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Dear Reader:


Thank you for picking up this copy of Daddy’s Maybe by Pat Tucker, a phenomenal storyteller. In Daddy by Default, Pat introduced us to Parker Redman, a man who was forced to pay child support for a child that never existed. Many men in the universe are supporting kids because they were tricked by females. The Maury show is a prime example where women claim that the male guest is the father of their child, only to be proven wrong through a DNA test.


In Daddy’s Maybe, we revisit Parker five years later. After his devastating experience, he is now an outspoken advocate for father’s rights as he travels throughout the country. Throw in some female characters and their baby daddy drama, and you have an interesting read.


I hope that you enjoy Daddy’s Maybe and that you will also pick up Pat Tucker’s next novel, A Social Affair, co-authored by another phenomenal Strebor author, Earl Sewell.


As always, thanks for supporting the authors that I publish under my imprint, Strebor Books. All of us truly appreciate your support. If you would like to contact me, please email me at Zane@eroticanoir.com.


Blessings,
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Zane


Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com/
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PARKER


“Listen, here! We tell everyone to always get a DNA test! That’s procedure around here. But I don’t want you to worry, because we will be right there by your side at the press conference. First, we’re gonna focus on the judge’s personal vendetta. Then, we’re gonna to talk a little about your case and put it out there,” I said.


“What’s my lawyer saying about all of this?” Mario Gleason asked nervously.


Mario was a divorcee who found out that neither of his two children was biologically his. Despite the DNA test that showed a negative paternity result, which excluded Mario as the biological father, his ex-wife was trying to move forward with her claim for child support. I saw men like Mario on a regular basis.


As founder and President of Don’t Force Fatherhood, or DFF, one of the largest and most active fathers’ rights organizations in the state of Texas, scenes like his played out too often in my office. At DFF, I drilled it into the client’s head: Always Get a DNA Test!


I started the non-profit organization after my own personal experience with paternity fraud. DFF offered two membership levels: the free membership and our new premium membership. As a premium member, men had access to our entire legal roster. They could direct an unlimited number of questions to licensed attorneys through our website or in-person in the comfort of our offices, along with other benefits. Mario had a premium membership.


“I’ve been in touch with your attorney and he’s frustrated too. I think the press coverage will help. Trust me, I see cases like yours more than I care to admit,” I said.


But still, he seemed nervous. When he looked like he didn’t want to leave, I waited before I said anything else.


Mario’s eyes darted downward. He sighed really hard. I knew exactly what he was feeling and what he was going through. I remembered the feeling of hopelessness, the feelings of frustration, and then, downright fury.


“This is gonna be a helluva battle, but it’s not impossible,” I said quietly.


When he started shaking his head, I knew he was probably fighting back tears. Few words could describe what a man was feeling at a time like that. I only knew because I’d been there. I knew what it was like to want to scream at the top of my lungs that the kids not mine and I shouldn’t have to pay!


I reached over and patted his back a couple of times.


“We’re gonna work through this. You gotta hang in there, buddy,” I said.


“That’s easy for you to say.” He choked on his words a bit.


“Ain’t nobody threatening you with jail, man! These fools trying to threaten me with jail time if I don’t pay!”


After he sat, I took my seat. I waited for him to turn to me. It took a few minutes, but he looked at me, blinked back tears and said, “I ain’t never spent a day in my life behind bars.”


“Well, I have. And I can tell you, it’s no fun! Not only is it not fun, but it’s even worse when you’re in jail for not paying child support, when you know damn well you ain’t fathered no child!”


His eyes narrowed as he zeroed in on me. Recognition etched itself into his features. His bushy brows crept inward like they were being pulled together by an invisible string.


“So you’ve been to jail. . .”


“For not paying child support!”


His eyebrows were nearly meeting in the middle of his forehead. He looked around the office. I watched as he took in the pictures of me with the mayor, the governor, and other lawmakers. Then he looked back at me. He looked bewildered.


“But you’re famous, aren’t you?” he asked.


