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      “Tell that nigga Tamar to get at me man, for real. I did my part, now I need him to fuck with me,” I said, desperately into the phone.

      “He ain’t trying to hear that. The nigga ain’t dead, so for him, you ain’t did shit,” Tamar’s goonie Black said, and I sucked my teeth. “He knows your brother is a lawyer, and y’all ain’t gonna do nothing but defend that nigga, and he’ll be home.”

      “Bruh, I just snitched on my lil’ yougin’ nigga. I turned that nigga in for murder, and that nigga Tamar’s sister should be home in a day or two, and you telling me that’s still not enough for this dude? He should’ve fuckin’ found him then! I wasn’t about to pop my brother for him. Fuck I look like?”

      “But nigga who the fuck you yelling at though?” Black said, and I pulled the phone away from my ear and tapped the end button. I punched my fist into the steering wheel and gritted down on my teeth. I had dug up everything I could on Cuba’s sister Alaska and her boyfriend Bryson’s murder after verifying the date it happened with Cuba. I knew after finding out that Dae had Taylana with him, that nigga was never going to change, and I wasn’t about to keep putting myself out there. I didn’t have it in me to put a bullet in the nigga, but shit, after the way I was feeling right now, if that nigga was here in front of me, I would empty the clip in his ass. Hoe ass nigga.

      I ain’t know what the fuck I was gonna do about this dope shit being that didn’t nobody have that fish scale like Tamar, and I refused to go through some low-level niggas just so they could tax my ass. I just had to tough this shit out and wait for that nigga to come around.

      “You couldn’t get your ass out to greet a nigga?” My big bro, Cassidy, said, as he opened the driver’s side door. I had been so deep in my thoughts that I halfway forgot that I was out here waiting for this nigga. I stepped out of the car and slapped hands with him twice before he pulled me into a hug. It had been a few months since I had been down here to see him being that I knew he would be coming home soon anyway. Since then, either I had gotten small, or that nigga had gotten big as fuck. Either way, I was happy to see my brother finally standing on the other side of them walls.

      “Bruh, what the fuck you been in this bitch doing? Man, it ain’t been that long since I been down here,” I told him, as I looked him up and down. Cassidy was about 6’2, looking like he, at least, weighed 240 pounds. He had the same skin tone as the rest of us, but Cassidy had some weird ass eyes, one dark brown, and the other a light hazel brown. He had been born that way, and mama always said he was the special one because of it. He had some long ass hair that he mostly kept wild and unkempt, but them hoes loved his dog ass.

      “What nigga? I had to beef up for these hoes. It’s been four years since I had some pussy, and I had to make sure my stamina was up. No more FiFis nigga,” Cassidy said, as he dropped a ball into my hand that looked like rubber gloves that had been blown up and tied together. He walked around to the other side of the car to get in, and I stared down at it with my face suddenly turning into a frown, as I looked across the hood of the Mazi at him.

      “Cass, what’s a FiFi?” I asked him, and he laughed.

      “That’s my bitch Jessica. I ain’t been fucking her that long now. Probably about two weeks now,” he said, and once I realized what he was saying, I dropped the shit out of my hands and kicked it across the ground. I wiped my hands across my shirt before I pulled it over my head and tossed it at Cassidy.

      “Hoe ass nigga. I see your ass ain’t changed, you bitch.”

      I shook my head, got in the car, and cranked it up. Pulling away from the jail, I wish this had been the last time I would have to see this place, but Emon was still there for another year, and this was about to be Dae’s home. He had been hiding out in Colorado with that damn girl, but I knew that as soon as they got his ass, they were sending him back here to Texas to face his charges. The way I felt about what I did toyed with me. In a way, I felt like he deserved it, but after picking up Cass today, and knowing I would be back soon to get Emon, I didn’t want that for Dae. I just wish that nigga would’ve gotten right. I really fuckin’ tried, and that shit just frustrated the hell out of me that I couldn’t get it right.

      “So, what’s up? Where Dae and KaeDee at? I was expecting to see all y’all niggas.”

      “I ain’t really been talking to KaeDee. Think it’s been a couple of weeks since we last spoke,” I told him and could see him turn to look at me out the corner of my eye.

      “What, why nigga?” he pulled his hair out of his face and frowned.

