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Lamont



“Yeah, keep suckin’ that shit like that. Yeah, don’t stop,” I moaned as I watched this ole nasty ass thot slobber down my shit. This lil bitch had her wet ass mouth gliding up and down my veiny shaft like a bad-bodied fat girl sucking on a popsicle in the middle of the hot ass summer.

Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. Slurp. The sensual sound of her working that wet, delicious mouth magic on my dick was amazing. I loved that sound. Shit was like classical music to my ears. “Oooh, damn, girl, you gettin’ real nasty on that dick,” I moaned once more once I saw how shorty was glazing that dick up with her spit.

“Yeah, yeah, just like that. Don’t stop. Yeah, okay, now get them balls. Lick them balls, bitch,” I continued. I loved it when a bitch got down and nasty on a nigga’s nut sack. Ladies always focus super-hard on sucking that dick or licking that head. But the real prize is on them balls. Just be delicate though. “Ahhhh, fuck!” Her tongue danced up and down my right ball and she stroked my hard dick. Precum was oozing all down her hands. I was seconds away from letting off a volcano in Hawaii or some shit.

As this hoe kept going, I held my head back and closed my eyes. I imagined going off into space. A nigga was landing on a new, beautiful planet never discovered before. I pulled out my vape pen from my suit pocket and took a few heavy puffs off this fire ass Lemon Kush Indica cartridge one of my guys got from LA. You know what thought, these goddamn vape pens usually never got me smacked like a blunt. But fuck it, right now, this shit was hitting the spot. Especially since a nigga was getting his dick sucked on.

A few more minutes passed and truth be told, I would’ve been slid up in this hoe’s guts but we were in the parking lot of this church and I was due back inside any moment now.

Shorty kept going crazy on the dick until finally I released all of my nut into her mouth. “AHHHHH, shit! FAWWKK!” I cried as I shot a big ass nut down her throat. Shorty immediately pushed her head up off my lap and took a huge gulp. She didn’t budge.She let that nut slide right on down into the pits of her stomach. Fuck them kids. Yup, you already know! Yeah, I loved it when a lil bitch will guzzle a nigga’s nut. Get all of that protein down in your system.

“Damn, that was a big one,” shorty mumbled as she wiped her mouth. She smiled and chuckled. I noticed her hair was frazzled from me grabbing her head. I didn’t give a fuck though.

All of sudden she reached in and tried to kiss me but I as soon as she tried to plant a kiss on me I shoved her face. “Yo, what the fuck is you doin’?” I asked.

“What?” Shorty scrunched her face up in surprise. “I can’t get a kiss?”

“Man, you doin’ the most right now. You ain’t brush your teeth or none of that. Got my cum still up in yo mouth. And besides, we gotta go! You really tryna make out right now?”

“It is YOUR cum though…”

I smacked my teeth and looked this crazy hoe up and down. Was this bitch really serious right now? “Nah, I’m good on that one. Hurry up so we don’t look guilty as fuck,” I said shaking my head. I wiped myself down and fixed myself in the rear view mirror.

“Whatever, nigga….”

“Yeah, whatever my ass…” See, that was the problem with these bitches sometimes. You let them suck your dick once or twice and suddenly they wanna start doing weird, crazy shit. I like freaky stuff, don’t get me wrong. But I am in no mood to taste my own nut. That was just some straight gay ass shit.

Luckily the church parking lot was cramped and most of everyone was inside the church already. We were in my Impala. I wasn’t worried either about anyone catching us or seeing us ‘cuz just recently I had Rico, one of my guys from the old hood, throw on some super-dark tints on my shit. He owns his own garage and does custom body work from time to time.

Once me and homegirl fixed expeditiously fixed ourselves, we hopped out the car and bumbled our way back into the church.
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Thirty minutes later…

I threw my arm on the back of the pew looking around nervous as fuck. It had been so long since I’d stepped inside of a church for any reason.

Don’t get me wrong. I believe in a higher power or energy (or some shit like that) but going to church just was never my thing. I couldn’t get down with the idea that some God was out there, somewhere in the sky, constantly looking down on me, judging me for my actions and what not. Yeah, I sin like a muhfucka. But who doesn’t? Every muhfucka on the planet sins, including the goddamn pastor himself. Pastors usually are the biggest hypocrites anyways. Lyin’ ass, thievin’ ass niggas. Get more pussy than my black ass. Enough about that shit though ‘cuz truth be told, from the moment I walked in here I was ready to get this funeral over with. Besides, I was still horny than a muhfucka and a nigga needed to bust some walls down.

Anyways…As I continued to scan the church, I could tell by by the stale, impatient looks on everyone’s faces that muhfuckas was becoming restless. Some sat silently, staring off at nothing. Some kept their eyes glued to their cell phones for entertainment even though they were all congregated together for this somber, unexpected occasion.

It was mid-morning Saturday and all of us were here at the church for my ex’s grandmother’s funeral. Her death actually came as a surprise. Ms. Pearl actually seemed very healthy to everyone. Although she was eighty-three when she passed (many say someone that old is living on borrowed time), she was very active. Always out and about doing her day to day shit. She stayed walking the neighborhood for hours picking up trash and talking to other old folks. She loved gardening. From time to time I used to see her in the gym. But three months ago, out of nowhere, she was diagnosed with stage-4 ovarian cancer. Within weeks her health went to shit and now here we were, looking at her resting in her casket from afar.

I continued to look around, huffing and puffing. I patted my suit jacket to make sure I bought my vape pen ‘cuz at any moment I was gonna dip out to the bathroom and get high as fuck to pass time if this shit didn’t start ASAP.

I noticed a few people in the church were openly talking on their cell phones. Damn, now that was fucked up. Although I thought Ms. Pearl was a nasty, old naggin’ ass old bitch, I wouldn’t dare be THAT disrespectful, you feel me? Muhfuckas could at least go outside if they were gonna be talkin’ and what not. What bugged me out earlier though was when I counted at least five people who had boldly walked up to Ms. Pearl’s casket and took selfies with her body. Shit was mad outrageous.

As more people trickled in, the volume of peoples’ conversations increased to an outrageously disrespectful level. Two huge pictures of Pearl sat next to the podium with standing floral sprays of snapdragons, lilies and chrysanthemums flanking each side. One picture was of her in her prime – about thirty-five-years-old. The other was taken a mere three months ago. In each picture no one could deny she had been a beautiful woman. I could actually see my girl’s Jazmine’s features. Still didn’t like the old bitch though…

Suddenly, the church organist, some old ass decrepit looking lady, began to bang out Precious Lord, Take My Hand on the out-of-tune church organ. She accompanied the dragging tune with the sound of her crackling singing voice in a failed attempt to soothe the restless crowd.

Several people sitting in the pews were openly sniggering. Others didn’t even pretend to show the old lady an ounce of respect and continued on with their private and from what I overheard, inappropriate conversations.

“Chile…I just think it’s so strange Pearl was here one day and gone the next! It’s not like she was in a car accident. I thought cancer took longer than that to take you out. I wanna know what’s really going on?” I heard a pinch-faced brown skinned woman say. These hoes never stop gossiping, even when they have one foot in the grave their goddamn self, I thought, my eyes quickly scanning the crowd for Jazmine. Where in the hell had she gone? The service was now officially an hour behind.

“Man, where the fuck Jazmine’s at? Holdin’ up the fuckin’ service,” I accidentally muttered loudly enough for a few people sitting in the front pew to overhear me.

Though I shouldn’t have been, I was slightly shocked to see the church was packed to the brim. Damn, maybe this old lady just hated me? Shit, it’s evident she was loved, I mused craning my neck around the church. Where the hell had Jazmine gone?

I forgot for a split second that Mikayah, Jazmine’s best friend, was sitting right in front of me when I made that comment. She slightly turned in her seat with this annoyed gawk on her face and said, “Hrrrrm…WELL, if you had any compassion, you’d go check on her. After all y’all been through, the least you could do is be there for her like a real man.”

I guess she thought since I was Jazmine’s former high school sweetheart and the father of our three-year-old son, Hakeem, I should know what the hell was going on with this service. Shit, I almost didn’t even come.

I smacked my teeth and replied with, “Shut your ass up! If I was a real man? If YO ass was a real friend, a real woman, there’s a lot of shit you wouldn’t have done. Don’t play with me today Mikayah because I’m with all the shits. I don’t give a damn if I’m at a funeral. Don’t think because we’re in this church I won’t cuss your goddamn ass out. Watch Hakeem. Make yourself useful for once,” I hissed standing to my feet and slipping from the pew to go find Jazz.

Mikayah folded her arms across her chest, poking her thin lips out. Yeah, shut that shit up, I thought. I could see her cheeks flushing red with embarrassment, courtesy of her Dominican mama. Little did anyone know, Mikayah was stressed the hell out and it wasn’t even her family member laying in the casket.

Ms. Pearl’s death couldn’t have come at a worse time. Just when things seemed to be looking up for me, this death had thrown a serious monkey wrench in all the plans I’d been concocting in my mind. After three months of us being broken up, I thought Jazmine was finally getting used to the idea of us not being together anymore.

If I knew Jazmine, and I did, this death was going to be a major setback to her emotionally. There was nothing I could do about it either. Regardless of what I had going on right now, nothing would allow me to treat the mother of my son badly, especially now.

Honestly, although we weren’t together officially anymore (I can’t lie – from time to time, I get some pussy or some head from her), I felt bad for my baby mama. I was well aware that Jazmine’s grandma was pretty much her only active, caring relative. Well, then again, she did have her Aunt Carolina, this big, manly looking ass bitch and her family. As far as Jasmine’s mother, well, she had lived and died by the drug life many years ago. I forgot if it was heroin or crack that took her out. I think it was that needle though because I know plenty of crackheads still alive and well, hitting that glass pipe everyday like it was it was their daily insulin. Ms. Pearl took Jazmine in when she was two and had been raised by her ever since. Her father was murdered before she was born in a drug deal gone bad.

Truth be told, it seemed kind of weird being here today. This old lady never liked me one bit. NEVER. Not even from the first day I met her ass. I felt like a phony even sitting at her funeral today. And the only reason I gave a damn about her being dead was because it hurt Jazmine and this old lady was good to my son. So I had to set my personal feelings aside about this old lady.

Somehow, I always got the blame for Jazmine not getting her degree, failing her college courses and don’t even start on when she’d gotten pregnant. In Ol’ Mrs. Pearl Robbins eyes, I was the only one to blame. Like I’d been running her granddaughter down for some pussy. Little did she know. No responsibility fell on Jazmine at all. I walked outside of the church, looked around and saw Jazmine standing off by herself. I quickly jogged over to her.

“What are you doing out here, Jazz? Everyone is inside waiting on you so they can start the service. You already know your crazy Aunt finna be out here talking shit.” I could hear the annoyance creeping into my voice and did my best to quell it. I knew Jazmine was going through it and this couldn’t be easy for her.

“What am I going to do without Big Mama, Lamont?” Jazmine asked looking up at me, her eyes a pool of tears. “Me and Hakeem really don’t have anyone now. No one cares about us,” Jazmine said now bursting into full-blown tears. Her shoulders were shaking and she looked pitiful as hell.

I didn’t say anything in response. I just looked at her, hoping she’d settle down so we can start this shit and get it over with.

I walked up to her and tried console her. “I know, Jazz. I know, but we—”

Suddenly Jazmine interrupted and said, “I don’t mean to sound selfish; I know she’s in a better place now, not in pain or suffering anymore but I want her back!” Her sobs picked up.

Jazmine had a small shapely build; she carried her 135 pounds in all the right places. After having my son, she quickly snapped back into shape. But as of the last week, baby girl had been looking bad.

Our breakup coupled with the death of Ms. Pearl obviously had really taken a toll on her. She looked thinner, her eyes looked gaunt and pinched. Her face was makeup-free which was odd for Jazmine. She definitely wasn’t a woman who needed makeup, but she loved wearing it and it was rare to see her completely bare-faced with her hair slicked back in a basic ponytail. Jazmine loved her bundles and having hair flowing down her back.

I looked at her shaking my head before pulling her into my arms to comfort her. Despite the uncertainty of my feelings toward Jazmine, we’d been together too long for me not to care. Eight years total was nothing to sneeze at and she was the mother of my child. That was a life sentence right there. We were connected forever.