“I’m not famous, not really, but what I have done is built a solid reputation on the shoulders of the many men I’ve helped. And I was able to help them because I’ve already walked in their shoes,” I said.


“You went to jail?”


“Boy! Did I?” I leaned back in my executive leather chair and told Mario my story. I told him how I spent months behind bars and was literally held hostage until I came up with the money to pay back child support. I told him how it wasn’t until the press got involved and exposed my situation that I finally brought attention to the greatest injustice any man could imagine, much less experience.


“So you didn’t even know this chick,” he said more than asked.


“My case was extreme. But still, it was a form of paternity fraud. A woman had it in for me, and specifically targeted me. She knew the system, knew how to work it, and basically got away with it.”


“But how? Wasn’t she breaking the law?”


“Yes and no. See, part of the problem is the law isn’t set up to recognize and punish paternity fraud. The concept is still relatively new, but once I got a state representative to hear me out, he was able to author legislation that helped my case.”


“You get your money back?” Mario asked.


I shook my head. I didn’t want to discourage him before we even got started.


“So this bitch intentionally set out to finger you as her kid’s father, and nothing happened to her?”


“It took some time, but my name was recently cleared. Now we’re about to work on the next phase of this nightmare,” I said.


“Whoa! Wait, we’re talking some years,” he balked.


“Again, my case was extreme. Yours, textbook, you’re gonna be okay and it won’t take half the amount of time mine did,” I said.


Mario looked at me like he didn’t know whether to believe what I said. I noticed the distant thoughts running through his mind. His eyes told me he wasn’t trying to hear me talk about years. He was desperate for resolution, and he wanted it immediately.


“Man, I don’t have years. Hell, I barely got months,” he said.


“Listen,” I started with as much calm as I could muster up. “I can’t promise you a quick process, but I can promise you that you won’t have to go through this alone like I did.”


He blinked quickly.


“I could yank that trick by the neck and squeeze all the life from her sluttish body,” Mario said. There was no mistaking the rage in his eyes. It looked so familiar to me because, for years, I saw the same thing when I looked in the mirror.


Before he could turn to leave, a loud crashing sound pulled our attention toward the front door. A crazed man burst into the office.


“Yo, Parker. Man, you gotta come outside. I didn’t know where else to go. I can’t believe she called the law, man. I can’t believe this shit!” Collin Rivers was tall and usually looked more like a banker than someone on the run.


Collin stumbled into my office, breathing hard; his hair disheveled, and body drenched in sweat. His T-shirt clung to his body like another layer of skin.


“Collin, calm down. What’s going on?” I looked through the windows, trying to see what or who had chased him into our office.


“All I did was go over there and try to talk to her. That’s all I was doing. I just went over there to try and talk to her. That’s all, man, I swear,” he stumbled all over himself.


I wanted Mario to leave before I started talking to Collin, but things moved so fast, it was hard to keep up.


“Collin, man, calm down. Here, let me get you some water,” I said.


“I don’t want no damn water, Parker. Man, you don’t hear what I’m trying to tell you. One minute I’m trying to talk to her, the next thing you know, I’m flying down 59, a trail of cop cars behind me.”


My eyes got wide. And that was when we heard it.


“Come out with your hands where we can see them!”


My head whipped toward the door.


“Is that someone on a bullhorn?” It looked like the Fourth of July with colorful lights dancing outside my storefront office.


“Parker, they was chasing me like I stole something,” Collin said.





LACHEZ


There was a running joke around 1307 Baker Street. Apparently, the digs were so nice there, people didn’t mind going back. Yours truly was not one of those people. I looked around and I wondered what the standards were if this place was considered the Cadillac of the Harris County Jail System.


“Say, baby girl, whatchu know good?” Peebles asked as she pimp-strolled into the day room downstairs.


“Just counting down the days, ready to spring up outta here; you know the drill,” I said.


Jail was not the business, regardless of how much nicer this facility was supposed to be than the other dumps. Here at 1307 Baker Street, there were about 250 females. Each dormitory was designed to handle forty-eight inmates.