      “Just a bunch of shit that happened with Dae, and that nigga acting like he didn’t give a fuck really pissed me off… I mean, shit, it’s a lot of stuff going on Cass, and with it being your first day being back, I don’t really wanna put that burden on your shoulders like that.”

      “Is everybody alright? I should’ve known something was up when none of y’all had been down here to see a nigga in a while.”

      “Just been trying to set shit up for you for when you came home, and then, shit just seemed to spiral out of control all of a sudden. Like all at once. If you hadn’t called me a few days ago, nigga, I would’ve honestly forgot all about picking you up today. That’s how bad it got, bruh.”

      “I don’t understand. What? Dae still fucking up? I mean, you ain’t saying shit nigga. Tell me what’s up.”

      I sighed and filled Cassidy in on everything that had been going on. By the time I had finished telling him, of course, leaving out the part where I had snitched on Dae for Alaska’s murder, we were back in the city and pulling into a gas station.

      “So you got two bricks left and no plug?” Cassidy asked, sounding as depressed as I felt. “And Dae hiding out somewhere with a bitch that he damn near beat to death that just so happens to be the plug’s sister?

      “Hell, yea, only two left. And that nigga won’t be out there too long before something or somebody catches up with him. I tried my best with him,” I told him and got out the car to pump the gas. 

      “Hey, here, somebody named Cuba calling you,” Cassidy said through the window, as he handed me the phone.

      “Hello, what’s up baby? You good,” I said, after pumping the gas and getting back in the car.

      “Look, you need to tell me what I need to know so that I can change the code to your gate. Somebody just walked up to the door and dropped another yellow envelope on your doorstep just like the last one that had been left. I walked over to put it where the other one had been sitting all this time and realized you didn’t even open it, so I opened it for you, ‘cause I felt kind of strange after seeing that man walk away from here like that. Anyway, it’s just a bunch of photos of your crazy ass baby mama and pictures of some little dope baggies that got the word Allah marked across it. I don’t know what they trying to say, but I figured maybe you would understand…”

      “Pictures of which baby mama,” I asked, as I cranked the car and frowned.

      “Of Sele—“

      “Aye bruh, what the fuck?” Cassidy yelled, as I dropped the phone from my hand and reached for my pistol.

      “Get down, get down!” I yelled, as a barrage of bullets came flying our way. All I could think about was Dae was still fuckin’ shit up for me. I had been so busy with trying to straighten his mess out that he created that I had forgotten about checking into Selena and finding out if she had something to do with us being hit that night. Not only that, but them muthafuckin’ Arabs had finally came for their payback for the shit that Dae had caused.

      I should’ve just killed that nigga; I thought, as I kept my head down, put the car in reverse, and smashed on the gas.

      Scrreeechhh!

      “Man, what the fuck did I come home to? Shit,” Cassidy yelled, as I blindly steered the wheel trying to get us the fuck up outta of there. I backed into something that felt like the curb, and then, brought my head up a little just so I could see what the hell was going on.

      “Get this shit nigga!” I said to Cassidy, as I handed him my pistol. I quickly put the car in drive and smashed down on the gas. The front window was riddled with bullet holes and had caused the glass to crack so bad that I could barely see out of it, but I couldn’t let that shit stop me. I whipped the steering while to the left swerving around a car that drove slowly in front of me then veered through the rearview window. “Fuck you waiting on?”

      “Fuck I supposed to do with this little ass shit nigga? Them niggas got them ARs, and you want me to shoot back at them with this?” Cassidy questioned, and I glanced at his ass before throwing my eyes back on the road.

      “Nah, I just want you to sit there and pray we make it home nigga.”

      Cassidy sighed and let the window down. He squeezed his big ass body through the open space of the window and pulled back on the trigger several times just as the white van pulled alongside of us.

      Pow! Pow! Pow!

      “That’s what the fuck I’m talking about! Murder them bitches!” I yelled, as I spotted the driver’s head rock back and forth before they swerved from lane to lane. I pushed down on the pedal even harder, forcing the speed of the car to go up to 120 mph.

      “My nigga, I swea’ to God I’m fucking y’all niggas up. Y’all got me out here murdering niggas and shit on my first day back. Forget that shit nigga. Twelve come snooping; I ain’t have shit to do with nothing. Man, I just sat down for four nigga. The fuck?”

