out. Cue the scene.
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“I swear to God—it’s not nobody else’s car down here. You be trippin’. You might have it mixed up.”
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Mixed up. That was his signature line. That was always his shit. “You might’ve THOUGHT you saw two different cars... but there’s really only one car down here. And that’s Keith’s girl’s car.”
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And I just sat there... shaking my head, holding the steering wheel. We were sitting in my car while all this was going down, and I was just thinking to myself...
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This negga is really fuckin’ serious.

So after I took all I could fucking take, I finally had to break it down to him. I was like, “Look, negga. That’s Nikki’s car. Nikki Sanders.”

C

And when I said that shit? Man... you would’ve thought I was mutha fuck’n Medusa, cuz that negga damn near turned to stone – just sat there in my passenger seat, lookin at me – frozen.
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I swear to goodness, froze. Like “Oh, shit” was written all over his face. He didn’t even know what to say. I’m sitting there smiling at him, thinking, I can’t believe you really thought... wow. You really thought you had this in the bag.
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Then I held up my hand. Because at the time, I was still wearing my class ring. The same class ring she was wearing on her finger too.
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But I guess when a negga chasing pussy, he don’t think about little stuff like that.
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I held that ring up and showed it to him. And he just stared, like, “What?”
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I said, “You didn’t notice we wear the same mutha fuck’n class ring? We went to the same high school, she graduated a year before me.”
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He was stuck. Just froze. You could see the wheels turning in the back of his head like, “How the fuck am I gonna lie my way outta this one?”
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But honestly? It wasn’t even a big deal to me.
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I was sitting there like, “See? If we were in a real relationship, we’d be having serious problems right now. Cuz you just lied your mutha fuck’n ass off.”
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But that’s the beauty of it. That’s the gift I was trying to give this negga.
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The freedom of not being in a relationship & being able to ‘move freely’ but for some strange reason or another, he seemed to prefer to take the hard road for reasons I couldn’t understand.
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I’d been knew he was fucking with Nikki—ever since I first saw her car parked over there. It was never a secret to me. But what he didn’t realize was... I didn’t care. That was the gift.
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I was like, “It really don’t matter, negga. Cuz we not together.”
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But if we were? Just imagine the drama that would be poppin’ off right now.
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See what I just did? I did both of us a favor.
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And this negga? You could see the wheels still spinning—he didn’t know what the fuck to say. He was still stuck on the fact that I even knew the girl’s name. That I said it out loud.
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And I was like, “If we were in a relationship? Shit, I could really be cutting up right now. But I’m not. Cuz I figured... it’s whatever.”
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But negga, you really tried to pull some bullshit. And for what?
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Our friendship... the relationship we did have... the way I felt?
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This negga should be THANKING my ass.

After that conversation, he didn’t really bring up much about being in a real relationship for a while. Until one day... he came to me with this whole apology. Said he had stopped messing with Nikki. Told her they were cool and all, but now? Now he wanted to be with just me.
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I still wasn’t buying that shit, but I was like, “Yeah, okay. Whatever, negga.”
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And then—just like a dumb-ass—I ended up giving in later on down the line and letting him talk me into starting a real relationship. Boy... was that a stupid-ass mutha fuck’n move.
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We hadn’t even made it a full 24 hours into “official” status before some more shit popped out the damn box and put his ass on blast.
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I had spent the night with him the night before, and the next morning, we were getting ready to leave. Now here’s the kicker: because my parents didn’t like me being down at that neggas house and were giving me hell about it, I used to sneak over there. And when I did? I’d hide my car and park it somewhere else—not in front of his house—so my parents wouldn’t know I was down there because they’d always make it a point to drive up his street on the way to the house, mainly to see if my car was there – so I was callin myself tryna be a lil ‘slick’ – which I’m sure I wasn’t. Even though they probably didn’t see my car at his house I’m sure being parents who already know the deal, probably knew my car was somewhere in the vicinity & that I was at that neggas house. That’s just how parents work, rite? Lol.
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Well, that ended up backfiring...on his ass.
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So we’re getting ready to head out. His room was in the back of the house, and as we’re walking through the house toward the front door, I open it—and standing right there on the porch is this little boy named London. Cute kid. Probably around 12 or 13 at the time.
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And London? London looked at me like he’d just seen a ghost. Like he was straight-up petrified. I’m like, “Hey, London. How you doing?” And he just stood there, frozen, looking at me or trying to look past me to get Vegas’ attention somehow.
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Meanwhile, Vegas was a few feet behind me, still walking up. Now here’s the thing—London knew I was at Vegas’ house. But what was happening outside? Was that Nikki had just pulled up.
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So as Vegas walked up behind me, London was looking at him like, “Bruh... she’s outside. This finna be bad.” But he couldn’t say it out loud, ’cause we were right there at the damn door.
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And right then—boom—Nikki walks right the fuck in.
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And we all just stood there. Literally. Eyes bouncing off each other like a standoff.
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She looked at me: “What’s up, Mish?”
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I said, “What’s up, Nikki?”
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And then we both turned and looked dead at Vegas like, well ain’t this a bitch.
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And she goes, “You full of shit. Give me my shit.”
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So we all walk right back to his room. This negga goes into his closet—way in the back—and pulls out her overnight bag.
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She snatched her shit out his hand rolled her eyes, shook her head and said, “Fuck you Vegas” and walked the hell out & I’m guessing it was because he was probably feeding her the same bullshit he was feeding me because I’m pretty sure as much as I was over there & being from around the hood too, she’d probably seen my car down there parked on his driveway a few nights. I’m not sure if she knew it was my car cuz she’d never seen me in it cuz I’d just got it but I’m sure she knew whosevers car it was, was there to see him.