“Stop saying that…,” I said gently rubbing her back. “Just because we aren’t together anymore doesn’t mean we aren’t family. Three months apart doesn’t take away all we mean to each other. I’m always here for you and Hakeem. You know that. You need to pull yourself together, Jazmine. If only for Hakeem’s sake. He’s only three but you know he’s been asking for his Big Mama.”

“Jazmine! JAZMINE!”

Shit! Told you. Here came her Free Willy lookin’ ass aunt.

“Get your ass in this damn church or this funeral is starting without you! My mama is dead and gone now and along with her that damn spoiling and coddling your dumb ass is gone too! You are not the center of attention today. My dead mama is!” Aunt Caroline screeched from across the courtyard as we both looked up at her retreating broad back. The basic black dress Caroline had squeezed her size 32 body into looked like it was screaming for mercy. Who the fuck lied and told people that black was slimming? When you’re a certain size it ain’t slimming shit! I thought swiping the tears rolling down Jazmine’s face.

I grabbed Jazmine’s hand and led her back towards the church.

“Let’s get in here and get this over with. You know how your Aunt Caroline can get.”

“I know,” Jazmine groaned squeezing my hand and leaning on me for support. I knew Jazmine felt lost this last week since her grandmother had succumbed to cancer. The diagnosis seemed to come out of nowhere and a mere three months after finding out she had cancer her grandmother, her life-line and only support system in this cold world was gone. To say she was floundering right now was an understatement.


Jazmine Robbins



Three hours later after leaving the cemetery, we were at the repast being held back at the church. Actually, my grandmother’s home church, Mt. Zion Tabernacle. I didn’t even know how I’d made it there to be honest with you. My mind was in such a fog. I couldn’t believe my grandmother was gone. Just like that…Gone.

As the sound of people talking and smacking on fried chicken filled the air, a million thoughts of dread filled my mind. Nonetheless, I looked around and Lamont, my ex, our child Hakeem and my best friend, Mikayah, were right by my side. They seemed to be the only three people in the world I could depend on now. Hopefully…

I stood there managing to nod my head at the people who stopped by the family table to give their condolences. I had no idea what they were even saying to me but I assumed they were offering their condolences.

“It’s so nice to see you again, Jazmine. I ain’t seen you since you were a child,” Ms. Jenkins, one of my grandmother’s childhood friends, said as she reached in to give me a hug.

“Same here, Ms. Jenkins,” I solemnly replied with a somewhat fake smile on my face.

“If you need anything, just let me know,” Ms. Jenkins said as she smiled and wiped my face. “It’ll be alright. You gon make it.” She walked off.

A few more people did the same; walked up to me, gave me their condolences and then walked off.

I’d sobbed uncontrollably during the service and fainted once at the burial site. I felt like the walls were caving in around me. There was no way I’d last too much longer around all these people attempting to put on a brave face when I didn’t feel that way at all. I was alone and scared as hell.

“Oh Lord forgive me, but some of these people are really getting on my damn nerves. What the hell are they saying anything to her for? I’m the one who just lost my damn mama! And truth be told, I think she was pushed into an early grave having to raise children all over again when that crackhead sister of mine overdosed and died leaving my mama with all this damn responsibility! She never had a chance to even enjoy her retirement!” I heard my Aunt Caroline roar under her breath.

Slight rage and fury came over me but I quickly quelled in. I had enough of her fucking comments for the day but I was going to let her slide because I guess she was saying crazy shit out of grief and mourning. I looked over to find her looking right at me dabbing a napkin over her face. Even though we were sitting down, she was sweating profusely and her napkin was now smeared with her cheap foundation.

“Caroline! Shut your goddamn ass up! You’re making a scene and I won’t have it! Do you hear me? And fall your big ass out again like you did at the grave site and you gon’ be laying on the damn floor! My back can’t take that shit anymore. When we get home, you gon’ put some icy patches all on my damn back!” I heard my Uncle Charles, Caroline’s husband, grumble as he quickly scanned around the immediate area, trying to make sure no one heard Caroline...or him.

We were seated at the small family table eating dinner so no one else heard, but I knew it was only meant for my ears anyway. For some reason, my Aunt Caroline had always hated me.

Over the years I had wondered if perhaps I was overreacting but no, my Aunt really did hate me. She’d been mean to me since she was a young child. I could vividly remember her pinching me for no reason and chastising me unnecessarily even when it was her kids who had done something wrong not me. It was strange because you would have thought I was actually taking something from her. It’s not as if we were close in age or anything.

Caroline had been a grown ass, married woman the day I was born. So there should have been no jealousy issues between us. The only thing I could think of was that my grandmother wasn’t too keen on doing a lot of babysitting for Caroline over the years.

My grandmother, of course, always interacted with Caroline’s two kids but it was like she was jealous that a dead woman’s child had her mother’s full attention. That, of course, put a stain on my relationship with my two cousin’s Charles Jr. and Imani. Though truth be told, they were as horrible as their mother. I glanced down at the table looking at Imani who was stuffing her face full of food.

Imani was every bit of three-hundred pounds. Imani and I were, in fact, the very same age, 23. Each of us was the spitting image of our mother. When I thought on it over the years, I knew that’s where the problem stemmed from.

Caroline and my mother were exactly two years apart. Caroline, being the oldest, was the spitting image of their father. He wasn’t a handsome man. Matter of fact, from the pictures I’d seen of my grandfather who passed before I was born, he was downright ugly. Rest his soul. But according to my grandmother, Jonathan Robbins, had been a great man and the love of her life.

My grandmother said all during their marriage, people questioned how he’d even get such a beautiful woman to marry such an ugly man. My grandmother simply stated he was a beautiful man inside and out to her.

That was what made her love him, unlike the ugly people who would dare ask her such a rude question. She’d tell me these stories all while she persistently reminded me that “pretty boy” Lamont wasn’t shit and that I’d soon find out the hard way.

Caroline was six feet, two inches tall, had high yellow skin tone and weighed a hulking 350 pounds. Honestly, in my eyes, she looked like a yellow silverback gorilla and her aggressive, belligerent and downright ignorant ass personality sealed the deal.

My mother Joyce, on the other hand, was the mirror image of their mother. Before the drugs took over, my mother had a smooth caramel toned complexion, a curvy petite figure from every picture I’d seen of my mother, she’d been a beauty from the day she was born. Everyone raved about how gorgeous my mother was before her life had taken a drastic turn and drugs along with a sorry ass man, my father, took over her life.

I was the spitting image of my grandmother and mother. Maybe that’s why my Aunt hated me so much? It had to be. Why else would a woman who was supposed to love you, hate you on sight?

The room was buzzing with everyone talking about what a special woman my grandmother was. I couldn’t help but smile and laugh a little even though my heart was heavy as hell. Big Mama was loved by everyone in the community.

“Look, Jazz. I have to get out of here. I traded shifts with someone at work just so I could be here with you today but I have to leave now,” Lamont said whispering in my ear.

The faint smell of his cologne made me feel warm inside, it always had. Even though Lamont had made it clear things between us were done, it still didn’t register with my mind or heart we were completely over. I needed him more than ever now.

“Hold on. I’ll walk you out to your car I wanna talk to you real fast,” I said raising from my seat.

Lamont was saying goodbye to everyone and gave Hakeem a hug. As we walked by, I could feel my Aunt's eyes pinned to my back. Things were going to have to change and quick. I had kept the peace and remained respectful all my life toward my Aunt but now that the glue that held our family together was gone, the gloves were off. We reached Lamont’s car and I grabbed his hand.

“Lamont, when you get off, do you think you could come by the house and stay with us?” I asked softly.

Of course I was slightly embarrassed to be asking but I really needed him right now and my pride wasn’t going to stand in the way of asking for what I needed. Lamont’s head snapped back and he glared at me through squinted eyes.

“WHAT? Your granny ain’t cold in the grave yet and you want me to come lay under her roof? Jazz, you know damn well that lady didn’t like me. I wouldn’t even feel right doing no shit like that! I’ma have to pass on that…,”he replied.

Was he serious right now? I smacked my teeth and said, “Nigga, I didn’t ask you to come fuck me! I’m asking you to just be here for me. I need you. You’ve made it painfully clear you want to move on from me. That you don’t want us to be a family anymore….”

“Girl, stop with that bullshit right now. Like I said earlier, we’re always going to be family ‘cuz we share a son.”

“So act like family and be here for me when I need you,” I said, my voice slightly cracking.

“Do you realize I’ve never spent a day in that house alone without my grandma and the last week has been hell for me? Lamont, I haven’t slept more than two to three hours at a time when I can. I can’t keep going like this. I’ve spent the last week just pretending she was off somewhere and coming back home soon but she’s not! Today I had to watch them cemetery workers lower my grandma into the dirty. No! Wait! Fuck that! She was my mama! It makes everything so final. She’s never coming back. If you don’t want to come by, have your mama come get Hakeem so I can at least grieve in peace without him seeing me fall apart. If your mama doesn’t want to take him, then he needs to go stay with you for a few weeks. You can be responsible for him full-time for a change,” I sobbed angrily. My emotions were so all over the place the last week and a half I felt like I was having a nervous breakdown.

Lamont took a deep breath rubbing his hands over his wavy hair.

“Look, I’m just going in for a quick four hours. As soon as I get off, I’ma run by my place to grab a bag and I’ll be over. For tonight only, Jazmine. That’s it. One night only. This can’t become a habit for us.”

“I know, Lamont. I think I’ma go in here and get Hakeem and head home now. Only because I can’t stand to be around my Aunt Caroline a second longer.”

“I know right. All these years I knew she was a bitch but today she really proved it. I barely got a plate of food between her and Imani,” Lamont said his face frowned up.

“Right! Do you want me to fix you something to eat for when you get off? Cooking for you and Hakeem might occupy my mind a little.”

“You don’t have to…,” Lamont said hesitantly.

“No, I want to. I don’t mind. I’ll see you when you get off,” I said managing a smile before I turned to walk back into the church.

“Ok,” he replied as he got in his car and took off.
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About a half hour passed and I was ready to leave. I looked down at my baby boy and said, “Hakeem, get your jacket. We’re gonna leave now, okay?”

“Okay, mama,” Hakeem said as he got up and grabbed his jacket that was resting on the back of his seat.

After Hakeem and I had walked back into the church, we sat back down at the family dinner table. I tried to eat a few things but my appetite was still gone. My Aunt Caroline and the rest of the family were still there of course, and her big ass was still going off at the mouth, complaining about everything. The pastor’s sermon. The church elder who played the organ and sung that horrible solo. The repast food. Everything. Aunty Caroline’s fat ass always stayed complaining about some shit but I never said anything. I just took it.

I guess my Aunt Caroline heard what I said to Hakeem. I stood up and before I could walk off, her rude ass said, “I’ll be over to the house tomorrow afternoon. We have a lot of business to discuss.”

“Can it wait a few days, Aunt Caroline? I really just need to wrap my mind around the fact Big Mama is gone and I haven’t slept the last few days.”

“No, I think it’s best we just get this over with…,” Aunt Caroline rudely stated.

But before she could continue, my Uncle Charles interjected. “I think the whole family needs a few days to adjust. Baby, your Aunt will speak to you about things next Monday. You take the rest of this week and the weekend to get yourself together.”

“Charles, I don’t need you…,” My aunt started up. But when my Uncle Charles’ eyes landed on her. All of a sudden, she got meek as hell. It was amazing how Uncle Charles could silence her with a mere glance. My Uncle was all of five feet, four inches tall and 150 lbs. They looked ridiculous standing next to each other.

“I’ll be over there first thing Monday morning,” Aunt Caroline spat and glanced away. Her fat ass then scooped a big chunk of potato salad in her mouth. Fat bitch just said earlier the potato salad was gross and here she was finishing off her second serving.


Caresha



Ipulled out my cell phone sneaking a peek at the time. Ten more minutes and I was out this bitch. I hated the shift I’d been working. Six am to two pm every Monday through Friday. Shit was a fucking grind!