The day room was where the TV and several chow tables were. There was a door that led outside for recreation. Upstairs there were twenty-four sets of bunk beds. The shower area consisted of four shower heads with hot water, porcelain sinks and toilets. There was a cold water fountain upstairs and down. Unlike 1200 Baker and 701 San Jacinto, there were windows that actually allowed us to see the sun.


There was nothing in the county lock-up but a bunch of hoes, thieves, and backstabbing haters. There weren’t any violent offenders here. These inmates were charged with multiple DWI, theft, minor drug possession, fraud and shit like that. I had no plans to come back, and I couldn’t wait for my two days to come. Of course, I tell all these haters I have two weeks left, ’cause when you a short-timer and everyone knows, you might as well have a massive target on your forehead.


“So, you out in a couple of weeks, huh?” Pebbles asked like she was suspicious. She was a thirty-four-year-old black chick accused of passing a slew of bad checks. Pebbles was short and petite, but she ran the yard. “You ain’t one of ’em lying and shit about their day, right?”


“Oh, never that! I ain’t fixing to lie on that,” I said. All the while, I’m wondering why Pebbles is all up in mines.


Pebbles was always in the middle of some mess, so I stayed clear of her. I didn’t need any trouble, especially when I was so close to getting up outta here.


When a ruckus suddenly broke out on the other side of the day room, Pebbles jumped up and rushed over there like her life depended on it. I didn’t care if the building crumbled or burned, I just wanted out. As the crowd swelled, I eased up out of there and headed back upstairs. When they locked the joint down, I didn’t want to be anywhere near the melee.


*  *  *


Two days later, when I sprang up out of there, I expected something like you’d see in the movies. You know, where the wide gate slowly opened and loved ones waited with a stretch limo stacked with all your favorite foods and drinks.


But the scene for me was nothing like what you might find in a movie. Processing started in the afternoon, but I wasn’t released until 2:45 the next morning! I was pissed! I had no money, nobody to call, and no one was waiting.


“How the hell am I supposed to get home?” I asked the guard.


“Hell if I care. Hop the bus.” He shrugged.


I started to read him up one side, then down the other, but thought better of it. I didn’t need any more trouble. What I needed was to find my way over to my girl Toni’s until daybreak so I could holler at my mama Darlene’s hateful behind.


I grabbed my bag that held what little property I had. I was waiting with the rest of the females who were released. We stood and waited for them to open the door.


We walked a short distance and lined up to get on the bus. The only information they gave us was that we were being dropped off at the Greyhound station. After that, we were on our own.


“Lachez!”


I whipped my head toward the sound of someone calling my name just as the line started to move.


The smile on my face must’ve been priceless when I saw my girl, Toni, standing there leaned up against a sweet whip. I scrambled to get out of line and ran toward Toni like we were long-lost lovers.


“Guuurrrl, what are you doing here?” I screamed.


We must’ve been quite a vision the way we hugged, laughed and screamed like two fools in love.


“Shit! I’m here to scoop your ass! I remember what it was like six months ago for me and I didn’t want you to have to go out like that!” she said as the hug wrapped up.


I couldn’t remember a time I was so happy to see her.


“Damn, you right on time!”


“Yeah, I didn’t want you trying to hook for a ride to my place,” she joked.


“Umph, after what I’ve been through, I wouldn’t mind turning a trick or two.” I laughed.


“Girl, you know I got you, right?” she asked.


I had no idea what that meant. It was one of Toni’s bright ideas that got us both sent to jail almost two years ago, so I was not trying to be on any revolving door type of mess.


“Listen, we’re gonna head to the house, rest up, then I’ve got some plans for us later,” she said after we settled into her car.


Toni looked good, reminded me of the good ol’ days when we were running the streets and running men like they were both going out of style.


“What you done got us into now? I ain’t even been out a good five minutes and you already got plans? Really, Toni?”


“Now you know good and well, I couldn’t let my girl get out without any fanfare, right? You know that wouldn’t even be my style,” she said as she navigated the streets.


“I just wanna see my kids. You know Darlene done made me rattle off a long list of impossible promises just so I can see my own damn kids.”