And now I’m standing there looking at this negga – not even 24 hours into this new found mistake of a fuckin relationship, like, you are so fuckin’ full of shit but also realizing that the shit he’d just done I made myself available for him to do it to so I couldn’t be mad at just him, not without being mad at myself too . And the cold part? He knew exactly what I was thinking—just by the look on my face. I could see it. He was just about to open his fuckin’ mouth, probably to drop some more bullshit, and I could already see the tears welling up in this neggas eyes.
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And before he even got the chance to say a damn thing, I hit him with it:
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“Vegas. Bruh. Just... shut the fuck up. I’m done.”
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I grabbed my shit, canceled the plans we were literally about to walk out the door for, and went right back up to my damn house.

––––––––

[image: ]


That’s the kind of bullshit this negga is about.
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But real talk? I blame myself too. Because I already knew what the temperature was outside—and I still didn’t dress accordingly.
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And then what did I do? I turned around and married this mutha fucka. Had three kids with him. So should I really have been surprised at the type of negga he turned out to be?
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But I guess... because he was so sweet, so kind, so damn nice—it made it harder to say no to him. He knew how to pull you in.
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But wow. Just... fucking wow.
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Some things never change. Like I said—a leopard never loses his mutha fuck’n spots. Ever.
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All it does... is get older.
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And that’s all this mutha fucka did. Got older. Same shit, different mutha fuck’n day.
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Only difference now? He got him a bitch that don’t even mind.
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He finally got himself a good one—one of them types. A bitch who just wants him to come home. That’s it. Just come home, lay the dick down, and she good. That’s it. That’s the bare minimum she need.
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And truth be told? That’s the kind of bitch he’s always needed in his life.
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’Cause he don’t need no strong-ass woman. No woman that’s about her shit. No woman who’s gonna stand up and say, “Negga, your shit is outta pocket.”
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Nah. He needed a sponge. Somebody he can run game on. Somebody who gon’ let him do what the fuck he wanna do, when he wanna do it, how he wanna do it & still let him get the pussy whenever he wants it. He’s definitely found his perfect match with Mrs. Sponge-broad Scary Pants!
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That’s how this negga gets down.
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CHAPTER 2 – AWKWARD ADJUSTMENTS
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When Vegas and I broke up, I was really done. I didn’t care who he ended up with—I genuinely didn’t give a damn. All I wanted was for him to move on and find someone else so he could get the hell out of my hair. I was at the point of no return. I was fuck’n done.

Things had been rocky leading up to us splitting up & even more turbulent after we split but he'd still managed to ask, still tried to make time to talk to me, begging me to get back together – give it one more try. Every conversation somehow circled back to exactly that. And every time, my answer was the same: That’s not happenin’.