When the alarm went off in the morning I wanted to toss that muhfucka out of the window but I loved getting off at this time of day. My entire afternoon was free. I hurried up and slid my phone back in my black Dickie work pants before my bitch ass manager Annie caught me with it out. Bitch needed to mind her own muhfukin’ business shit. Every time that hoe caught me with it out, she’d always insist I was trying to text or some shit. So what I was?!? Bitch, I can still do my job! Move on, bitch! I swear on God, this big-backed, toothless, pale-faced hoe made me so damn sick. Annie had been shift manager of this fucked up ass Jewel-Osco deli for two years.

From the way this old white bitch carried herself, you would’ve thought she was CEO of the company. Let me act like I’m doing something before her old fat white ass actually asks me to do some work, I quickly thought. I grabbed a towel and started wiping down the front display case counting down the last few minutes of my shift. I’ma have Damonte’ take us somewhere good to eat tonight.

“Hello, how are you today?” I heard a deep familiar voice ask.

I looked up from the display case into a set of deep-set brown eyes before my own slowly grazed down to a set of juicy full lips. Goddamn! The only thing that made my days worthwhile. It was my favorite customer, Kyrie.

Exactly one month after I started working here, this man started coming by the deli and getting a sandwich made by me at least three times a week. He never picked up the sandwiches that were already made and even if the deli was crazy busy, he always waited for me to make his sandwich. It was creepy and sexy all at the same time. The nigga obviously had some money.

Every time I saw him he was suited up and it wasn’t no Men’s Warehouse type shit either. Yeah, I was a broke bitch but I knew quality when I saw it, even if I couldn’t afford it. Yet.

I read all the fashion magazines I could get my hands on and this nigga was quality through and through. Made me wonder why the hell he was paying so much attention to me.

Yeah, I could turn a hood nigga’s head quick. But he was a whole different breed of Black man than what I was used to coming in contact with on a daily basis. And the weird routine of his had me looking through the crowd of customers every day wondering if I would see him on any given day. I always knew he was coming, just not when.

“What can I get for you today, Kyrie? The usual?” I asked throwing down the towel and washing my hands before I slipped on a pair of gloves.

“You know what I like. Hook it up. I’m just glad I made it here before you got off today. You leave at two, right?”

“Now why are you keeping track of my schedule better than me? Yes, I leave at two,” I said. I was trying to play hard and roll my eyes at him but my stomach felt like I had a thousand butterflies flitting around.

“Well, I don’t make a habit of eating everyone’s food. No one is going to make my sandwich like you do. I’m late having lunch because I had some meetings that ran late. I’m glad I’m catching you before you get off though. Can I talk to you for a few minutes when you get off?”

“Umm, okay,” I said quickly proceeding to make his turkey club sandwich just the way I knew he liked it. Whole wheat, light mayo, extra mustard with two pickles on the side. When I was done I handed it over to him.

I’d been working at this deli for exactly four months. The job was pure torture but it was a part of my yearly routine. Although I hated this shit, Kyrie coming in definitely made it worthwhile.

Shit, a bitch is way too cute for my feet to be hurting like this every day all year round. I was a whole different type of bitch. But until I come up how I want to, this wack ass job would have to do. For now, that is. Plus I had to make sure Damonte’ knew I was a down ass bitch and that when he was down, I would hold his ass up.

That’s right! Keep your mind on your own man, not random negros. Damonte’s connect had been out of commission for a while so money on his end was really tight these days. I knew this is why he was acting so funny lately.

“Excuse me, Caresha? Can you come over for a second?” Annie called out from across the deli floor.

My mouth twisted up to say something smart to her uglass. Instead, I decided to start my weekend on a good note and go see what this dumb white bitch wanted.

“Let me go see what she wants and when I clock out, I’ll be right over,” I told Kyrie as I walked off.

“What’s up, Annie?” I asked.

I glanced at the time clock right beside her desk and noticed it was two pm on the dot. I was already reaching for my time card while I waited for Annie to open her damn mouth. Before she’d gotten a word from between her thin bologna like lips, I’d already clocked out.

“So, Simon just called in. Jackie doesn’t come on for another two hours. Do you think you could stay until she clocks in?” Annie asked meekly all of a sudden.

My lips pulled down. Any other time, this bitch was trying to bark orders.

“Hrrrrm, I don’t know about that, Annie. I gotta go pick my daughter up from the sitter in exactly thirty minutes plus I get a ride home from another employee,” I said with the quickness, lying my ass off. Kinda.

Little did this slow hoe know, I was on the verge of quitting like I did every year. Ever since I had my daughter three years ago, I only worked from November through February. Just long enough to file my taxes and get myself a little windfall for the holiday season.

Shit, I didn’t use to work through February but once they extended the time frame to have the W2's mailed out, I decided to stretch it out. I might as well suffer a little longer and make some extra ends for the following tax season.

At this point, I had it down to a science how much money I had to make in order to get back as much as I could on my tax refund. Before I had Isis, I used to work full-time like everyone else but my daughter came first and I didn’t trust these damn daycare centers.

“Why don’t you call and see if your sitter can keep your daughter a little longer? Buses come past the store every hour…,” Annie implored. My head leaned to the side on this hoe. Really bitch?

“Annie, I make ten dollars an hour. Do you really think it makes sense for me to stay here to make twenty dollars and have to pay forty dollars in late fees? Even overtime added into that doesn’t make it worth it for me. And how I get back and forth to work is my business not yours. Why would I wait on a bus when I already have a ride I pay for? Not that it’s any of your business either,” I stated.

The nerve of this cracka ass hoe! Bet if I was a white bitch like Judith or Amber, she wouldn’t ask me that shit. Bitch had just plucked my last good nerve. It was a good thing I was done working for the week.

“Besides…It’s only two hours. I guess you’ll have to fill in. From my understanding as a shift manager, you’re responsible for working the floor too when we’re short...right?” I asked hand on my hip. This bitch’s face got red as a baboon’s ass. Yeah, bitch, I read the job rules and responsibilities in the handbook when I got hired. Mine and yours’ bitch! I thought laughing inside.

White bitch was still silent. Uhh huh. Yeah, say something else, pussy hoe.

“Let me go before I miss my ride,” I said hightailing it out of the deli. This lady had me so fucked up.

I started walking over to the deli area where I saw Kyrie standing there ordering a drink from the coffee stand that was set up. I paused to look down at myself. I wasn’t dirty or anything, I wore an apron all day but I quickly took off my hat and fluffed my hair out. At least my hair was looking good and my makeup was laid on a daily basis so I wasn’t even worried about that.

Why am I tripping anyway?

It’s not like I don’t already have a man already. Even if I didn’t, this man is way outta my league, I thought. Telling myself that still didn’t stop me from sweating like a whore walking into church on Easter Sunday!

“There you are…,” Kyrie said glancing over his shoulder at me. “Do you want a drink?” he asked politely.

“No thank you. I don’t really drink coffee like that,” I stammered nervously.

“I’ma get you what I always order. It doesn’t even taste like you’re drinking coffee really. You can throw it away if you don’t like it...but you will,” he said smiling at me.

I don’t think I’d ever seen a set of teeth so white and straight. Aside from my own, that was. People asked me all the time if I wore braces as a kid. I never needed them, thank God. My mouth would have been looking raggedy as hell if I had. My mama didn’t have money like that to be fixing our teeth. Thankfully I was blessed.

I glanced down at the time on my phone. Anisha was my ride and I was sure she was counting down her register right now. I didn’t have long to stand over here talking.

“So, how can I help you Kyrie?” I asked as he handed me over a drink. I took a sip; it was good as hell. I put the straw back in my mouth and took another sip.

“See, I told you it was good,” Kyrie said laughing at me. “I just wanted to talk to you from behind that counter for a change. After all, I’ve been coming in here for three months. Don’t you think it’s about time? And since you weren’t making a move to get to know me better, today is the day. So what’s up?”

Lord, I can’t even lie. Parts of my body started thumping. My heart was beating fast and my pussy was pulsing in a way it hadn’t in months and I slept with a man every night. But that was literally all we did lately. Sleep.

“Well, I have a boyfriend, Kyrie. And even if I didn’t, I hardly think I’m your type.”

“I make it a point to be in your face three times a week. What would give you the idea you’re not my type? Your man aside and I ain’t too much worried about his ass – when you told me about him just now, your eyes didn’t even light up at the mention of him. Whatever y’all have is a wrap, I can tell. You just haven’t admitted it to yourself yet.”

“I also have a daughter with my boyfriend.”

“Okay? If that’s the case why you keep saying he’s your boyfriend? That man ain’t married you yet? How old is your daughter?”

“My daughter, Isis, is three,” I answered shocked he would be so bold as to state his opinion on my situation.

“That’s even worse. Stop waiting on that nigga to make an honest woman out of you.”

My face heated with embarrassment. Not because I was married, but the fact this man really didn’t know me at all and had pinpointed a problem in my relationship I was constantly bringing up to Damonte’.

We’d been together for almost four years and I’d asked the same thing. Why weren’t we married? Hell, Damonte’ hadn’t even proposed yet. Yet he talked like we were already at that level. I wasn’t crazy – no official moves had been made on his part to make me anything more than his second baby mama.

“You have a point there, Kyrie. If I’m not married, I’m single but I’m not out here just bouncing from one man to the next. I don’t know what the fuck you’ve been thinking about me these last few months you’ve been coming in here looking at me but that ain’t it.”

“Hold on, now. I haven’t made any assumptions about you. I’m coming straight to you today to find out what’s up. You say you have a man. I can respect that. So, how about this, when you don’t have a man and that situation is no longer beneficial to you, call me,” Kyrie said reaching into his inside pocket and pulling out his wallet. Seconds later he was pressing a business card into my hand and the slight touch of his fingers touching mine sent a shiver up my spine.

Before I could speak, Kyrie was on his way out the entrance to the store. I walked over to the window and watched him slide into a black Mercedes- AMG C. Here I was playing hard to get and I was bumming a ride to and from work. Shit, speaking of which, let me get over there to Anisha before she tried to leave me and then I’d be really looking crazy. I placed Kyrie’s card in my back pocket.

I walked over toward the registers where my girl Anisha was ready to clock off. I saw the next cashier taking her spot already standing there. Anisha was the reason I was working this crazy ass shift. Anisha stayed in the same apartment complex as me and we’d been cool the last year since I moved in with Damonte’s mom. Anisha is the one who told me they were hiring.

I hung back a little to wait for her. Anisha had already counted down her register. Five minutes later Anisha joined me on a walk through the store toward the employee breakroom.

“Girl, why this lady try and get me to work two extra hours? I wanted to call her a bitch! This hoe doesn’t even realize how hard it is for me to work the eight I’m scheduled,” I said pulling my purse out of the small compact locker once we’d entered the breakroom.

“Well, you might want to see about it for next week because I’m going to pick up some extra hours for as long as I can get them. I was going to tell you on the ride home but now is as good a time as any. We’ll work it out as far as the gas money. You can just give me half for next week since I won’t be taking you home. Unless you pick up more hours and stay until I leave. Girl, I thought maybe you would stick around a little longer. Are you still going to quit? You have to admit, the day goes by quick, you can even move around departments if you want. Like I said before, I started off in the deli but moved on to be a cashier,” Anisha said

I had to turn my back on Anisha’s ass and quickly acted like something else had caught my attention in the break room. I rolled my eyes to the sky and took a deep breath. Why were bitches always trying to get me to work a full-time job? I didn’t feel like working full-time. Hell no I didn’t want to pick up any damn extra hours. How the hell was I going to get home now? I wondered. Well, Damonte’ was just going to have to pick me up.

This little yearly hustle was doing me just fine. My daughter wasn’t even in school yet. Anisha was breaking her back bringing home this little ass check but her daughter, Kiana, was being raised by a daycare worker. And to add insult to the whole sad situation, I knew for a fact Anisha’s baby daddy, Trey, was fuckin’ everything with legs. Women and men, if word on the street was true! I’d heard some things recently but that was none of my damn business.

I could only imagine the fraud ass shit Damonte’ would pull if I were out of the house eight hours a day, five days a week. No, ma’am! I had enough trouble corralling this nigga to make him do right. How would I keep tabs on shit if I was working all year round?

“Well, girl, you know I appreciate you hooking me up with this job and all but I refuse to work full-time until Isis is in school. Plus you already know how energetic she is. I wouldn’t even trust no one to watch her.”