      “Welcome home, bruh. Welcome home, nigga. The streets been missing you.”
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      “Khi, oh, my God! Khi!” I screamed into the receiver, as I heard the sound of bullets and what sounded like glass shattering. My heart ached as it pounded against my chest. I felt the sweat as it built up against my forehead and a huge lump formed in my throat. I placed my hand over my mouth and ran to the kitchen sink where I dry huffed until clear liquids flew out of me.

      “Girl, get yourself together,” that bitch Briana said, as she snatched my cell phone from my hand. I coughed uncontrollably as I started throwing up again. “Khian! Khian!”

      “Oh, my God! What the fuck is going on?” I said, as I came up for air. I grabbed a paper towel from the holder and wiped my mouth. Walking over to Briana, I took my phone back from her and placed my ear to it. I could hear Khi yelling something, but couldn’t understand shit that he was saying. “Khi, baby!”

      “What the fuck did he say,” Briana asked, and I glanced at her and rolled my eyes. “You got a problem with your damn eyes or something? That’s the third time you done rolled them shits at me.”

      I sucked my teeth as I walked over to the living room to have a seat on the sofa. I needed to calm down. This bitch, this baby, and Khi’s ass had me heated and feeling like I was about to pass out. I didn’t appreciate this nigga dropping this junky ass bitch off on me like this. The fact that I knew that he was doing this shit, because he had a good heart was the only reason why I didn’t fight him on it earlier, but I knew a slick bitch when I saw one, and Briana was on some shit. The lust in her eyes for Khi was evident, and she knew what stood in her way. I didn’t trust her, and I couldn’t see how Khi even did. I guess that had to wait for now, because my man was in trouble, and hell, I didn’t even know if he was going to make it home so that we could fight about this shit.

      “Ughh,” I grunted, when I noticed the line had gone dead, and Khi was no longer on the other end. I placed my head into my hands and tried not to cry. I didn’t want to think the worst so suddenly, but all of this reminded of the night that Alaska got killed---nonstop bullets, glass shattering. Just all too familiar and we all know how that night turned out.

      “Call him back,” Briana said, as she pushed my shoulder forward. I pulled my head up and looked up at her. “Call him back.”

      I sucked my teeth again and dialed Khi back only to get his voicemail. I shook my head and dialed him again, but it was the same thing. I sat the phone down and sighed as I sat back on the sofa and tried my hardest to relax.

      “See, I knew this bitch was grimy. What is all this shit? I tried to warn Khi that he couldn’t trust this half-breed bitch, but you know how niggas be behind a cute face and a fat ass,” Briana said, and I cringed with every word that she spoke. I wondered if she felt the same way about herself. The hoe’s ass was fat, and even though she loved to get laced, she was still cute in the face. Once again, I looked up at her and rolled my eyes.

      “You don’t even know what that shit is about. How about you go check on your daughter or something?”

      “Bitch, you go check on her. Shit, you been playing mommy all this time, why stop now?”

      I chuckled out of disbelief and stood to my feet. Dizziness came over me and forced me to sit my ass back down. I held my head down into my hands again. This baby was kicking my damn ass. I was regretting more and more that I hadn’t been smart enough to be cautious. This shit here was for the birds. If this what bitches had to go through to have kids, then fuck that, cause this wasn’t for me. I could and had no problem taking care of Skylarr since her mama didn’t want the job, and trust, I wasn’t even tripping about that. Sky’s my baby, and now that I had BJ too, I felt like I had the best of both worlds.

      “What’s wrong with you? I sure hope Khi didn’t fuck around and knock your ass up, too.”

      I sighed, took in a deep breath, and then let it out all over again. I felt like Briana was testing me and trying to get me mad, and I wasn’t about to give her the satisfaction of letting her see me sweat. I had to keep my cool and act like she didn’t even exist.

      

      
        
        I don’t want nobody but you kissin’ on my tattoos,

        I don’t want nobody but me talking to you.

      

      

      

      My phone blared and vibrated in my hand. I didn’t even have to look at the caller ID to see that it was Khi calling me. I had given him August Alsina's Kissin’ On My Tattoos song as a ringtone when we’d gotten back together, because that shit was exactly what I felt for him. I didn’t want nobody else kissing on me, and I damn sure didn’t want anyone kissing on him.