It was sad, though. Of course it was. I was sad. It’s hard breaking  up a family, especially when kids are involved & very young kids at that. But I had reached my limit. I’d had enough of the bullshit-ass lies—like the time I found a picture in his phone when we were living in Pacifica. A picture of his hard ass dick. And when I asked the ignorant mutha fucka about it, he had the audacity to tell me it was for a goddamn Comcast contest he’d entered. 

Yeah... a contest. For Comcast.

As in—the mutha fuck’n cable company.

Apparently, somewhere along the way & unbeknownst to me, Comcast decided to expand its services from internet and TV bundles to... dick pic submissions.

And let’s not forget the caption under the photo:

“Can you work with that? I bet you could work with it.”

This was around the time AMG and DJ Quik dropped that hit—“Can You Work With That?”

So naturally, I assumed the caption under the picture of his rock-hard dick was supposed to be read to the tune of the damn song.

Oh wow. Really?

So now Comcast Cable is out here doing softcore porn promos?

When the fuck did the cable company start handing out prizes for penis selfies? Like, was this a limited-time offer? Some kind of “Stroke & Stream” campaign I missed?

I must’ve blinked and missed the rollout:

“New from Comcast—HBO, Showtime, and a dick pic in your inbox.”

Because clearly, that’s what he was going with. That was the best answer the stupid mutha fucka could come up with & of course telling it to me like it was actually true. Like he needed me to just turn off my brain and believe that stupid ass shit.

Negga, what?!

That had to be the dumbest, most creatively bankrupt lie I’d ever heard. And he said it with a straight face too, like he was the victim of misunderstanding. Like I was just supposed to nod and say, “Ohhh okay, a Comcast contest. Say less.”

Boy, fuck you.

This mutha fucka lied so damn much, he didn’t even bother trying to make the lies sound remotely believable anymore. Like, at all. That negga would just say anything—no logic, no effort, no shame—and deadass expect me to just roll with it like I was born yesterday. I felt the need to remind & confirm to the negga that yes, I was born at night, but it sure as hell wasn’t last night, fool. 

It got so bad, I had to stop and be like, “You don’t even TRY anymore, do you? Not even a little razzle-dazzle in the bullshit? Nothin?”

Nope. He fully expected anything and everything to just “go.” Didn’t matter how obvious the truth was or how full of shit he sounded. You could have the receipts, video footage, time stamped evidence, and this man would still lie with his whole chest - & damn near throw a fit if you didn’t believe him, I'm talkin streaming tears & all.

Like bruh... the truth could be right there, tap-dancing in front of his face, and he’d be like, “Nah, that’s not what it looks like.”

You could literally catch this fool mid-stroke—IN THE ACT—and say, “Negga, you were fuckin’ her.”

And this dumb bitch would actually come back with some next-level, NASA-grade delusion like, “I know it might LOOK LIKE I was fuckin’ her, but what was really happening was...”

Sir. SIR.

And the best part? He’d say it all with a straight ass face, lookin’ you dead in your eyes, like it was gospel truth. Might even toss in a few fake-ass tear drops just to make it “official.”

That’s how this negga gets down.

That’s the Vegas Johnson I know.

Around that time, I’m pretty sure that ‘Comcast/dick pic’ message was sent to my cousin Spirit. Maybe, maybe not—but probably so.

It was bad enough finding that shit. But the explanation that this stupid bitch gave? That only added extreme insult to injury. I wanted to slap the black off his fuck’n face.

Who knows who the fuck he actually sent that dick pic to? I just kinda assumed it was Spirit—she’d be the only obvious answer that I’d had during that time. Especially since he had made the ringtone for her on his phone "Lovers & Friends." I found that shit out one day when we were at a gas station. His ass got out to go pay for gas, she called his phone—and that damn song started to play. I just sat there looking at the screen. Saw it was her calling & was like, “well ain’t this a bitch.”

This negga was (and probably still is, knowing him) the king of jacking off. Which, at first, I didn’t mind at all. I actually thought that shit was kind of kinky.

But once I started wondering who the hell he might’ve actually been thinking about while he was jacking off? That shit started making my fucking head hurt. It wasn’t much of a turn-on anymore. Not like it was before.

I used to actually love watching him do it. That shit used to really turn me on.

But of course—he did with that, the only thing his ass ever did best.

Fuck shit up.