“Girl, let’s not worry about any of that right now. Let’s get you to the house, cleaned up, and rested. Tomorrow, when you feel like rolling over, we can hit a few corners.”


I nodded.


Toni turned up the music and we rode in silence the rest of the way home. I had so much running through my mind. My life was a mess, and I knew I had much work ahead, ’cause I needed to get a grip real fast-like, so I could make it do what it do.





EBONI


“Ummm, is that Shawnathon?” Ulonda Swanson, my bestie and partner in crime, asked as she craned her neck to look over my shoulder. She had good reason to be worried if she thought she spotted my baby’s daddy, Shawnathon McGee. He was a certifiable fool who was just short of crazy!


Ulonda and I sat outside on a near perfect afternoon. We were having lunch at Maggiano’s Little Italy restaurant near Houston’s Galleria Mall. I whipped my head around just in time to see that fool jump out of his Escalade. He left the truck right there in the middle of the parking lot, running, with his door wide open.


I scrambled to get up out of my chair but couldn’t move fast enough. One second, his truck screeched to a sudden stop, the next, he had bum-rushed me at our table outside on the restaurant’s patio.


But Ulonda sprang into action just as fast.


Heads turned, and other customers screamed at the crashing noise as glasses, dishes, and silverware went airborne. Shawnathon fell into a table and as he did, he hurled insults and swung wildly in my direction.


“You bitch!” He scrambled as he struggled to get to me.


But as usual, Ulonda blocked his path.


“I hate yo’ low-down, connivin’ ass. You gold-digging trick!”


My eyes grew wide; shock and horror invaded my features as I cowered down behind Ulonda. My heart raced and its beating sound pounded loudly in my hot ears. I felt my blood boiling. Nervous energy rushed through my veins.


“Five hundred feet!” I screamed. “Five fucking hundred feet! You need to quit! You know you in violation!”


“I’ll show you a violation, you bitch!”


“I got yo’ bitch, you punk! Why don’t you pay your damn child support! Pay up and quit hiding behind your pre-paid lawyers!”


I felt a sense of relief when two big burly men approached and pulled Shawnathon up from the wreckage of the collapsed table.


By now, the customers had gone from shocked, possible victims, to nosey whispering spectators. I couldn’t blame them, though. This was some reality TV type-drama, and it was my life! But I was done being embarrassed.


These kinds of run-ins had become more frequent. We still kind of ran in the same circles, so it was never a surprise when Shawnathon tried to go off on me in public.


“Shawnathon! You need to quit!” Ulonda yelled. “Somebody, please call 9-1-1!” she screamed as she looked around at the crowd of people who were shamelessly gawking. Ulonda had jumped in front of me and that seemed to piss him off even more.


“Ulonda, my beef ain’t with you!” he said. “Move, lemme at her!”


“What’s the problem here?” one of the big men finally asked. I guess he was no longer star-struck.


“The problem is, boys shouldn’t front like men. Then when it’s time to step up, their punk asses wanna cry and whine like a little mama’s boy!” I screamed. I served up much attitude because I knew that hit close to home, and I didn’t give a damn.


Shawnathon shot deadly daggers in my direction. His face was twisted and he looked more like a demon than the handsome superstar staring back at me.


“Sir, we need you to calm down,” the other man said. One of his big, beefy arms held Shwanathon at bay as he struggled to keep still.


“I’ma catch yo’ gold-digging ass, and when I do, ain’t nobody gonna be able to save your trifling ass!” He pointed a crooked finger in my direction. “Bet!” he said.


“So you threatening me now?” I asked. “Now you tryin’ to threaten me?”


“Oh, it ain’t no threat! I’m just keepin’ it one-hundred, ma! Just keeping it one-hundred!”


“Yeah, well, you better get your buster ass out of here before the law comes! ’Cause I don’t want you to go to jail, sorry-ass. I need you free and bouncing that basketball so I can get my paper!” I said while twisting my neck.


“Sir, we’re gonna have to ask you to leave,” one of the men said.


