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Dedication & Acknowledgments

To everyone who’s been riding with me since day one — the fans, the friends, and the ones who never stopped believing in me — this one’s for you.

To all the women in my family, thank you for loving me so deeply that “love” became a healthy addiction. Your strength and warmth shaped who I am. A special shoutout to my aunty/mom Shirley and my grandma — your love, your advice, and yes, even telling me not to cuss — always kept me grounded. You are the foundation I stand on.

To my undercover haters — thank you too. Your doubt is my motivation. Your fuel is what drives me harder.

To God — thank you for protecting me through jail and through hell on earth. You never left my side, and you blessed me with effortless talents I’ll never take for granted.

To Kobe — your “Black Mamba Mentality” lives in me. I don’t care if I’m down 20, I’m still shooting for 81. You taught me to never quit, no matter the score. Rest easy, legend.

To the women who broke my heart, and to the ones whose hearts I broke — thank you. Love and pain both taught me how to grow. Good thing a heart can heal.

This book is my way of saying: I see you. I feel you. And I’m still here — writing, loving, living.








Like Father Like Son

Ray Charles

Shoulda Been a Better Son

Let Me Know

Set It Up For Me

A Different World

Hope-less Romance

Golden Seal

Regrets I Confess

Someone

Cryonics 2

Together We Rise

Priceless Love

My Only True Crime

Baby, It’s Gonna Be Alright

New Leaves

MY FEELINGS FOR YOU

That Special Someone

Bound by Love

Forever Yours

My Love in Motion

The Love I Found

Awaiting

A Czar for Your Heart

You Can Trust in Me

Crooked Reflections

Hi/bye

Mackerel

Thanks

Forever, For Now

Flawless

Venus In My Vision

Overdue Love

Happy Belated V-Day, Miss

You Came Back

It’s Your Birthday

Side Eyes & Solid Ground

My Shining Diamond

Sucker4Love 4ever


[image: Image]

Like Father Like Son

In memory of you, Dad, I carry on your legacy.
Your spirit lives in me—spiritually, lyrically, and genetically. You taught me how to hustle, to be wise with my money, lessons I'll never forget, as priceless as loving me.

When it rains, I feel your presence, a sprinkle on my soul, and I find myself clutching this gold, sipping on this rose, reminiscing on the stroll, walking with a confident goal, posing to get chose—I'm supposed to get chose.

Never faking it, just living life as I'm supposed, 
never taking it. I go and make my own doe
I'm a man made in God's image, no flaws, no pretense,
no gimmicks, just a plan, a habit, and a blessing from heaven's kiss.

You taught me to be strong, to move on from those who don't get it. "No" is just short for "not right now," so Imma always go and get it. I'm not the type to beg, I stand out, I'm terrific. I will hustle in the trenches even when I'm inflicted.
When I asked for help, 
my frenemies turned their back, 
but I never knelt—
I lived it. That's facts.

You taught me to play every hand I was dealt with grace, to face the trenches with a poker face, never feeling disgraced for asking for help, knowing they would hate. You said they'd act strange when I changed, and that they'd stay the same.

You told me, "God don't like ugly,"
and since I'm handsome, He must love me.

You taught me to face my problems,
to solve them, to never run,
and that if I pray, my worries would fade,
for I am your son.

When I got locked up on false charges, 
I had to fight back.
Those charges I had to beat it,
but they wouldn't leave me alone, like I'm Mikejax,

They are knowing I’m Mr. Thrilla.
I ain’t no killer, but I'm always determined to get even, because success is the best revenge, and I believe in it.

I'm impatient for karma, so my anxiety can get the best of me, but thanks, Dad, for communicating with my spirit,
even though you never met me.
I know it wasn't your fault;
I learned from our spiritual talks how to walk,
you're in my heart by default, holding down the fort.

I'll carry the torch,
build on the foundation we fought,
I learn from the battles, they were for a cause.
those were the lessons you taught, forevermore.

So, when the nights get heavy and the silence gets loud, I hear your voice in my chest like thunder behind the clouds.

I walk with your wisdom sewn in my soul
and stitched into my stride.
Your hustle's in my veins; your pride's in my eyes.

They say grief fades, but I wear it like armor
not to mourn ya, but to honor.
I thank you for making me father.

You never held me, but you built me.
You never met me, but you filled me.

And now I stand—flawed, fierce, and chosen
a living echo of the man who taught me
how to turn pain into motion.

Rest in power, Dad.
Your ghost doesn’t haunt me—it guides me.
And I’ll keep rising 'til the whole world recognizes
who lit the fire inside me.

 

 


[image: Image]

Ray Charles

Like a ray from the sun, 
you beam through the clouds,
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