“Energetic? Oh, is that what we’re saying instead of bad as hell these days? Okay, girl.”

I cut my eyes over at Anisha. Now see, little side comments about my child were liable to get you cussed the fuck out. If it wasn’t for the fact I needed this ride home and I’d already given her twenty dollars for gas for the week I would have done just that. Just because Anisha’s daughter sat around quiet watching T.V. all damn day didn’t mean she was good. Isis was just full of energy, unlike Anisha’s little pudgy ass daughter.

“Well, I’ma mother first. I’m raising my child as I see fit. So for me, that means being with my child during these formative years.”

Take that bitch! I thought. Some bitches, friend or not, really thought I was stupid. I knew how to use big words too!

After a few minutes spent gathering our things we were out the door and inside of Anisha’s 2006 Honda. I was not even going to lie. My nose was turned up after all Anisha’s preaching to me about a damn job when all she had was a muhfuckin’ ’06 hoopty! All the work Anisha had been putting in, she should at least been pushing a 2015 or some shit! But I was going to mind my business like Anisha should have been when it came to my daughter.

Ten minutes later we were pulling up to our apartment complex, Shady Lane Homes, out on 75th street. I grabbed my bag and stepped out of the car.

“It looks like someone new is moving in the way this damn U Haul is all in my damn way!” Anisha stated looking over at the truck nosily. There were two fine ass brothas unloading things from the truck.

“I’ll see you in the morning, girl,” I said.

“Okay and don't forget to have your gas money ready. Because you already know my car don't move with extra bodies unless I have gas money. I’m just reminding you now in case I don’t see you this weekend,” Anisha said.

I stopped dead in my tracks.

“Damn Anisha! You act like that twenty dollars is going to make or break you! You mean to tell me if I don’t hand you the money on Monday morning, you wouldn’t let me catch a ride to work?”

“I sure wouldn’t. I let you ride for a whole month before I started charging you. I thought you would have had the decency to just offer yourself but you didn’t. What I look like letting you ride for free? Plus, sometimes I’m going in a little early for you or staying a few minutes after so you can get home. I ain’t doing shit for free. I have a child to take care of just like you. And I plan on leaving Trey as soon as I get my tax refund.”

What kinda talk was this? My interest was piqued. I’d never heard Anisha mention wanting to leave Trey before. Despite all the recent tea I’d heard about him, no one could deny Trey Moore was fine as hell. And my nigga Damonte’ was fine in his own right but Trey was eye candy for damn sure. He and Damonte’ from my understanding had been friends since junior high, so they hung out all the time.

Before I heard the rumors about him liking men too, if Damonte’ and I broke up, I might have had my eye on his ass. Especially since Anisha had worked my damn nerves today with that comment about Isis.

“What? What’s going on girl?” I asked nosily. My ears were perked and ready for all the tea.

“Too much to talk about and to be honest. I ain’t even trying to run this nigga down at this point. I’m just tired. As they say, I can do bad all by myself and since I am holding everything down by myself that’s how I want to be. Me and my daughter by our goddamn selves,” Anisha said her voice breaking.

I was shocked. I always took Anisha for more of a weak bitch. Anisha sounded like her mind was made up though.

“Well, why are you going to uproot yourself? Why not just put his ass out? Girl, I plan on moving once I get my taxes, too. But girl, you already know we’re staying with Damonte’s mama and it’s crowded as fuck. We have zero privacy. So I’m moving, too, girl, but I’m taking my nigga with me! Besides, do you have any proof he’s out here doing something or are you just trying to leave?” I asked trying to get all the tea while trying to see if she’d been hearing the same rumors I had about Trey?

Granted, I’d heard things but I wasn’t even sure if I believed them myself. It was a known fact he cheated on her with females we knew about all the damn time. Anisha stayed out here fighting over him and didn’t hesitate to confront a female she thought was stepping on her toes in regard to him. Today she just sounded like she was over it which was strange for her.

Anisha stood there shaking her head vehemently. “Chile’ please. I’m leaving this nigga because if I waited for him to leave me it would never happen. Shit, why would he leave? He has it too good. Trey ain’t going no damn where. So I’m leaving. Plus this apartment is in his name so I don’t have to worry about leaving. A bitch even put cameras in the damn apartment, girl! I need to lay eyes on the bitch who would disrespect the place I pay rent at. Anyways, girl, let me get on in here. I know he ain’t fed my baby a damn thing and I had to cuss his ass out just to go pick her up from the sitter.”

I was very fucking upset when Anisha had brought up that gas money. I felt like running up behind her and pushing her slick talking ass to the damn ground. However, now that I knew Anisha was up in that damn apartment miserable as hell, I felt much better. Whew chile! If a bitch had to put hidden cameras in her own house to babysit a nigga, then yo ass was really doing bad!

I could promise you I wasn’t going to ever leave my nigga. I mean, things between us weren’t perfect by any means but as of now, there wasn’t anything I felt we couldn’t work on either. I’d been contemplating moving out on my own but that was a last resort. I wanted Isis to grow up with a complete family, so even though I had a fine man acting like he was interested in me, I knew we were too different and I did love Damonte’.

So, no. I wasn’t leaving my man. For what? So these hoes around here could lay up with all Damonte’s good dick? Hell nah, I thought. My face was frowned up and my lips were tooted up at the mere thought of it. I clutched my bag close and walked into the building.

I walked in the house and Dorothea, Damonte’s mom was laying on the couch watching Paternity Court. It was her daily routine to the point this lady acted like she hadn't lived life if she missed this damn show. It made me wonder if there was a personal reason Dorothea liked the show so damn much? Damonte’ did tell me he’d never met his father before. I wondered how many DNA tests Dorothea had done on Damonte’ before? The kids were sitting on the floor in front of her playing with toys.

Isis jumped up and ran over to me.

“Hi, mama! I’m hungry,” Isis immediately said.

I looked over at Damonte’s son who was named after him. We just called him DJ. He just cut his eyes at me. Where the hell did a five-year-old kid learn that from? I knew that little boy hated me. It didn’t help I knew his mother talked plenty of shit about me in front of him.

Truth be told, I hated he was over here all the time. But from the second Damonte’ and I met, his mother let it be known her grandson was her priority and that she wasn’t going to be caught up in any love triangle.

Then, when I got pregnant she said she was going to treat both of her grandkids equally. Well, Dorothea had stuck exactly to that. If she watched Isis on the weekend, DJ had to be right there, too. Plus, she made me pay her for watching Isis while I was at work. Now that pissed me the hell off! It wasn’t like Dorothea was at a job working.

Dorothea’s lazy, trifling ass was drawing a disability check and wasn’t shit wrong with her ass as far as I could tell. Yeah, she was crazy as hell but all the ex-crackheads I knew were a little off once they got themselves cleaned up as far as I could tell. Dorothea knew damn well she could be somewhere working. Damonte’ and I couldn’t get ahead because we were paying his damn mama. But when I looked for other daycares and places to take Isis, the seventy-five dollars a week his mama was charging me was a steal so I hurried up and shut my damn mouth.

I was itching to move out of here so bad I could hardly stand it. It was crazy because before I was living with her, Dorothea and I got along really good. But, baby, once we moved in?!? It was like she wanted to treat me like her child. That was okay for Damonte’ since he was her child but she was letting him do as he pleased and stayed on my ass about dumb shit. It’s not like I just moved in here and did nothing.

I took care of Isis when I was home, made sure our laundry was done and out of her way. I helped keep the apartment clean, it wasn’t like she was picking up after us. She took it upon herself to cook all the meals to the point I got tired of arguing with her to do my part in that area. Damonte’ helped Dorothea with a few household bills when he had money coming in and I took over when he didn’t. But his mama just always had some shit to say to me.

All I wanted to do was get us all back to how we used to be when we didn’t live together. Hell, even my relationship with Damonte’ was better before we moved here. That and when he actually had his own money.

I just knew it killed him to depend on me just to have money in his pocket. I’d told him many times that didn’t matter to me but I knew it fucked with his manhood. But what annoyed me was that it didn’t fuck with him enough to make him go get a regular job like I did. At the end of the day, Isis wasn’t going to go without just because Damonte’s connect got locked up. I was going to make a way out of no way. And I was only giving Damonte’ just enough from my checks so he could have some pocket money. Fuck that.

“Caresha, I'm sure glad you’re home for the day ‘cuz these kids have run me ragged. Shoot, you can take over with your daughter and stepson,” Dorothea said raising up from the couch.

I had to bite my tongue before I snapped. I’d just gotten off work and was tired my damn self. Dorothea had sat her crackhead ass over here all day long and now my child is acting like she hadn’t even had lunch? What the hell had Dorothea been doing all day? Plus I hadn’t invited DJ to come over. His little badass don’t even listen to me. No Ma’am.

I refused to play step mama to this little boy today. He better sit his ass out there with his grandma and watch Paternity Court, too, I thought. I knew it sounded mean but I was not going to have this lil boy telling his bougie ass mama I did something to him. So I just made it a point not to even be alone with him. After the first argument Damonte’ and I had about DJ when I kept him alone two years ago I refused to do it again. And Dorothea was well aware of it too. So it was beyond me why she even said anything about me watching him.

“I checked the mail I didn't see no W-2 in there yet. They must be taking their time mailing those out this year,” Dorothea said running her fingers through the tangled mass of braids on her head that should have been taken down weeks ago.

I covered my hand to hold in a laugh when she pulled her hand away from her head and two braids were in her fingers.

“Yeah, I should have it any day now. As soon as they come I’m going to Liberty Tax to get them done,” I said. No time like the present to break it to Dorothea that her tax services were not needed this year.

“WHAT! All those people are going to do is charge you an arm and a leg to do your taxes. I already got the program. I’ll handle all that for you. I already have six clients lined up, too,” Dorothea said grinning through crooked teeth.

I couldn’t believe a man as fine as Damonte’ slid out of Dorothea’s drugged up pussy. But hey, she was his mama. It just went to show how a few years of drugs and bad living could really take a toll on a person’s looks. I’d seen old pictures of Dorothea from back in the day. Even I had to admit she was a solid eight before the crack.

“Well, you go ahead and take care of your other clients. I’ll handle my own taxes this year,” I said walking down the hall pissed the hell off. Why the hell was she checking the mail for my W-2? Which was exactly why her ass was going to keep checking because I had already changed my address at the job and had it sent to my mama's house.

Damonte’ and his mama had me all the way fucked up this year. Dorothea thought she was going to be all in on my tax money and what I was going to be doing with it and have her hand out from the jump. Oh no, bitch. Not this year. I had big plans for my tax money this season that had nothing to do with Dorothea or her raggedy ass son. Yeah, I loved Damonte’ but it was time for some things to change. I walked down the hall of the cramped apartment to the bedroom me and Damonte’ shared in his mama's apartment with our daughter. It was tiny as hell and it was time for us to get out of here. I was moving out with or without Damonte’.

Just that quick I’d made my mind up for sure. I had to get out of here.


Jazmine



Istared around the cramped, two-bedroom apartment I had just moved into. I wished I could’ve afforded to rent a nice townhouse in a better neighborhood but this crowded complex called Shady Lane was all I could afford for now.

How fucking ironic that the apartment complex would have that name. This place did seem a bit shady. Then again, I had to admit they weren’t bad looking at all. I’ve seen worse. After all, this is Chicago. Apparently, the leasing agent told me the complex was no more than five years old and they were income based.

There did seem to be a lot of people my age in the building I was in. I’d also seen a lot of kids Hakeem’s age. I didn’t want to be too friendly with my neighbors but a few friends in the building would be nice. Especially given the fact I felt abandoned and alone.

Boxes of me and Hakeem’s meager belongings littered the room. Instead of feeling empowered that I was now in my own apartment I felt duped.

The Monday following my grandmother’s funeral, my Aunt Caroline had shown up to the house bright and early to inform me the house was going on the market. I had two weeks to get out so they could start showing the place. My Aunt insisted houses sold quicker when they were empty so she wanted us out.

Caroline claimed my grandmother had so many outstanding hospital bills that there was no other way to save the house. She even told me that Big Mama didn’t have any life insurance policies that added up to much, so selling the house was the only way to pay off all of granny’s debt. The house went on the market immediately.