      “Khi!” I seemed to scream as soon as I answered the phone.

      “Bae,” he said, breathlessly.

      “Khi, oh,…” I was cut off when Briana tried to take my cell phone from my hand. I pushed her hand back and frowned at her. I cocked my head to the side and stared at her as she placed her hands on her hips and looked down at me. “Khi, what the hell happened? I heard gunshots and shit in the background. Are you okay?”

      “Yea, we good. Look, I need you to listen to me. I don’t know what’s what right now, so I need you and Briana to get the kids and go to my brother KaeDee’s house. We headed that way now.”

      “Briana?” I questioned aloud before I could even think on what the fuck I was saying.

      “Man look; now is not the fuckin’ time to argue with me about no Briana. Just do what the fuck I said, and I’ll see you in a minute.”

      Just that quickly Khi had hung up on me, and since I knew that he was okay, part of me wanted to pack up my shit and take my ass back to Tangie’s place, but somehow, I knew that would be right up Briana’s alley. I took a few deep breaths and slowly stood up to my feet. This time the dizziness wasn’t so bad, and I didn’t feel like I was going to fall out.

      “Khi wants us to get the kids and meet him at his brother’s house,” I told Briana just as a text message from Khi came through. I glanced down at it to see that he’d sent me KaeDee’s address.

      “So he’s okay?” Briana questioned, and I didn’t answer her. She stood in front of me like she hadn’t heard a word that I said. I tried to walk around her when she grabbed my arm.

      “The fuck? Let me go.”

      “Are you pregnant?” Briana questioned, and I pushed her back and bumped past her. I made my way towards the stairs and slowly took them one at a time. Both Bryson and Skylarr were down for a nap, so I went to gather our bags before I woke them up. I didn’t know how long we would be gone and decided to grab just enough to last for a few days. Briana’s ass was nowhere in sight, and when I headed down the stairs to put the bags in the car, I spotted her looking over the pictures again that were dropped off of Selena.

      “You’re not gonna help me?” I questioned.

      “I wonder where this bitch at. She got some explaining to do. Man, I hope Khi let me at this hoe. Pregnant or not, she owes me a round. She almost got our baby daddy killed,” Briana smirked, and I shook my head and headed to the garage. I popped the trunk to the BMW that Khi got me as a gift and placed the bags inside. When I closed the trunk, I looked up to see Briana standing in the doorway. The hoe still didn’t have shit in her hand but them damn pictures.

      “Can you move?” I said, as I made it in front of her.

      “I don’t trust your ass either. Khi told me your little ass did time in jail. You and that hoe probably in this shit together. I don’t put shit past nobody.”

      “Briana, get the fuck out of my way. Can you grab your fuckin’ daughter so that we can go?” I said, feeling my body heat with anger. I sucked my teeth and mugged Briana as she blocked the doorway and stared at me.

      “Hmm, you mad about something?”

      “Nope.” I pushed Briana, and her ass didn’t even budge. She was really fucking with me, and I knew she low-key wanted to fight me, but not today. That bitch was gonna have to work a little harder if she thought I would mess my freedom up for her. “Move!”

      Briana laughed and grabbed her bags that sat at her feet that I hadn’t seen at first. She stepped out into the garage and walked around to the passenger’s side door.

      “Girl get them kids and come on. Khi will be pissed if we not there when he gets there,” she had the nerve to say, as she opened the door and got inside.

      I walked inside and made my way back up the stairs. I hated that I was going to have to wake the kids since they were sleeping so good, but there was no way I was going to be able to carry them, and I didn’t trust myself to do so anyway. My equilibrium was all off, and I would hate to go tumbling down the stairs and hurt the kids or even myself.

      It took me a few minutes to get them both up, but once I did, we headed down the stairs and out to the car. Briana had the nerve to be sitting inside smoking a cigarette and looking all in the damn mirror. I got the kids inside and then sat down in the driver’s seat.

      “Can you put that out?” I asked her referring to the cancer stick. It had been a while since I had one myself and just seeing her with it had me craving the nicotine. Khi hated for me to smoke anything, but he really hated the cigarettes, so I only did it when he wasn’t around up until I became pregnant. I needed something bad right now to calm me down, but I would have to just bite my damn nails and tongue.