Either way—I was done with him and all his unnecessary, ridiculous-ass bullshit. I was fucking done with the relationship—with him, with all of it.

All I wanted from that point on was for him to take care of his kids and get on with his life. I remember telling him clearly – multiple times, “I don’t care who you’re with or who you end up with. Just make sure that whoever’s around my children is good to them.” That was my only fuck’n request. That’s all I ever asked of him.

And honestly, I think that was more than fair, considering how a lot of ex-wives or ex-girlfriends react. I was being pretty damn generous. Most women don’t want another woman anywhere near their kids. Me? I didn’t care who she was—as long as she was good to my kids & kept his ass out my hair, she was good with me. How much easier could I have made it for this jackass & believe me, his grimy black ass didn’t even deserve that but it was how I felt.

Why the fuck would I be sitting here mad about who he’s with when I knew for damn sure I didn’t want his fuck’n ass? So of course—by all means—yes, please, find you somebody to be with so you can get the fuck out of my hair.

Because that shit? Us getting back together... That wasn’t happening.

We went through our ups and downs—a lot of them. And there were moments where his resentment toward me would spill over and land on the kids.

After we separated, we both ended up right back where we started—in the same neighborhood we grew up in. Lakeview. He moved back down the street to Brant, and I went up the street to my mom’s. We were never more than four or five blocks apart.

When I moved back into my mom’s house, all I asked of him was simple: Help me take care of our kids. And in the very beginning, he did. He would come get them. But anytime he got mad at me—which was usually because I wouldn’t take him back—that’s when the shit hit the fan.

Especially once he started pushing the idea of getting back together, and I wasn’t having it. Then when he found out I had started messing with the neighbor right across the street—Dante—this negga damn near went ballistic. He couldn’t handle the rejection. Dante only had one arm & this fool Vegas started talkin shit about chaining that negga to a fuck'n pole & beating him down with a tire iron. That was some cold shit to say but I knew he didn’t have the heart to really do it – his ass was just mad, spouting off hot ass air.

Then everything shifted.

There came a point where he started treating our kids like they were part of some damn game. Using them to get back at me. And mind you—they were only three and five years old at the time. Just babies.

I can’t count how many weekends he was supposed to pick them up. That’s all I asked: Come get your kids for the weekend – give my ass a lil break sometimes. It was the least he could fucking do, he damn sure wasn’t doin’ shit else.

Sometimes he’d be like, alright, I’ll come get them. But by the time I’d have them dressed, backpacks ready, standing there at the door waiting to go with their dad down to his house—the mutha fucka just wouldn’t show up.

And I remember thinking, how pussy is that? To hurt your own children just because you’re mad at me?

They had nothing to do with the mess between us. They were just kids who wanted to see their dad. 

And every time he’d leave them hanging, I’d take off their little backpacks, hold their little hands, and walk them back upstairs. Then we’d find something else fun to do like going to Brooks Park to ride bikes or play kick ball in the back or playing catch with the football outside in front of the house. Just the four of us.

Over and over, I had to make peace with their disappointment while he disappeared for weeks at a time like it was nothing—all because he called himself being mad at me.

That was the cycle.

Every time he came back around, it was the same story. He’d apologize, say he was going to step up, come get the kids for a weekend or two... then get mad at me again and disappear. It was like clockwork. Round and round we went. The same tired-ass cycle. And I was just over it.

I remember telling him, you need to find somebody. I didn’t say why. I didn’t give him the full picture. But I had already found someone myself.

He didn’t need me to say it out loud. He could see it. When you live just blocks apart, nothing stays secret for long. He saw the signs. He saw the sparkle in my eye. And while I never flaunted anything in his face, I also wasn’t hiding it.

I was living my life & was pretty damn happy and extremely satisfied with who I was with. 

So when I told him he needed to move on, I meant it. I said, you need to find someone. Settle down. Be happy. And I wasn’t being shady—I truly meant it.

Now don’t get me wrong—I didn’t want every woman he dealt with around my kids. Of course not & knowing him, I’m sure he had plenty of them. But I also wasn’t trying to control him. All I ever said was:

If you’re going to have someone around our children, just make sure she’s good to them. That’s it.

If she’s good to my kids, she’s good with me.

And I meant that—with everything in me.

So you can imagine how genuinely excited I was when I heard he had finally found someone.

Katie.