I had been shocked beyond belief. It all sounded unbelievable to me. My grandmother had been meticulous in regard to paying her bills and maintaining her credit. She’d drummed that into my head the entire time I was growing up. Though I couldn’t lie and say I had never fucked off my money from little jobs I’d had through the years, however, since having Hakeem, I’d definitely tried to be better with my money. I refused to ever call that lady Aunt again, I thought ruefully looking around my new home.

Once my grandmother’s house went on the market it seemed like all I had time to do was blink and Caroline showed up with a check for ten thousand dollars stating there was a little left from the sale of the house and that she’d divided it up between the grandchildren. That was all Caroline shared. She refused to give me anything substantial out of the house.

Not that I wanted more than small mementos of a few things my grandmother held dear. I’d wanted to have Big Mama’s china set, at least. Caroline stated she wasn’t letting anything go yet because she wanted to take inventory of everything.

Caroline warned me to not spend the money she’d given me all in one place or shoot it up in my arms like my junkie mother. With that last statement, I knew after that day I was completely done with her ignorant ass. There was no need to even try to pretend to have any type of family relationship or feelings toward her.

I took the check straight to the bank, cashed it and came home to start apartment hunting and packing up our shit. I had no doubt Caroline would have gleefully thrown me and Hakeem into the street if given the opportunity. I wasn’t going to give her a chance to do that.

“I just got done putting Hakeem’s bedroom set together. I’m about to leave,” I heard Lamont say from behind me.

“Huh?”

“Huh? You know what Jazmine, I don’t mean no harm but you really need to snap the fuck out of it. I’m about tired of you acting all spacey and shit. Maybe I need to take my son with me. Because as a mama right now, you’re acting like your damn head ain’t attached to your shoulders,” Lamont complained looking down at me frowning.

He meant every word too and I can’t say I blamed him. The last month he’d been at my beck and call every time I couldn’t do something, or just needed some help. It was like now that my grandma was gone, I was finally discovering what life was all about. Yes, bills had to be paid. Groceries didn’t magically appear in the damn house and I had to do more with my money than spend it on clothes and shoes for my son.

Ever since Hakeem had been born, that was my idea of being responsible. Making sure Hakeem and I had cute outfits to wear. Of course, I did other motherly things like doctor’s appointments and making meals but I’d never been responsible for putting a roof over his head. At the same time, neither had Lamont. That was what kinda pissed me off with him. He wanted to act like I was the irresponsible one but he was, too.

“Excuse me but why am I in here cleaning this kitchen and putting things away and you’re sitting down?” Mikayah spat with her lips turned down looking over at me.

“Oh my God! Why does it seem like both of y’all are always on me? Like y’all don’t want to help me?” I whined.

“Because, bitch! Helping you is one thing! You’re sitting down while we do everything. If you haven’t gotten a clue yet, the days of your grandma doing everything for you are over! And my feet are hurting me today doing all this damn work, so fuck it. I’m done. You can sit here surrounded by boxes if you want to but I’m out,” Mikayah said looking around the crowded room for her purse.

“Y’all! What am I going to do for money? I’m scared.”

“Well, first off, I told you not to spend all that damn money on furniture. I could see getting a couple pieces new but you already had bedroom furniture. And you act like Hakeem been sleeping on the damn floor all this time. What was wrong with the bedroom set he already had? What does he need with a queen-sized bed? Not a damn thing. There was no need to spend three thousand on this damn living room set. In addition to all the other shit you blew money on. Fancy dishes and shit. You know damn well Hakeem gon’ have all that shit broke up in a minute,” Mikayah said looking at the navy-blue velvet sectional I had purchased.

Shit, maybe Mikayah is right, I thought. I could have waited until I was in a better position to buy it. But the truth is, I always had to show out though and have the nicest things. If I didn’t get my act together real quick, I was gon’ really be on struggling hill like the rest of everyone now that granny wasn’t here to pay for everything.

Mikayah held in a smirk.

“Why do you act like you want me to be living bad? Me and my baby don’t deserve nice things? Just because yo ass is content with a cabinet full of mismatched dishes and cups does mean I have to be! I didn’t grow up living like that and neither is my son. Maybe you’ll understand that when you have a child. Until then, please stop talking to me like I am one. A child that is. Because I assure you I’m not, that goes for both of you,” I said looking at her and Lamont.

“So, I guess you’re trying to say I’m living bad because I don’t have an apartment full of brand-new shit, huh?”

My lips snapped shut. Mikayah’s apartment was cute in a shabby chic kind of way but that just wasn’t my style. So since I was forced to move and buy new shit, why not get what I liked?

“I never said that. Don’t put words in my mouth. It just that we obviously have different tastes in things. I want what I want. Period. And once again, please stop talking to me like I’m your goddamn child.”

“Well, if you’re finally willing to work…,” Mikayah said shadily cutting her eyes at me, “...pull out your laptop, fill out the application online and come to this interview with me tomorrow. All you need to do is have your application in and they’re doing open interviews. Starting pay is fifteen dollars an hour.”

“Get the damn laptop open!” Lamont damn near shouted.

I looked up at him annoyed. Why was this nigga sounding so ready for me to be slaving on a job? Lamont already knew the last three years I’d only worked no more than part-time hours so I wouldn’t have to be away from our son too much. And I only did that during the Christmas season so I could file my income taxes. Add that to the child support money I got from him every month, Lamont knew damn well I had a routine. So, why he was so quick to volunteer me for an outside job – I had no idea.

Granted, I did need the money but this nigga was sounding a little too excited for my taste. It was already January, as far as I was concerned, I’d already secured the bag as far as getting a W2 for the year. I’d made sure to have my mail forwarded to a p.o. box I opened as soon as Caroline’s mean big ass came to granny’s house and kicked me out.

All I had to do was wait for it to come in the mail. I couldn’t pinpoint the reason why, but something told me not to even bring up filing my taxes to Lamont. As it stood, he’d chosen not to be my man anymore. Why the fuck should he be all up in my damn business like that?

Plus, I had so many other things on my mind that I hadn’t even thought about those damn taxes. Big Mama had been my rock and watched Hakeem when I did have a job. She even filled out a little form every year for me to use when I filed my taxes for the childcare credit. This year would be no different even if I had to forge Big Mama’s signature on something predated. The second I found out my grandma was sick I had walked off my last job to be there full-time for her. I still managed to work from October until mid-December. I was no fool even though everyone seemed to think I was. I still planned on getting a few thousand back to tuck away for Hakeem and me.

“Don’t look at me like that. You need a damn job. That little money you have left is not going to last you very long and the $350 a month you get for child support is not an amount you can live on. And since you’re paying for this high ass internet bill with all these damn cable channels, fill out the damn application so all this shit can stay on. I have my own apartment and bills so if you think you’re going to be asking me to pay shit around here every month, that’s not happening,” Lamont said. Zero fucks when he said what he said.

I sat there stunned that he would sound so cold towards me…hell and toward our son, too! My granny loved the quote, “When someone shows you who they are, believe them.” And it seemed like with that comment, Lamont was really showing me who the hell he was.

“Well, I wouldn’t be that worried about all these bills if you would just move in with us. You claim you’re not even seeing anyone, Lamont. I’m not giving up on us. I know we’re going to work this all out because I never gave you good reason to want to be apart in the first place. And nigga, if I come to you and say we need something over here, you are going to help. PERIOD.”

I didn’t care about discussing our business in front of Mikayah. We were like sisters and I would have told her about the entire conversation word for word anyway. Everyone who knew us knew Lamont was my man. I was just letting Lamont flex his muscles a little to feel like he was free for a hot minute.

“Look, come if you want to, the website is HRSolutions.com. I’m out of here,” Mikayah said throwing her purse over her shoulder and heading to the door.

Lamont had just given Hakeem a hug and kiss with a promise to drop in tomorrow to visit him.

“Jazmine, I really hope you’ve made a dent in getting this place together by the time I come by tomorrow afternoon,” Lamont said before following after Mikayah.

I looked around the apartment. They were right. I had to make some money moves and quick. Lamont was making it painfully clear that he wasn’t interested in us getting back together...at least not yet.

I had to make sure my baby had a roof over his head. The rent on this place was $1200 a month. I’d be able to manage the next two months of rent with the money I had left. Lamont’s child support would cover the groceries.

Fifteen dollars an hour would still have me scraping by just to live but if I could get Lamont’s mama to help with watching Hakeem for a reasonable price...or maybe even free. I just knew I could make it until I found something better. That or I would have to really take Lamont’s ass to court for real child support.

See, this nigga thought he was slick talking about not living off $350, shit, maybe not. But I know I can damn sure live better off that $850 dollars a month he would rightfully be paying if I had his ass hit with them some real court papers. If I was that type of bitch, I’d go straight to the court tomorrow and get the paperwork started since he wanted to point out how shit had changed with my grandmother dying. Nigga my grandma being in my corner as tough as she was, is the reason I could allow Lamont to throw me that little bit of chump change, I thought sourly. I knew damn well Lamont made good money at the post office and he’d just been promoted to supervisor.

Unlike me, Lamont actually did finish college. He had a degree in communications but once I’d gotten pregnant, he jumped at the job offer to work for the post office his father had finagled for him. His dad had been working there thirty-two years, so of course, he got his son in the door.

In three short years, Lamont became a supervisor all due to his daddy’s connections. I’ma try and wait and see what Lamont does on his own but if he really doesn’t want to be with me anymore, I really don’t think I should be shorting myself or my son, I thought ruefully grabbing my laptop and navigating to the website and filling out the application.

The more I thought about all the mounting bills I now had to be responsible for, the more nervous I became. Damn, I really do need this job ASAP, I thought.
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Mikayah

“I’ma have to fall back from Jazmine a little bit,” I said raising up to sit on the edge of the bed. I’d spent the last forty-five minutes riding the hell out of Lamont’s dick.

The earlier exchange between Jazmine and I had made me insatiable. I’d been determined to fuck him so good, the nigga was like Jazmine who?

“Whatever. You wouldn’t have to do that shit if you would keep your mouth shut sometimes. Why the fuck would you tell her to apply at the same job you’re trying to get on at? I ain’t saying I want you like that, but I damn sure know you must not want me since every time I turned around you’re keeping yourself as close to Jazmine as possible,” Lamont said rubbing his hand over his head.

“What was I supposed to do, Lamont? She’s sitting there saying she needs a damn job. How would that look if I held out on her?”

Lamont laughed so loudly the muscles in his abdomen flexed and his dick jumped. I licked my lips not even aware I was doing it. My mind was racing on how I could get Lamont completely away from Jazmine with as little drama as possible.

“It would look like you’re sleeping with her baby daddy. Look everything is all fucked up right now. How we fell into doing what we doing. We need to just stop. Shit, that’s why I broke up with her. Granted, I fucked up and had sex with you one time while I was still with Jazmine but even fuckin’ with you now that we broke up, this still ain’t right,” Lamont said shaking his head.

I hated that Lamont acted like he regretted having sex with me. I don’t think he considered the possibility I could have real feelings for him which I did. I’d wanted Lamont to be mine for the last two years.

I knew if I held out it would eventually happen. I’d dropped enough hints over the last two years he would have to be blind not to notice. I was continuously making comments to him about how irresponsible Jazmine was. Slowly putting it in his head that she was nothing but a burden and would always be looking to get taken care of.

“Will you please stop saying that? Nigga, you keep saying how guilty you are but none of that guilt you say you feel stops you from creeping your ass over here the last three months to eat my pussy and fuck me. That guilt didn’t even stop you from letting me suck yo dick either at Ms. Pearl’s funeral either. So, just stop saying it. It may not seem like it but I feel bad about hurting Jazmine, too. But no one wants to hear about how bad you regret fuckin’ me as soon as you nut. Three minutes ago you were fuckin’ the dog shit out of me now you feel bad as hell? Nigga, just stop talking,” I ranted, my feeling were hurt and I could feel my throat tightening with tears.
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Lamont

Isighed loudly watching Mikayah as she stood up and stretched her lean, yet shapely body. Mikayah got on my damn nerves with all her dramatics. I regretted having sex with her as soon as I nutted the first time we had sex.