      “I’ll put it out when I’m done,” Briana said, as I let the garage up and backed out as soon as it was enough room. I hit the button to close the garage and then drove down the long driveway.

      “None of this shit would be happening right now if Khi and I had just worked things out. Now this nigga got kids and shit popping up everywhere, baby mamas trying to take him out. Ughhh,” Briana said, and I sighed. “See, I know that man. I’ve been knowing him for a good while now, and I know that he still loves me. He’s just scared of me hurting him again, and I would never make that mistake twice.”

      I reached over to turn the music up on the radio to drown Briana’s ass out, and she had the audacity to turn the shit back down. I glanced over at her and swallowed hard as hell.

      “You should’ve never made it once,” I told her since she wanted to fuck with me. “He got me now so it’s all good. I will never hurt a man like him. Only a dumb bitch would fuck up something so good.”

      Briana laughed. “Girl, you just as temporary as Selena’s ass. You see how quick he dropped her…pregnant and all.”

      “Cause she ended up being just as grimy as you.”

      “Nah, bitch…nope, she was just a fill-in for me until I got my shit together…and you just a replacement’s placement. You won’t last long either. I can assure you that.”

      “Girl what the fuck ever. I’m sick of your ass talking.”

      I reached over and turned the radio up again, with Briana’s words echoing in my head. I’m not even gonna lie; she had me wondering if what she’d said had any truth to it. I mean, why else was Khi so dead set on saving this bitch. She gave zero fucks about their daughter, and I knew that if I could see it, so could he. Not only that, but Khi had told me stories about how ill she was towards him when she got back on that dope. All the stealing, lying, and sleeping around, so for the life of me, I couldn’t understand the importance behind this. She wasn’t shit for the way she had done him, and she was still an ain’t shit bitch. I tried not to let my thoughts and emotions take over, but Briana really had me wondering. Is Khi still in love with this broad like she is with him?
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      “Man, nigga…aye, shut the fuck up. You been whining for the past hour and getting on my got damn nerves,” I said to Cassidy, as I pulled into KaeDee’s subdivision.

      “Fuck you and your nerves. I wasn’t expecting to be dodging bullets and murking niggas on my first day home, so forgive me for thinking I was gonna live like a regular ass nigga for a lil’ bit.”

      “Ain’t no regular, bihh. Toughen up, nigga. Prison done got your ass soft. The Cassidy I knew would be hype for some shit like this.”

      “Not today nigga. I didn’t even get a chance to breathe this stale ass air before niggas was trying to take my head off. You still ain’t told me who the fuck that was shooting at us.”

      “Fucking Arabs,” I said and shook my head.

      “Oh…,” was all Cassidy said before I noticed the heavy police presence in front of KaeDee’s home. I rubbed my chin and looked around before I did a U-Turn in the middle of the road and drove away from the house. Wasn’t no way I was pulling up in front twelve in a car that was riddled with bullets. I parked a few houses down, and then, tapped Cassidy on the shoulder. We both exited the car and made our way towards the house. I wondered what was up and hoped that everything was okay with my bro. We hadn’t talked much over the last couple of weeks or so, but that was just me being stubborn. No matter how I was feeling ‘bout that nigga now, I ain’t want nothing happening to his ass, cause I was holding a little grudge towards him.

      “What KaeDee say was going on?” Cassidy asked, and I shrugged.

      “He didn’t. I texted him and told him I was on the way, but he never responded. Damn, I hope he straight,” I sighed, as he finally made it to the house. The gate was already open so we made our way inside and headed towards the front of the home. My heart rate sped up the closer we got. I could see the front door wide open, and I started thinking all kinds of shit. Like, maybe Deonna had killed that nigga or either the other way around. Last I heard, they were doing good, and KaeDee had forgiven her for that bullshit that happened with her and that fuck nigga, Tyrin. Me and the goonie Tramell had gone down to Miami a little while back and had murked that nigga and his crew so I couldn’t see some shit being in the game again about them. Deonna had better not been out here fuckin’ around again cause I ain’t have time to be body bagging niggas behind some pussy that wasn’t even mine.