Ulonda was breathing hard. My pulse was still racing and a part of me hoped the police would come and catch his behind. Maybe a few days in the Harris County jail was just what he needed.


Shawnathon stood up straight and shook his head. He looked like he wanted to spit on me. Suddenly, Shawnathon turned to leave, but not before he tossed me one last, nasty look over his shoulder as he rushed back to his running truck and hopped in. He peeled out of the parking lot, careened around the corner, and left a chorus of honking horns in his wake. In his rush to get away, he had cut off several other drivers. But just as quickly as the drama had started, it was over.


“Let’s go!” Ulonda screamed as she pulled a bunch of crumpled bills from her purse. She dropped them on the collapsed table, and tugged at my arm to steer me out of the gate and into the parking lot.


“We not paying for the damage his stupid behind caused. Let’s bounce before we gotta ride downtown to answer a bunch of questions.”


It was times like this I was glad for my girl and her quick thinking. I was still somewhat discombobulated from Shawnathon and his latest antics. My legs wobbled and my hands trembled as I stepped over the mess and followed Ulonda to her car.


“You guys need to fix this. He can’t be flashing on you out in public like that,” she said. “It’s so not a good look!”


“I don’t know how it’s gonna get fixed when that punk don’t wanna pay child support,” I said. “It makes no sense. He thinks I’m supposed to feed, clothe, and take care of his children by my damn self when he helped to make ’em?”


“Men are a straight trip!” Ulonda said. She hit a button on her keychain and unlocked her car doors. We slipped into the car, buckled up, and Ulonda cranked it up. I felt like 50 percent of Thelma and Louise as she put the pedal to the metal and zoomed away from the scene just as we heard sirens blaring in our direction.


“See, that’s what I’m talking about! You would’ve been laid out on the sidewalk with your skull cracked open by the time they arrived,” she hissed. “There’s gotta be something you can do to get him to leave you alone!”


“Girl, he ain’t never gonna leave me alone. He wants me to walk away, always flashing that damn note in my face like that’s supposed to prove something. I wish he’d just pay up and quit fighting it!”


At the light, Ulonda turned to look at me. “You okay?”


I bounced my head back on the headrest and started to laugh. It wasn’t that she’d said anything funny, but it just dawned on me. That fool literally crashed our lunch, all but threatened to kill me with his bare hands, in a crowded, public place, but it wasn’t until he was gone, and we were safely in her car and around the corner, that she finally thought to ask if I was okay.


“Girl, you know you my dawg, right?” I asked.


She started to laugh. “I don’t know how much longer I’ma be your dawg with that loose cannon running around. Eb, if looks could kill. . .”


“I know, right!” I said, cutting her off.


Ulonda shook her head. “That fool was fired up! He looked like he wanted to snap you in two!”


“I’m surprised he didn’t have his note,” I said. “Usually he’s waving it around like it’s his get out of jail free card!” I said.


“Well, he should know by now that’s not gonna help his case. I mean, what kind of deadbeat refuses to support his own flesh and blood, because of some lame note?”


“As drunk as we were, girl, I can’t even believe he thought that would hold up in a court of law, but whatever, let him hang on to his little note; meanwhile, my ass gonna be laughing all the way to the damn bank!” I said as I wiggled in my seat. “I worked too hard to snag a rich man to not get paid!”


“I heard that, girl.” Ulonda pulled one hand from the wheel and reached over to slap high five with me. “But on the real, though, you need to start packing some heat. That way, when you see him coming, you can put your finger on the trigger and tap his ass a couple of times; bet he won’t be so quick to run up on you like he ain’t got no fear!”


Blank stare.


“Ssss, oh yeah, my bad; I forgot about that,” Ulonda said, looking like she was trying to think fast. “Umm, mace! You can get mace!” she yelled.


“You know, that’s not a bad idea,” I said. Since a felon can’t get a license to carry a firearm, I’d have to settle for the next best thing.


And she had a point. Besides, I knew for sure Ulonda wouldn’t always be there to act as a human shield between me and Shawnathon. The restraining order did very little to keep him away, so it was obvious that eventually, I’d have to take matters into my own hands.