Truth is, I only kept coming back because the deed was already done. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her which tripped me out. On God, I’d never thought about Jazmine’s best friend sexually, ever. But one night after crossing the line, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

For the most part, Mikayah had gotten on my nerves for years. Always butting into Jazmine and I’s business. But things were different between us now. Not because I was really into her like that, but things it had taken me years to be able to do with Jazmine sexually, Mikayah was all in.

In just a few months I’d been tearing her ass up. Literally. Mikayah even said she was willing to have a threesome just to make me happy. When I asked if she’d go down on another female so I could watch, she’d agreed. Freaked me the hell out to the point I had to ask Mikayah had her and Jazmine ever got down like that together. She insisted they hadn’t but I wasn’t too sure.

I did feel guilty though. Jazmine had been my high-school sweetheart and the only female I’d ever been with. I didn’t want to die only having fucked one woman. That wasn’t natural, was it?

I took a deep sigh looking over at Mikayah then cast my eyes to the floor once she walked into the bathroom. What the fuck was I supposed to do now? Mikayah was acting a little bipolar her damn self now that I’d been dicking her down.

She tried to play it cool but I could tell by the way she was talking about Jazmine that all of a sudden she could be trouble if I just cut her ass off cold turkey. Then what would Jazmine do if she found out? Try to kill me was my first thought. Make it hard for me to see my son. Put real child support on me.

I could imagine her doing all that shit. The sad thing was I was being so low down right now that she wouldn’t be wrong to do that vicious shit either. Jazmine had her little spoiled ways about her, but she’d always been loyal to me from day one.

I just knew it was going to kill her if she found out about Mikayah and me. We’d all known each other since middle school. Mikayah and I had never gotten along but Jazmine had been our middle ground, keeping the peace between us since in Jazmine’s eyes we were both her best friends.

After all these years what had changed? I was pretty sure I knew when it was. Even though I had a child with Jazmine, Mikayah was the mature one of the two. Jazmine was pampered and spoiled which was why her head was in the clouds now that she finally had to grow up. It was just sad it was going to take having lost her grandmother for her to finally take on some real responsibility.

That bitch Ms. Pearl always wanted to blame Jazmine’s lack of motivation on me but I’d always encouraged Jazmine to stay in college and stick it out. Hell I did, even more so when I found out we were going to be parents.

Working at the post office wasn’t where I’d envisioned myself working but it allowed me to live independently from my parents and take care of my son without struggling so I was grateful. Besides, I had every intention of getting my master’s degree and the post office was going to pay for it.

While Jazmine had dropped out completely. Even Mikayah, who was never that big on school herself, still took two classes a semester. She was on the verge of getting her bachelor’s degree in healthcare administration pretty soon.

Both Jazmine and Mikayah were gorgeous in their own right. Jazmine stood at five feet, four inches tall. She was no more than 135 pounds. All curves. Flawless brown skin with a good personality to match. She loved hanging out and having fun. But when the fuck was she going to grow up was the question I always asked. Sadly our son hadn’t brought that out of her. Not that Jazmine was a bad mother to our son – she was just short-sighted.

I didn’t want to blame Jazmine for my fucking around but I knew where it stemmed from. Jazmine and I weren’t on the same page about anything. Jazmine was under the impression I should be fully taking care of her. She thought we should be married and that I was supposed to provide her with a certain lifestyle. She needed to stay her ass off Instagram and stop being close attention to all of these bitch’s fake ass lifestyles.

Eventually, when I was in a position to completely support a woman, I wasn’t opposed to letting my wife stay at home with the kids and shit, but at this stage of the game, I needed a partner that wanted something out of life and was willing to work with me to achieve it. One thing I knew for damn sure, I was not tying myself down to a lazy, unmotivated woman. I hated to say it, but Jazmine was lazy as fuck.

Mikayah had been under my nose the entire time, I just never realized it. Now everything was fucked up and I was in an impossible situation. I held my head in my hands wondering how the fuck I was going to get myself out of the situation I’d landed myself in. Thankfully I hadn’t been doing the whole back and forth thing with Jazmine. Well, for the most part. Two weeks after sleeping with Mikayah I’d told Jazmine I was unhappy in the relationship and wanted to end things and that we could just co-parent. The problem was, for the last three months, Jazmine took every opportunity to let me know her ultimate goal was to get her family back.

As soon as Mikayah found out we’d broken up, she called and like a dumbass, I showed up at her door, dick in hand. I’d been carrying on with her three months now and I could tell she was catching feelings.

“Lamont?”

I looked up to find Mikayah standing over me with her clean-shaven pussy in my direct line of vision but she quickly dropped to her knees between my legs wrapping her arms around my waist.

“Lamont, I know this is all kinds of fucked up. If you want this to be the last time, I can respect that and I’ll always keep this between us. I promise you that. I know we’re both fucked up as hell but we both love and care about Jazmine. So we do need to stop this. I don’t see it going any other way. You do have some good dick though. No wonder Jazmine is trying to get you back. I wouldn’t let you go either if this was under different circumstances. Let me just taste you one more time and feel you inside of me.”

A smile played at the corner of my lips. How the fuck could I say no to that?


Damonte’



“Damonte’! Our baby will be here in a month. When are you going to help provide something for her?” Olivia asked.

I had just slid out of her pussy five minutes ago and this was the first thing she had to say? Damn. Compliment me on the good dick down I just gave your ass. Lord knows that was a feat in itself. Pregnant pussy was highly overrated if you asked me, I thought. I was on the verge of cussin’ her ass out but didn’t see how that would help me given the predicament I was in with her and Caresha.

“Look, I already told you I was going to get the crib and some other stuff. Get off my fuckin’ back. All this baby shit in here and you actin’ like the baby is going to do without. Shit if I don’t put a crib in here, are you going to lay the baby on the goddamn floor?” I asked

Olivia’s eyes grew big as she gripped her swollen belly.

“Of course not. I’ll buy a bassinet or just lay her in the bed with me.”

“Exactly. So why the fuck are you hounding me? And you had that damn baby shower last month and none of your raggedy ass friends you stay up under bought any good shit? You need to stop hanging around they asses. You’re a new mother, those hoes didn’t get you shit! They didn’t even go in together to get you one expensive thing,” I said.

My face was tore the fuck up just thinking about the raggedy broads Olivia hung around. I’d been all in their pockets thinking about all the shit I wasn’t going to need to help Olivia with because surely she’d get it all at her baby shower. Boy had I been wrong. Those bunch of Dollar Tree bitches. Shit, even Caresha’s thot ass friends came through with some good ass shit when she was pregnant with Isis. Even if they hadn’t, at that time money was flowing through my fingers like water at that time and I’d stunted on everyone at the baby shower with all the shit I’d bought for my baby girl. Same thing when my son DJ was born. I had money to spare.

This was a different time in my life and I was stretched thin as hell. Olivia was going to be on her own with a lot of shit because I damn sure wasn’t taking requests or in a position to hand out money to my side bitch.

Money was as tight as my asshole right now. I didn’t have it and I wasn’t even going to pretend I did especially since Olivia had told me she was getting a damn abortion. Then. This slick ass hoe changed her damn mind at the last minute. I couldn’t even lie, a nigga really thought about pushing her ass down a flight of stairs. Trust me when I say, I’d seriously contemplated doing that shit, too. Nevertheless, my conscience wouldn’t allow me to go that far. I wasn’t a complete monster. So what could I do but get ready for baby number three.

But I’d told Olivia straight the fuck up she would be on her own a lot. Especially since I’d laid all my cards on the line. I’d told her from the jump I had a demanding baby mama in Tara, the mother of my son Damonte’ Jr. My second baby mama and current live-in girlfriend, Caresha Wright, was ghetto as hell and didn’t give a fuck about anyone but me and our daughter, Isis. So, if Olivia thought I was about to be father of the year to a baby she knew I didn’t want, she was sadly mistaken.

“Well, I was a little surprised by that, too. But at the end of the day, we are her parents, Damonte’. It’s not their job to provide for our child,” Olivia scolded.

I rolled my eyes and hopped out of the bed. These hoes had me all the way fucked up. I could have kicked my own muthafuckin’ ass for adding baby mama number three to the mix. I walked straight to the shower. Caresha was already home from work by now and would be looking for me. It was Friday and her payday so I knew she was going to want me to take her and Isis to Chili’s or somewhere for a bite to eat. A nigga was stressin’. I hoped Caresha’s W-2 landed in the mail fast.

I had a lot of shit to get done with that money. I needed to re-up my weed supply to get my little hustle going again. My supplier had gotten locked up and this new nigga I’d found was charging me way more to cop from him. Needless to say, my pockets were thin as hell these days. Everyone was on my back. My mama was trippin’ talking about she was paying all the bills with her little disability check.

Caresha was talking about us needing our own place and now here Olivia was pressing me about what she needed. I didn’t even want to think about Tara and her demands. All of a sudden she’d decided in the fall when DJ started school, he needed to be in private school. Who the fuck was going to pay for that?

Tara had gotten her college degree a few years ago all while working and taking care of our son DJ, so she came down on me the hardest mainly for cheating on her with Caresha. Not for contributing equally to our son’s care. I think she felt like Isis was getting more than DJ just because we lived together and Isis had access to a live-in grandmother. So she was constantly throwing shit up in my face. The only time she shut up was when I fucked her, too. Tara tried to act like she was over me but she stayed in my face just as much.

I reached down, turned off the water and flipped open the shower curtain to find Olivia sitting on the toilet looking at me. I was almost scared shitless.

“Are you going to break up with Caresha?” Olivia asked handing me a towel.

“Hell no I ain’t breaking up with Caresha and not once have I ever told you I was either. So why the fuck are you asking me some dumb shit like that?” I asked angrily. Jesus! These hoes were trying to kill me! Stressing me the fuck out with all these demands.

“Well, I thought now that I was having your baby and we spend so much time together…,” she replied.

I hurried up and cut her ass off and said, “I don’t spend that much time with you. I’ve spent a little more these last few months only because Caresha be at work. As for the baby, I have a daughter with Caresha already, not to mention a son with another bitch. So why would you think your baby is any more special than the kids I already have? Bruh, you got me fucked up. Don’t come at me talkin’ stupid. You knew what it was the day you started fuckin’ with me.”

“My baby is special! It’s my first child! The first grandbaby in my family,” Olivia whined.

“Okay and? It’s my third child. My second daughter. So please get all this fantasyland shit out of your mind. If you wanted all that, you should have kept your damn legs closed to a nigga like me. Hell, closed, period. Waited for a man of your own at the very goddamn least instead of fuckin’ the shit outta another bitch’s nigga,” I said brushing past her out of the bathroom quickly.

It was time for me to get the fuck out of here and let her sit by herself for a good week. No communication period until she got her mind right. I threw my clothes on real quick and left. I wasn’t in the car good before my cell phone was ringing. I quickly answered settling in the seat.

“What's up?” I asked dry as hell.

“Why do you sound mad at me? I can’t have any expectations from you as a man and father just because you have kids with those other bitches? You know what, Damonte’. If you not gonna do right by me or this baby, then I'm just going to go ahead and put you on child support. If you don't wanna help me on your own like you said you were gonna do, then we can just handle it in front of a judge,” Olivia huffed through the phone.

I smacked my teeth at the sound of this bitch threatening me. Who the fuck did she thinks he was talking to? “WHAT, BITCH!?!? Okay, if that's what you want to do, then do it! I don't know what the fuck you think you finne get when I don't have a job right now. So do what you want to do, Olivia. If you don't want to wait and believe what I said I was going to do, that’s on you. I told you from the jump that I was going to be helping with the baby and I will, but you can't get blood out of a turnip, can you?”

I could hear Olivia sniffling through the phone. Which was exactly what I wanted her ass to do. She needed to know she wasn’t running shit but her mouth with me. Cry now, bitch, so you can shut the hell up later.

“Look, I told yo ass what the fuck I was gonna do. So I need you to just trust me. I ain’t no deadbeat ass nigga either. I make sure my son and my daughter are well taken care of. And I plan to do the same with our child. You just need to understand I don't move on your time schedule; I move on mine. You askin’ all these fuckin’ questions about when I'm leaving Caresha is just bogus as fuck to me. I'm never leaving Caresha nor did I ever tell you I was. So get that shit out of your fuckin’ mind.”