      “Damn, I hope everything is cool,” Cassidy said just as we walked inside and looked around. I dumped my pistol behind a vase in the foyer and made my way through the house until I came into the entertainment room where KaeDee stoically stood. His hands were in his pockets, and he wore an expressionless mug.

      “Bruh, what’s up?” I asked as two female, plain clothed cops turned around and looked at Cass and me.

      “Who are you?” one of the chicks asked, and I frowned and took my attention to KaeDee.

      “What happened? Everything good?”

      “Deonna committed suicide this morning in the parking lot across from Chanel’s school,” KaeDee answered, and my heart dropped.

      “Yo, what the fuck?” Cassidy said, looking as bad as I felt.

      “Are you serious?” I asked and shook my head.

      “Damn bruh, what’s up? So much shit has been going on, I forgot what today was,” KaeDee told him, as they slapped hands and hugged each other for a long while before letting go. “And yea, I’m serious.”

      KaeDee sighed and placed his hand back into his pockets. I could see that this shit was eating him away, and for the life of me, I couldn’t understand why Deonna would even do some hoe ass shit like that. I mean, damn, what about the kid. I don’t give a damn what a muthafucka was going through; suicide was some selfish ass shit. She was a bird for sure for that one.

      I shook my head and took a couple of steps back while KaeDee went back to the two female officers. Shit was crazy man. Cass’ first day back, and niggas was trying to take our heads off, and KaeDee’s bitch offed herself. Life seemed like it was never going to get right for me, but I was a soldier, so I knew I couldn’t fold in the middle of a battle. Lately, Cuba and Sky had been my only solace and just thinking about them had me suddenly feeling a little antsy.

      I reached for my pistol and remembered I had dropped it off in KaeDee’s foyer. Cuba should’ve been here by now, and I was starting to wonder what the fuck was taking so long. Just as I sucked my teeth and walked away, I heard Sky’s little voice followed by little footsteps against the floors. I quickly made my way towards, where I heard her, and as soon as she saw me, she ran into my arms.

      “Daddy!” she yelled, excitedly. I grabbed her and held onto her tightly. Them muthafuckin’ Arabs had me wanting to hold my baby girl forever and never let her go. I was feeling like the luckiest man in the world right now, as I planted a kiss on her cheek, her forehead, and then her other cheek. She laughed and squirmed in my arms, as I tickled her and continued kissing all over her.

      “Damn, can a bitch like me get some of that love?” Briana said, and I scoffed as brought my attention to Cuba. For some reason, my shawty had looked better than ever to me. I don’t know if it was because death had been on the horizon, and I was appreciating what the fuck I had in my life or what, but the kid had a glow about her that was turning me the fuck on. I put my daughter down, and she and BJ took off running around the house. I walked over to my baby and slid my arms around her waist as I looked down at her.

      “You okay?” I asked her.

      “We’re fine,” Briana answered starting to piss me off. “What’s going on?”

      I kissed Cuba’s lips and then looked over at Briana. She looked good as hell.  She’d gained all that weight that she’d lost when she was in the gutter getting laced. Her body was stacked in all the right places, and I was nigga before anything, so I couldn’t deny the attraction that my eyes felt. But Briana wasn’t hitting on shit when it came to me, and I was ready to slap that hoe for the way she was acting and being on some straight up disrespectful shit. I guess being I never really checked her when she tried Selena, she thought that it was cool to do Cuba the same way, but she was sadly mistaken. Cuba was wifey…and I was one hun and done about that.

      “Aye, you gonna quit it with that hoe ass shit you doing, Bri,” I told her, with a frown clearly written across my face. “And Deonna committed suicide.”

      “Oh, my God,” Briana gasped and covered her mouth with her hand. She took a couple of steps back, and I pulled my arms from around Cuba when it looked like Briana was about to pass out. I grabbed her, and she began to cry uncontrollably in my arms. She and Deonna were cool whenever Briana wasn’t on that antisocial bullshit. They hung out more than enough times to count and would refer to each other as sis, so I knew that Briana was dropping real tears about this one. I held onto her and allowed her to let it all out. When she finally stopped crying, I pulled her away from me and looked down at her.

      “You okay?” I asked her, and she nodded her head. “Cool, get yourself together then. I don’t want Sky seeing you like this.”