Lord knows, I needed to be ready the next time he decided to jump bad on me.





SERENA


I was so stressed the hell out! I couldn’t even focus on the pleasure I was supposed to be getting. JahRyan Cox sucked on the inside of my right thigh so hard it was like he was trying to draw blood. I couldn’t stand men who made such a big production out of eating the coochie.


If you’re gonna do that shit, then do it, dammit! Don’t be dancing around the issue. Either you ready to eat, or don’t sit at the table!


And if he didn’t stop moaning like a bitch in heat, I was gonna get up and put him up outta here. What was sucking on my cellulite doing for him? Maybe he was one of them fetish kind of freaks or something.


JahRyan was okay to look at in the face. Nothing too pretty, he had average features, big brown eyes, wide nose and thick lips. But it was his body that offered promises. He wasn’t tall, but he was thick and stocky with ripped abs and swollen muscles. We had been kicking it for a little more than a year.


I rolled my eyes again. The fool pissed me off even more. I fumed as he gnawed on my left thigh. That mess tickled, and I was not in the mood to laugh. I thought I’d be screaming in ecstasy, releasing some of the pent-up frustration with orgasm number two, but no.


“Damn, your skin so soft,” he eased up to say.


The minute he moved his suction cup-like lips away from my thigh, I grabbed his head with both hands and tried to steer it where I needed it to be. But the fool resisted.


“Hmmm, aren’t we eager?” He chuckled.


Eager? I wanted to tell him, for as long as you’ve been sucking on my damn legs, I coulda busted three nuts and been in a deep, comatose sleep by now, but I held my tongue.


I shoulda known this was a bad idea, but I needed something more than what my battery-operated friends could provide. Sometimes human contact was in order.


“Uh, your skin,” he said, again.


I sucked my teeth. Enough with the soft skin! Again, I grabbed his head and tried to move him closer to the target. He was nowhere close! But what did he do? He pulled his head beyond my grasp.


“Lemme drive this car,” he had the nerve to tell me.


JahRyan could handle me on most days, but sometimes he behaved like he didn’t know this job was dirty when he signed up. He knew I wasn’t one of those little girly women who enjoyed letting the man take control. I needed a man who understood my need to run the show!


When he eased back down, and cupped each of my breasts, I thought, okay, now he was talking! But suddenly, that fool started sucking on my thigh again! I had had enough. I could show him a whole heckuva lot better than I could tell him!


“Get up!” I screamed.


His head popped up like a Jack-in-the-box. All of a sudden, he looked perplexed, like he was lost.


“What’s wrong?”


“I need you to go. I ain’t got time for this shit,” I hissed at him.


His eyebrows bunched together and he turned my nipples loose. He didn’t do it because he wanted to, but when I moved to get up, he had little choice.


“Serena, what’s wrong with you?”


“I got a rabbit with my name on it. I called you ’cause I needed to cum. You sittin’ up here acting like a high-school boy about to get down for the first time,” I snapped in his direction.


“Girl, as wet as you are, you trying to tell me you ‘bout to get up from here?” he asked, like the idea seemed preposterous.


“Watch me,” I said, as I wiggled to get from under him.


“Serena, you be trippin’. My dick is rock hard!”


“You shoulda thought about that while you were sucking on the body parts that didn’t count!”


“Girl, if you leave me hanging like this,” he threatened like my words didn’t mean anything.


But by then, his threats were talking to my back. I stormed into the bathroom, locked the door, and turned on the faucet. I pulled out my toy and checked to make sure the batteries were good to go.


Unfortunately for him, the sound of running water did very little to drown out the loud, vibrating noise. Just as I was trying to concentrate, the fool started knocking on the door.


“Serena! Are you doing what I think you’re doing in there?”


I didn’t even bother to answer. I closed my eyes and bit down on my bottom lip. I tried to focus.


“Ain’t this some shit! What’s that noise?” he barked.


I squeezed my eyes shut tighter.


“Open the damn door!” He pounded louder.