“I'm just scared right now, Damonte’. I love you and I just thought things would be different…,” she said lowly.

Now see this the shit that really pissed me off. Trying to make me out to be the bad guy, I hated when Olivia did that shit.

“First of all, what did you think was going to be different, girl? I had a woman the day I met you. So what did you think was going to change about that? What you thought you were going to out fuck her? Baby girl, you ain't did that yet. Now, I had a life already when we met. I'm willing to include you in all that but all this nonsense you talking baby get your mind right before you are with a baby by yourself. Is that what you want for your daughter to not have a daddy? Because I'm telling your ass right now put child support on me and that's all the fuck you gonna get. That’s if you get anything at all. I'm telling you, put the courts on me and I ain't gon have shit to do with that baby and that's gonna be your fault. You bitches always trying to push a nigga in a corner and then when he got his back up against the wall and come out crazy on your ass, y'all be acting like we ain't shit and we don't want nothing to do with our kids. Now you’re making me not want to have nothing to do with this baby talkin’ like bullshit…,” I trailed off.

I now knew I had her weak ass shook. Stupid ass bitch should’ve never opened her fuckin’ mouth with that aggy ass shit. Honestly, she really needed to do her and I a fucking favor and get off my damn phone bumping her gums. I’d left before she could make me some damn lunch and my stomach was rumbling like a muthafucka’.

“That's not what I want Damonte, I promise you that's not what I want. I want you to be in the baby's life. I just need help, too,” Olivia said.

I could hear the pleading in her voice. But she wasn’t getting an ounce of sympathy out of me. For what? Nah, Olivia got pregnant on purpose thinking this was going to take me away from my damn family.

Hell truth be told, Caresha had done the same damn thing! Only my son’s mom Tara wouldn’t forgive me when she found out about Caresha. I regretted fucking things up with Tara every day. The only female I planned on leaving Caresha for was Tara. If she ever took me back.

Even though I was with Caresha, I did everything in my power to run niggas from around Tara. If she didn’t want to mess with me, she could just sit that pussy on ice for now. I didn’t want any men around my son. I was going to do the same thing with Caresha. Now if another nigga wanted to come on the scene and play stepdaddy over at Olivia’s I might allow that. It would take some of the burden of three kids off me. As long as he knew I was the daddy and didn’t put his hands on my child, I was good with lettin’ broski do whatever with the bitch. But as for Olivia? She was too whiny for my taste. The next nigga could totally have her weak, begging ass. I wasn’t putting up a fight at all.

“Well, stop talking crazy then. I told you I got you. Didn’t I tell you that?”

“Yes you did…”

“Well, trust and believe what I said is true. You may not like how I do things but I ain't lied to you yet have I? Say I have and you a damn lie…,”

“No you haven't. I'm sorry, Damonte’. When do you think you can come back over? I start having my doctor's appointment every week now.”

“I’ll come when I can. Just let me know in advance. I don’t do no last-minute shit. I'm gonna try to be there to go with you though. All right now I got to go.”

I quickly hung up the cell phone and fifteen minutes later I was pulling in my parking space at my mama's complex. I thought things were working out good since we’d moved in ever since Caresha and I had gotten evicted where we were staying before.

I was running my mama around to the doctor anyway, so this just made sense for everyone. I already felt like I needed to spark up a blunt just to get my mind right. Now I had to come in here and be a family man after I’d been out fucking thot pussy all day. I promise it’s  hard being me but somebody has to do it, I thought before opening the front door.

The second I walked in the door, my mom was calling my name.

“Damonte’, come in here let me talk to you!”

I walked back to her bedroom and leaned in the door.

“Hey mama, what's going on?”

“What's going on is this….Why Caresha come in here today talking about she ain't gon’ let me do her taxes? Caresha said she’s going over to Liberty to get her taxes done. Why? All they gon’ do is take about four or five hundred dollars of her money off the top just to do what I can do. Caresha can pay that money to me for all I do around here for y'all,” my mother ranted.

Lord, here Caresha go with this bullshit. Who the fuck told her she was in charge of the damn taxes this year or any year as long as she’s with me? My face was frowned up.

“This is my first hearing about anything like this. I don't know what's going on. I never heard her say anything like that but I'ma get to the bottom of it. You’re right Mama, we’re going to keep that money right here in this damn house. Caresha ain't going to no goddamn Liberty Tax to get shit done.”

I was pissed. I hated when Caresha ran her mouth to my mama about certain shit. It almost felt like she was intentionally undermining me with my mama.

I was the man of this house. I made the damn decisions. I didn’t give a damn if it was her tax money or not.

Hell, it was my mama’s apartment and she wasn’t even running shit up in here. I let her think she was to keep the peace. But I ran her too. Always had. I was an only child so needless to say, I always got what I wanted. Even during the years my mama was on crack, the pull of the drugs never made my mama neglect me. I was luckier than a lot of my friends in that regard.

“Well, I hope not, because she messing up all my plans. I already spoke to Tara. You missed DJ. He already went home but Tara gon’ bring her taxes over for me to do hers, too. I sure hate you messed things up with Tara. I just don't understand what's going on with Caresha. I got that ungrateful heffa $6,000 back last year knowing damn well she didn't even deserve to get all that money back! But I did what I had to do to get it for her because unfortunately thanks to you, she’s family now. Now she wants to take her money on over to the White man to get her taxes done this year. Her W-2 ain’t even came yet. I've been looking out for it so she can get her tax money back quick. Now once she gets that money back everybody can be in a good position. I just don't understand this last baby mama of yours over here trying to rock the boat at the last minute and get my blood pressure up.”

See, this was the shit that was gonna have me possibly knocking the shit out of Caresha’s ass. Caresha had stressed my damn mama the fuck out with her bullshit knowing good and goddamn well my mama was an ex-crackhead and didn’t have all her shit together.

The last thing I wanted was her getting stressed out over some dumb shit and going back to old habits. Yeah, I know it wasn’t my mama’s money to stress over anyway. And technically it wasn’t even mine. But why stress my mama the fuck out when she was letting us stay over here rent free and took care of Isis while we did us during the day? I didn’t understand Caresha sometimes.  Why couldn’t she just be content? We were good right now.

“Mama, don't worry about none of that. I’ma handle everything and I'm looking for that money, too, because I have a few things I need handled my damn self. Don't you worry about nothing. Now you said you can do the rapid refund on your program?” I asked.

“I sure can! Just like I did for her last year. That money will drop in her account in three or four days. That's why I don't understand why she don't want me to do it this year for her? Just ungrateful as hell. That lil’ heffa gon’ piss me off, Damonte’. And I’ma charge ya’ll what you should be paying to watch Isis and rent too. That lil heffa can keep playing with me if she want to! Or she can get the hell out of my house. That lil wench may think she has the same pull with me that you do, but she didn’t slide outta my pussy like you did! She can go. Period,” my mama said sucking her teeth loudly.

That’s all the fuck I needed, was her to be in her damn feelings, I thought quickly. My mama didn’t play around with other people. The last thing I needed was Caresha to be on my mama’s hit list and me having to play referee between them.

I didn’t know what had gotten into Caresha, but I was going to get to the bottom of it.

What the fuck was Caresha doing upsetting my mama like this? I thought walking down the hall and swinging open the bedroom door to find Caresha laid out on the bed with some tiny boy shorts and a little camisole on.

I almost forgot for a second I was mad at her ass and that I’d already fucked for the day. Her ass was looking good laying on the bed, ass tooted up in the air. I always tried not to have sex with Caresha if I’d already fucked Olivia or Tara. A nigga was trying to have some type of morals given the situation.

“Where Isis at?” I asked walking in taking off my jacket.

“You didn't see her in the kitchen? She in there eating some Spaghetti-Os,” Caresha said barely looking up from her phone. I just knew her lazy ass was just scrolling Instagram. Probably on the damn Shaderoom’s page.

“Now what's going on? My mom said that you told her you didn’t want her to do our taxes this year…”

“You mean MY taxes and she ain’t,” Caresha replied never looking up from her phone.

I was growing annoyed already just by the tone of her voice. I could tell Caresha was primed and ready to argue. Caresha was pretty cool and down-to-earth but I could always tell when she was about to dig her heels in about something and I could feel this was one of those times.

“Okay, so tell me why? My mama got you back a nice little bit of change back last year.”

“You're right she did. But she got it more for herself than she did for me. She got me about $6,000 back but after I got done paying her for doing the taxes and giving her money for all the other expenses that she decided to charge me for at the last minute….and I say me, because nothing came out of your pocket since you won’t work. Not even to get a refund check to re-up, I only ended up with about $3,000 which wasn't enough to do much with besides buy a couple outfits and put some food in the refrigerator.  I have a whole lot of new plans to use my money on this year. Namely moving out of here,” Caresha said finally laying her phone down and looking up at me with her lips pressed tight.

Oh yeah, she was ready to fight. I felt like slapping the shit out of her ass. What the fuck she mean HER money?

“Well, what is wrong with us living over here? We’re saving a grip of goddamn money living over here with my mom, Caresha. You’re sounding real ungrateful right now. Ain’t like your mama was going to let us stay with her,” I spat clenching my hands tight before I reached out and slapped the shit out of her ass.

“We have and I'm grateful for it, but I have different plans for us this year. Now I really didn't tell you about none of this because I didn't know if it was going to fall through, but I got on the list for Section 8. This money is coming right on time for me to move out on my own even if the Section 8 doesn’t come through. Hell we can even move into our own place in this complex to be near your mom, but we don’t have to live with her. We need our own space, Damonte’! Of course you know damn well I want you to come with me but if you decide you don't want to be with me and Isis in our own place, then that's your decision but me and my baby are moving.”

“What is wrong with where we're at right now?” I asked confused.

What kinda sense did it make to move if we stayed in the same building? We could just keep our money.

“What's wrong is I can't even get dick when I want to because our baby is sleeping in the room with us. That's what's wrong. What's wrong is why your mama got to know every time you in here digging in my pussy because we send Isis in there with her. Nigga, that's what's wrong. We're grown, we should have our own and I'm shocked that I even have to say that to you. Be a man. You should be wanting to put me and your daughter in a place of our own. I want to be the queen of my own muthafuckin’ castle. And if you won’t stand up, be a man and do it, I can do it my goddamn self.”

I shoved my hands in my pockets to keep from reaching out and laying hands on Caresha. I wasn’t the type of nigga to go around putting hands on women. However, if anyone could push my buttons it was Caresha’s ass.

We’d never exactly fought before, but we’d what I call “tussled” in the past. I just didn’t want to take it there especially under my mama’s roof but she was pushing it. All this damn questioning my manhood was pushing me to my limit. Especially when I felt I went out of my way to make sure her and Isis were good.


Jazmine



Ilooked around the room nervously. The room was filled to the brim with hopeful applicants trying to snag the fifteen-dollar-an-hour gig. The room was filled with the smell of cheap AXE body spray emanating from the niggas in the room and knock off perfume from the women. Ughhh! I felt my stomach roil as the scent constantly hit my nose as someone walked past me. It was that goddamn White Diamonds, too. I hated that fucking smell. My granny used to wear that shit from time to time.

“This muthafucka is packed as hell!” I uttered nervously. I hoped all the positions weren’t filled already.

“Girl, I know! I thought it was going to be a little bit more low key than this. But I think the simple fact they’re doing a mass hiring works in our favor. Hell, half these niggas and bitches up in here ain’t even gon’ pass the background check, so we good!” Mikayah said stifling a laugh.

It felt good for us to be laughing and getting along this morning. I felt like the last few months we’d done nothing but bicker but today felt like old times.

I sniggered loudly.

Mikayah had a very valid point. Whew chile, the ghetto! With the way some of these people came in here dressed, security should have immediately shown them the fucking door. I couldn’t believe it! Bitch, I witnessed all types of shit. Ripped jeans, belly shirts, and sneakers. It was still cold as hell in Chicago. I had no idea what some of these people had been thinking when they left the house. And oh God, baby, when I tell you about the most horrible makeup I’d ever seen. Half these bitches looked like zombie drag queens! It was a good thing this was just a phone job.