      I checked over Briana once more before I walked away and grabbed Cuba’s hand. Briana followed behind us as we walked into the room with KaeDee, Cass, and the detectives. KaeDee was wrapping things up with the police, and a few minutes later, they left us all alone to deal with our thoughts. I ain’t even know what to say at this point. Shit was just all the way fucked up.

      “I know this ain’t the best time, and I had planned to do this under better circumstances…but shit, this my lady Cuba. Cuba these my big brothers, Cassidy and KaeDee,” I said, as I introduced them.

      “Heard a lot about you, nice to finally put a face with a name. The soul mate, huh,” KaeDee said, and everybody glanced at Briana, as she scoffed and sucked her teeth.

      “Nice to meet you,” Cuba said.

      “What’s good shawty?” Cassidy said, as he checked Cuba over, and then, slowly rubbed his hands together.

      “Hey,” Cuba responded.

      “Aye, I'm about to take a minute to get my head together. I'll get up with you niggas in a minute,” I told Cass and KaeDee and grabbed Cuba’s hand. I pulled her behind me and brought her to one of KaeDee’s guest room. Shutting the door and locking it behind us, I picked Cuba up into my arms and carried her over to the bed. I laid her across it, as I removed my shirt, kicked my shoes off, and pulled off my pants. I couldn’t get enough of this damn girl, and knowing that I almost didn’t make it out that bitch alive earlier had me wanting to climb inside of Cuba and never come out.

      I roughly pulled Cuba to the edge of the bed and wrapped her legs around my neck. I used my tongue to lick around the folds of her pussy before attacking her clit with the tip. She squirmed and did her best not to moan, but when I latched onto her clit and sucked it into my mouth, she was screaming and begging for me to stop and keep going at the same time. I knew I was sick with this tongue and could make a bitch squirt in a matter of minutes.

      I slid a finger into her pussy and moved it in and out of her while she brought her hands up to cover her face. I sucked harder and moved my tongue around faster. Seconds later, Cuba was cumming. Her juices ran down my chin, and I tried to keep going, but she began to squirm and cry out so I let her little ass go. I gently pushed her back on the bed and climbed on top of her.

      “You scared me for a minute,” Cuba told me, as she looked up into my eyes.

      “What would you have done if I hadn't come back home?” I asked, as I held myself up on my elbow and used my other hand to pull her pants off. Cuba lifted a little off the bed, and I slid them all the way off of her. She sighed, as I pulled my dick out and slid into her.

      “I would've felt like I died too. I would've wanted to die too. But I would've taken care of BJ… if Briana would've allowed me to, I would've taken care of Skylarr.”

      “You ain't got nothing to worry about when it comes to Briana. She's bitter, and she thinks that I want her ass still, but trust me, I don't. Nothing about that broad moves me, but at the end of the day, that's my daughter’s mother, and I do want Briana to get her life in order for her sake and hers only. Sky loves you, and I love that you love my daughter. Briana not gonna come between that either.”

      Cuba looked at me and only nodded her head. She didn't have shit to worry about. Hell, I didn't chase her as hard as I did to let a broad like Briana come between us. I was happy and content with Cuba. She made me happy. She was everything I could ever want. Gorgeous, smart, could cook, and the box was good. She loved the fuck out of my daughter, and I knew that she was a rider. Even though she had been riding alongside the wrong nigga before, once I showed her what it was like to be with a real nigga, she would never wanna get off this ride. I had some real shit in store for Cuba. Long as she acted right.
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      “I’m sorry sir, but she’s dead.” Those words played in my head over and over again, as I sat back in the chair of Deonna’s office, while staring into the dark. I couldn’t believe this was my life right now. My wife, the mother of my kid and unborn child had killed herself in the parking lot of our daughter’s school. Nothing about it made sense to me, but hell, it wasn’t like anything made sense with Deonna anymore. I thought that we were good and that we were happy. Her last words to me and mine to her would’ve never made me suspect that some shit like this was coming.

      “I love you.”

      “Yea, show me show me how much when you get to the office.”