Bliss was in reach. I eased my tool to the spot and tried to relax. It wasn’t easy with all the banging and hollering going on outside the bathroom door, but I was determined to do what JahRyan refused to do earlier.


“That’s fucked up, Serena!” I heard him say. It sounded like he kicked the door.


But by then, nothing else mattered. That elusive sensation started to dance in the balls of my feet and I knew I was well on my way.


After JahRyan left, I tried to catch my breath. My body was coated with a thin layer of perspiration, no thanks to his sorry behind.


When I walked out of the bathroom on shaky legs, the only traces of him were the rumpled sheets and the pillows strewn across the room. I didn’t care. He should’ve handled the business and I wouldn’t have had to take matters into my own hands. That should teach his ass for next time.


I slipped on a robe and took off downstairs. My kids were away so I could get some and that fool acted like he didn’t know what to do.


“Umph, bet next time his ass’ll make it do what it do,” I muttered as I grabbed a snack and turned on the TV.


The moment I turned the TV on, my eyes focused on the image on the screen. Suddenly, all of my previous frustration washed over me like a heavy wool coat in the middle of a brutal Texas heat wave.


I eased a cigarette between my pursed lips, which formed an airtight seal around the filtered end. My hands trembled when I flicked my lighter on. I brought the flame almost to the tip of the cigarette, and sucked on it in short but hard bursts.


This clown had me wound so tightly, I was a nervous wreck. As I removed the cigarette from my mouth, I inhaled deeply, and allowed the smoke to flow smoothly into my lungs. I closed my eyes and instantly, my body started to relax. Finally, I was able to concentrate on what this fool was saying. The TV was blaring so I wouldn’t miss a single word.


“If you’re tired of these laws that unfairly hold men hostage, join our fight! We can change these outdated, useless laws and hold these women accountable!” the man on TV yelled. “Paternity fraud is wrong; it’s a crime, and it should be treated as such!”


“Who done died and made his ass the sheriff? Talkin’ about crimes and shit! What a fucking loser!” I screamed while I grabbed the cigarette from the astray and placed it back between my lips. I sucked in another long drag.


I watched and listened as he talked about the latest case he was involved with. What was he now, some kind of vigilante for whacko baby daddies? He was nothing but a hypocrite! Look at him, standing there in his expensive-ass suit, dressed to the nines, while my ass was over here struggling to make ends meet!


He made me sick to my stomach and I was even more disgusted over the way people seemed to hang on to his every word.


Thank God my cell rang when it did. I might’ve thrown something at the damn TV.


“Mom, can I spend the night at Latrice’s house again?” Semaj yelled the minute I answered.


I was glad she was finally coming out of her shell. Her separation from my ex-husband, James, whom she was named after, had been a difficult time in our lives.


But after a couple of years she seemed to be blossoming. Except here lately, she’d started asking questions about her real father! I needed the break that spending the night at her friend’s house provided.


Now here she was, interrupting my serenity. Why did kids have to be so damn worrisome? I rolled my eyes and finished my cigarette.


“Mommm,” she whined in my ear.


I looked at her daddy on the screen and decided it was time I knocked his cocky ass down a few notches!





PARKER


“Why are all these damn reporters parked outside our house?”


That was how my lovely wife, Roxanne, greeted me as I dragged myself into our house. She stood near the blinds in our living room and peeked outside.


“Did someone kill somebody or something? They’re like a bunch of maggots,” she said as she left her spot and turned her attention to me.


“You look a mess! What’s wrong and why are you so late?”


“It gets crazier and crazier every day.” I hated bringing work home and Roxanne hated hearing about the drama from my office most days.


But today she stood in front of me with her hands planted firmly on her hips like she was talking to our two-year-old instead of me.


“What now?”


“A guy shot a woman, took police on a high-speed chase and decided to run into my office instead of surrendering to the police.”


Roxanne’s eyes grew to the size of grapefruits as she listened in horror.


“Oh my God! Are you okay? Who is he? What about the woman? Is she okay? What happened?”