When I found out he was finally with someone—and my kids liked her—that was all I needed to hear. I was happy for him. But honestly, I was even more happy for myself. Because now, finally, this man could get the hell out of my hair. And he had someone in his life that my kids genuinely liked, so to me? That was a win-win.

As far as I was concerned Katie was cool with me—and I didn’t even really know her like that, I just remembered her being the chick he used to quietly make fun of. He said she looked like a dude cuz she was kinda built like one & had a mustache.

We’d seen each other a few times at mutual friends’ events, she was even at our wedding, but other than that? I didn’t really know her. But none of that mattered. All that mattered was that my kids were diggin’ her—so I was too.

And to be honest, that meant a lot to me. Because before she came into the picture, Vegas really wasn’t shit. I was the only consistent parent. He’d get the kids when he wasn’t mad at me—which was rare and completely unpredictable.

And even then, he still wasn’t helping with tuition for their school or with any other expenses that came along with having kids for that matter. 

Not long before Katie showed up, he had completely fallen off the radar. Gone for weeks—months. No calls, no visits, no help. Nothing.

Meanwhile, the kids were in private school, and everything was falling on me—tuition, uniforms, supplies, all of it. He wasn’t doing a damn thing unless he thought it might help him worm his way back into my life. That was always the pattern:

Get in good with me.

Act right.

Maybe get a second chance.

But the moment I reminded his ass, no, we don’t—I’m good, I’m seeing someone else, move on with your life—he’d spiral. And just like that, we’d be right back to the silence, right back to him disappearing, right back to the same old bullshit.

There was a stretch where I was carrying the full weight of everything & if it wasn’t for the generous help of my mom & eventually Dante, I don’t know what the hell I would’ve done. Moms has always been my financial rock and I owe her not just my life, but most of my paychecks I get today. Like for real. If it weren’t for her, I don’t know what me and my babies would have done. I’m very lucky to have a mom who not only just really cared, but was in a position to help us out the way she did. I owe that woman my entire life – literally. I know we’ve been through our shares of ups and downs but I hope she knows how much I love her and how much she really means to me. 

But one day, during Christmas break, I saw him. I was driving home from the store—had just grabbed a 2 liter bottle of 7-Up from the store on Holloway—and there he was, walking down the street like he hadn’t vanished off the face of the earth for weeks.

I had just received a letter in the mail from the kids’ school that same day saying they couldn’t come back until the tuition was paid up & I was completely tapped out. I had already stretched everything I had to cover uniforms and supplies. I had absolutely nothing left & I didn’t think that it would be fair to my mom to have her step in and pay it, while this bitch negga sat back on his black ass, doing what he does best, nothing. I didn’t feel that would be fair to her to have to do, even though I knew she would do it for her grand-babies. 

And there he was, strolling down the block like everything was fine. Not a care in the world.

So I rolled up on him and pulled over. I actually had the school letter in the car with me because I was planning to go by his house after I left the store and stick the letter to his door. But since I saw him? I figured I’d hand it to him directly.

I pulled up, rolled down the window, called him over, and said, “Hey, this is for you,” and passed him the letter.

Without saying a single fuck'n word this mutha fucka grabbed the 2 liter bottle of 7-Up that was tucked in between my legs, somehow opened it—and sprayed it directly into my fucking face. Out of nowhere.

I couldn’t see shit.

By the time I could open my eyes again—he was gone. Just disappeared like a damn ghost. I was HOT!

That was the kind of bullshit I had to deal with before Katie came into the picture.

But once she did? Everything changed.

Vegas is the kind of guy who lives for appearances. A total show-and-tell type. Doesn’t matter what he’s actually doing behind closed doors or what’s really going on. If people are watching? He’s gonna perform.

He’ll put on a whole damn production to make it look good—like he’s doing everything he’s supposed to do. Meanwhile, the truth couldn’t be further from the act he’s putting on.

Then Katie hits the scene & suddenly he transforms into father of the fucking year.

Picking up his kids every weekend.

Calling and checking on them.

Showing up like clockwork.

All of a sudden—he was present.

And I could tell it was because she was around. Katie was always with him when they came to get the kids but I didn’t give a damn what was behind it—I was just happy to see he was finally coming to get his kids, even though I knew the real reason behind all this newfound consistency.
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