      I didn’t detect nothing that told me I had this to look forward to. She ain’t have shit to worry about. I told her we were good. I told her that I wasn’t tripping about that nigga Tyrin cause I knew I handled him. I told her that as long as the shit didn’t happen again, we were gonna be great. Why the fuck would she do something like this? How the hell was I gonna explain to Chanel that her mother wasn’t coming back? Deonna had left me in a real fucked up position. It seems as though I was learning that she was the only person that truly mattered to her. The fact that she felt the need to explore those hoe ass feelings with Tyrin had proved how selfish she was, and now this. This here was on a whole other level.

      I rubbed the fuzz on my chin and sighed. The door to the office flew open, and the light was turned on causing me to shield my eyes from the brightness of it.

      “Damn, turn that light back off,” I groaned, as I snatched the cup of Hennessey from the desk and downed the remainder of it.

      “Is you a’ight in here, bruh? It’s been a few hours,” Cassidy said, and I shrugged. I squinted at him before I opened my eyes wider and looked him over. He looked good for a nigga that was just coming after been gone for four years. Just at a glance, I noticed that he’d buffed up tremendously, almost looking like he was trying to catch up to me or something. I smirked and rubbed my hand over the waves in my head.

      “Buff ass nigga,” I joked.

      “Yea, don’t start hating. I know I’m about to have your ass in the gym trying to catch up and shit,” Cassidy said, and I nodded.

      “Shit is crazy fam. This definitely not what you was supposed to come home to.”

      “Hell, nah. Khi talking about he lost the fuckin’ plug, then we at war with the muthafuckin’ Arabs. Sis dead man…and I only got to meet her a couple of times before I got knocked. This ain’t for us.”

      “What the fuck you mean war?”

      “Soon as we pull into the city, me and Khi dodging bullets. This nigga got me shooting out the window of the car and shit,” Cassidy said, as he shook his head and sighed. “Shit, I guess with everything going on, we ain’t even get a chance to mention the shit to you. And where the fuck is Dae at? He needs to be right here with us answering to all this shit he caused.”

      At the mention of Dae’s name, my head shot up remembering the call he made to me right before I discovered Deonna’s body. I hopped out of my chair and looked around Deonna’s office for my cell phone. When I didn’t see it, I stormed out of the office with Cassidy on my ass. I went into the last room I remembered being in. Just when I spotted my cell phone, Khi entered the room with his arms wrapped around this new chick Cuba. Seeing her reminded me of everything that Dae had been hollering. “That nigga set me up man…Your bitch ass brother. That hoe poisoned a nigga, bruh.”

      I looked Cuba over and sucked my teeth, as I grabbed my phone and looked to see if Dae had made any more calls to me. He hadn’t, and that had me worried. He was speaking on some suicide shit and was terrified that he was going to be locked up. Knowing that he’d been violated as a kid and neither of us had done anything to protect made me feel bad as shit. I understood his fear, and I hoped that Khi hadn’t done what Dae was claiming.

      “You talked to Dae?” I asked Khi, as I slid my phone, and then my hands, into my pockets. Khi sucked his teeth, and went back to feeling on his bitch like I hadn’t just asked him about our fuckin’ brother. I stepped a few steps closer to them, causing Cuba to look up at me. I expected her to fold under my stare like most, but she didn't. Just looking into her eyes, I saw what Khi saw. I could tell that she was a real one. She was pure, but thorough. He’d struck gold for sure when it came to her, but Khi was too muthafukin’ kind and was only going to fuck this up. Looking from Cuba to Briana that stood idly in the corner of the room with eyes of hatred let me know that Briana was on some fuck shit, and Khi was too damn dumb to care that she was going to be the downfall of his relationship.

      Khi was a captain save a hoe ass nigga. He always had been…his heart and his need to help others was the very reason I had been mad at him about Dae. He gave Dae too much room to keep fucking up and should’ve never allowed that nigga back in after we’d cut him off the first time. My only regret with how I handled the situation was that I didn’t listen to Khi when he said that Dae needed help. I ignored it, and now we were here. No matter how thorough Cuba might’ve been, if she had anything to do with what Dae was claiming, all that shit wouldn’t matter to me and neither would how Khi felt about her. There was a thin line between hoes and bros and for the moment, Cuba was just another hoe.

      “Nigga, did you speak to Dae or not?” I asked, feeling myself getting pissed. I stepped back and sighed.

      “I heard you the first muthafuckin’ time you asked me and you saw how the fuck I ignored you. Step the fuck back questioning me about that bitch.”
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