Her questions were coming faster than I could handle. Suddenly, her stance softened, and she rushed to take me into her arms. Roxanne showered my face and head with kisses.


“I wasn’t expecting you to say nothing like that! I can’t believe how crazy people are nowadays,” she sobbed. “Are you okay?”


“I’m fine. I’m fine. I try to tell these guys, violence is never the answer. I know how they feel. I understand their frustration, but violence doesn’t solve a damn thing!”


“Who is he?”


She guided me over to the sofa.


“Where’s the baby?” I realized I’d been home for a few minutes and he was nowhere to be found.


“Oh, he’s napping. He was extremely fussy so I put him down early.”


I looked at her cross-eyed. Putting our son, PJ, down early meant we’d be up all night.


“It’s not what you think. I’m taking him to the doctor tomorrow. I think he’s picked up a bug or something, so I think he’ll sleep right through the night.”


“Oh, do we need to take him to the emergency room?”


“No, it’s nothing like that. I’m monitoring his fever. I think we can wait until tomorrow.” She patted the sofa between us. “C’mon, now tell me what happened today.”


I started the story at the beginning, or at least what was the beginning for me.


“Collin Rivers rushed through the door like he was running from someone, and he was, but I had no idea it was the law! After I heard the police on a bullhorn, I talked to him, and he told me what he had done.”


“Wait, he’s the guy who kept getting arrested over his child support, right?” Roxanne asked.


I nodded.


“What happened?”


“Well, this last time when we finally got the child support payments to stop, he found out he wouldn’t get any of his money back and I think he snapped.”


“Why did he think he’d get money back?”


“I do the best I can to explain to these guys how the system works. It’s still far from perfect, but we’ve come a long way. I did my best to drive it home to Collin. ‘Man, you know regardless of how it turns out, you need to write that money off as a loss,’ I’d tell him, but it’s like he had his mind set on a recovery anyway.”


“So he shoots her?” Roxanne asked.


“Babe, by the time they get to me, many of these men are way past angry. I told him to stop communicating with her. I told him to let his attorney handle the rest, but he was determined.”


“Is she. . .?”


The horror on Roxanne’s face told me what she wasn’t brave enough to ask.


“No, she’s gonna make it. But now, he’s looking at even more jail time.”


Roxanne leaned in and wrapped her arms around my neck. I could feel her heart racing against my chest.


“Baby, I’m fine,” I told her.


“Yeah, this time, but Parker, these men are crazy and I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a bad phone call. PJ and I would be lost without you. I know the work you do is important, but the risks,” she said.


“Cases like Collin’s are rare, Roxy, and you know it. You also know there’s no way I’m gonna jeopardize my safety, no matter who I’m working with.”


I eased out of her embrace so I could look into her eyes. The last thing I needed was Roxy being a nervous wreck at home when I left the house. I was able to help other men because the home front was calm and solid for me. If my home life went off the deep end, everything would be ruined.


“Look at me,” I told her.


Reluctantly, Roxy looked me in the eyes. She sniffled as she did.


“You know the work I do is important. It’s my life’s mission, and it’s what allows us to live comfortably. You and Junior are my world, but this is how I provide for you guys, for us.”


She blinked back tears.


“I need you to stay strong. What would I look like, closing up shop because my wife is afraid something bad will happen to me?”


She chuckled a little, but I could tell she was still afraid.


“I hate having to worry about whether one of these crazy women or men will haul off and do something stupid to you,” she said.


“And you shouldn’t have to. I don’t want you worrying about any of that. That’s why the courts have started doing referrals much earlier and we’re able to intervene before the men even think about losing it. Hey, how long have I been going through this?”


I slipped my hand under her chin and tilted her face upward.


“How long?”


“Too damn long.” Roxy chuckled. She was still sniffling.


“Yeah, but long enough that you know I know what I’m doing, right?”


She nodded her head slightly.


I had gotten through to her.


“Now let’s eat. After the day I’ve had, I’m hungry. I don’t wanna have to think about Collin until it’s time to go back to court,” I said and moved to get up.
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