See, me…I had stuck to the basics; a nice pair of black flats, black pencil skirt, and a crisp white shirt. I’d taken my time and tastefully applied my makeup. I felt professional as hell and now I just needed a job. I didn’t care what it was.

I had stayed up all night putting everything in place around my new apartment even though the death of my grandmother was still weighing on my heart and mind very much. I finally had a much-needed talk with myself. I had no one to lean on, not even Lamont so it really was time to get my shit together. In fact, I was even going to see about taking a few classes.

I glanced over at Mikayah feeling dumb as hell. I can’t believe this was my life right now. When I was a high school senior, I was so sure I was going to get my bachelor’s degree and go off and become something. I had no idea what exactly I wanted to do but I was just so sure I was gonna figure it out eventually. My grandmother worked so hard to even make sure I had all of what I needed when I got to college. In fact, she even made sure I had all kinds of scholarships. Her church had even held a fundraiser for me and I’d failed miserably in college. Only thing I seemed to be good at was getting pregnant by Lamont.

And then that was another thing…Even after getting pregnant, Lamont wouldn’t even marry me. At the time we were doing great but Lamont insisted we were too young to make such a serious move. I fell for it, too. He’d always use to say, “There was no need to rush marriage, the baby was enough right now. In due time.” And my dumb ass – I went right along with it, believing every word that came out of his mouth. Now here I was looking stupid almost four years later with no husband and no degree. Meanwhile, Lamont had gotten his. Even just taking a few classes every semester, Mikayah was graduating with her degree in a few months. I felt so behind but now I was going to get my shit together and make my grandmother proud. I knew my granny would always be looking down on Hakeem and me.

“Mikayah, do you think Lamont and I can work things out?” I asked abruptly.

Mikayah looked at me with squinted eyes. “Girl, I honestly have no idea. Haven’t y’all been having a hard time of it lately? I know y’all have Hakeem but sometimes these young loves just fizzle out,” Mikayah said.

I sighed loudly. It felt like the air had been let out of my entire body. Yes, Lamont and I had been together since middle school but I always felt like we could beat the odds and be the couple that had the fairytale. I’m going to get this job and prove to Lamont I can be the woman he needs me to be.

“Number 414!” A fat white lady roared from across a desk in the lobby.

I looked down in my hand and knew that was my number.

Suddenly, I, Mikayah and a group of ten men and women filed through the building to a conference room. The butterflies in my stomach intensified as I walked through the building. There had to be at least two hundred men or women inside the cubicles talking on the phone to clients. Some were standing, moving their hands in an animated fashion. The atmosphere was kinda hype. It looked nothing like I’d imagined a call center would look like. The majority of the workers were Black and Hispanic. There were a few other races sprinkled in. I was caught off guard because these workers looked raggedy as hell! Maybe I did overdress? These other people had the right idea. After being escorted into the conference room and offered cups of coffee or water, Mikayah and I chatted nervously.

“Girl, I hope I get this job. I’ma still keep my job at Macy’s but just go part-time. Two or three days a week. You know I like to have plenty of money,” Mikayah said nervously.

“Bitch, please. I ain’t working two jobs for no damn body. Plus I can’t. I have Hakeem. I’m still trying to figure out what I’ma do with him if I get this job. Hopefully, Lamont’s mama will keep him. Hell, she keeps Lamont’s sister Deja’s kids. And for free too if I’m not mistaken,” I said sucking my teeth.

“Well, if that’s the case, hoe, you better be prepared to pay because you know Lamont’s mama don’t even like you after all these years.”

I smacked my teeth and rolled my eyes to the conference room’s bone-white ceiling. “Charlene can kiss my muhfuckin’ ass. Her son ain’t perfect. Lamont has flaws just like everyone else. On my dead mama, I ain’t gon’ be one of those mothers who try to act like her son is perfect.”

“Lamont is a pretty good dude though, don’t you think?” Mikayah pressed.

“I mean he’s good, but he ain’t perfect is all I’m saying. I’ve been with him for years. I know him better than anyone.”

“What are you going to do if he starts dating? I mean he did end things.”

My head snapped over to look at Mikayah and cuss her smooth the fuck out for saying some foul shit like that but before I could I was interrupted. I cut my eyes at her before turning my head to the front of the room.

“Hello everyone, I’m Reign Daniels a team leader here at HR Solutions and this is my supervisor Ms. Belinda Blake. We’ll be conducting group interviews with you all today. Everyone has been broken into groups of ten so this is our group here today. Please have your resumes ready and we’ll be calling you individually to the table for your interviews. We’ll also have some group activities. So shall we begin?”

Mikayah and I looked at each other.

“Let’s get this job, bitch,” I whispered letting my grudge go. For the moment.
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“Girl we did that!” I crowed two hours later stuffing a waffle fry in my mouth. We’d both been hired at the end of the interview process. Now we were grabbing a bite to eat at our favorite spot, Chick-Fil-A.

I pulled out my phone and began to text furiously.

“Damn, you all in that phone who are you texting?” Mikayah asked nosily.

“My man! I know his ass gon’ be excited when he finds out I got this job. Truthfully, I think me working and showing him I’m motivated is the only thing standing between Lamont and I really being on track. I play dumb but now that I see it’s really important to him I’ma go ahead and get right. Shit, ain’t like we ain’t still been fuckin’ these last three months anyway. Let me just gon’ head and get my nigga back,” I chirped happily before I broke into a wide grin.

“Ok, well, do you, chick. We’ll see though,” Mikayah and looked away.

“What I tell you?” I said quickly flashing my phone. “This nigga happy as hell. He just told me and Hakeem to get dressed nice, he’s going to take us out to dinner to celebrate!”
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Mikayah

I sat there in the restaurant, sick as a fucking dog. I honestly couldn’t believe what the fuck I was hearing. As much sex as Lamont and I had been having, when exactly did he have time to still be fucking Jazmine, too? Hell, Jazmine wouldn’t even be celebrating having a new job had it not been for me. Stupid ass bitch.

Now Lamont was going to take Jazmine’s weak, wack ass out to celebrate her new job while I had to go home to stare at the walls and watch Netflix. Shit, who was going to congratulate me? Alexa? I started clearing up my trash.

“Let me drop you off at home. I have some things to do,” I stated.

Jazmine suddenly looked confused. “What? I’m still eating. I thought we were going to make a Target run after this?” she choked out between trying to quickly swallow her fry.

“Girl, just go home and keep some of your money. We ain’t even went to orientation yet and here you are trying to spend your last!” I replied.

“Wait a minute now, bitch. I’ve let you slide way too many times in the past but stay the fuck out of my goddamn pockets. Have I ever asked you for a dime? Hell the fuck no. So why the hell you feel like you have so much input on what the fuck I’m doing with my muthafuckin’ money is beyond me. Stay in your goddamn lane when it comes to where my money is going. You got me so fucked up right now. Take your ass on. I DO have some money so I’ll take an Uber home. Bitch,” Jazmine growled.

The fuck?!?!?!?! Now this bitch was getting super-feisty with me for no apparent reason. She was looking at me like she was seconds from jumping on me. Which would not have been good. For me at least. In our friendship, Jazmine was definitely the fighter of us two. Jazmine never started shit, but she was never scared to finish it if she had to.

“Girl, I can take you home…,” I replied.

“Fuck you. I can get home just fine. I know to take my own car next time. It’s cool,” Jazmine said not even looking at me.

I sucked my teeth loudly giving Jazmine one last look before walking off.

I knew it took a lot to get Jazmine to a certain point but once she was pushed, she could be a stone-cold bitch.


Jazmine



After that crazy ass conversation with Mikayah, I took my ass straight to Target to grab a few things. I was trekking through the aisle, still pissed that the bitch who was supposed to be my best friend had the gall to be all up in my shit. You know….This bitch really tried it with me today! It was true though. The last few months Mikayah had really been overstepping her boundaries with me. Always commenting on how I should be living. Why my relationship wasn’t working out with Lamont.

Granted, there were a few times I’d asked her opinion, like today for instance. But damn, we were supposed to be best friends! I didn’t think I was out of line to ask her opinion. Shit, that’s what best friends were for.

But nah, Mikayah’s attitude as of late left a lot to be desired. I was just going to keep my business to my damn self. Shit, I ain’t fuckin’ Mikayah for her to be all in my ass like this, trying to check me over what the fuck I’m doing with my man or my damn money. That hoe got me all the way fucked up!

I pulled my phone out and sent a text to Lamont’s mama letting her know my ride home fell through and that I would be sending Lamont to pick up Hakeem. Mikayah’s antics weren’t going to stop my damn show.

I was in a good mood, had just gotten a new job and wasn’t going to allow anyone to spoil that for me. I was going to have to get to the bottom of all these mood swings Mikayah was having as of late.

As far as I was concerned, Mikayah was tripping because she’d gone far too long without any steady dick. I’d told her ass being celibate too long caused the mind to act up and sure enough, it had her acting dumb. Which is exactly why I kept a steady dose of dick in my life. It didn’t matter that “technically” Lamont and I were broken up.

The nigga kept up with his dick appointments for damn sure, talkin’ ‘bout he was there to see Hakeem and what not. Nigga, please! Half the time Hakeem was at his grandma’s house or sleep when Lamont came to “check on” his son.

Shit, the way I saw it, the nigga was really checking on his baby mama to make sure his ass hadn’t been replaced. I was considering doing just that, too. Just exactly how long did Lamont think I was going to tell people I was single without really acting on it?

Lamont was all I knew, mentally and physically, but I wasn’t an idiot. I could find another man to replace him. By no means was I ugly and I thought I had a great personality to go along with it. I was not suffering from low self-esteem at all.

It had occurred to me Lamont could be out in these streets doing all kind of dirt and here I would be looking dumb as hell. I quickly tossed a few items in my cart speeding through the aisles. I did need to hurry so I could get ready for dinner Lamont and our son. If he was offering I was taking. I wasn’t turning down nothing but my collar.
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The Uber pulled up in front of my building and I sat there for a half a second debating on if I was going to add a tip to my fare. Fuck that! As it was, Uber had charged me twenty-two dollars along with some fees.

I struggled out of the moldy smelling 2014 Ford Focus clutching my bags as I struggled inside the building and over to the mailbox dropping the bags at my feet. Hell, I’d just moved in, surely there was no mail yet but I decided to check anyway.

I opened up my box and was shocked to see a stack of letters. I quickly pulled them out to flip through them. Cable bill, water bill, and utilities. Hot muthafuckin’ damn! My W-2 was here! I wanted to scream with excitement.

But damn! These bills hit hard and fast when you’re paying them all on your own. I’d never paid an actual household bill a day in my life. I could pay these bills with ease now. But I was still pissed. Shit, I hadn’t been living here a week yet.

“These muthafuckas in a hurry to get the last lil bit of change I have!” I spat.

“Girl, ain’t that the damn truth!” I heard some woman’s voice standing next to me say.

I looked at the woman and shook my head. “Girl, how I have all these bills and I just moved in three days ago?”

“Shit, girl. My uncle always used to say, ‘Take you forever to make it and they quick to take it.’ How you doin’, girl? My name is Caresha. I live on the third floor.”

Although something told me from first glance that this hoe was ratchet as fuck, this chick was absolutely gorgeous. I caught a glimpse of the gold grill shining from her lower teeth. Bitch had a twenty-two-inch water wave frontal installed flawlessly. This was my type of bitch! I was immediately green with envy. I’d been wanting a lower grill for the longest. Every time I brought up getting one to Lamont or Mikayah, they convinced me I was trying to be ghetto but I loved the look. And seeing how this girl was rocking it only made me want one more.

Truth be told, as soon as I get my first paycheck from this new job I’ma get me one, too. Shit, I quickly made up my mind with getting it ASAP. Wait a minute! Why wait? I thought clutching my W-2 tighter in my hand. I was coming into a small windfall as soon as I filed my taxes. After all I’d been through, I deserved to treat myself; I don’t give a damn who likes it or not. Shit, ain’t like I have a man whose opinion means something. And honestly, after today, seemed like I don’t have a friend either. Fuck both of them.

“Really? That’s my floor, too. I’m in apartment 3E. I’m Jazmine, by the way.”

“Aww shit! My mother-in-law told me someone new moved in a few doors down. We’re in B. You want me to help you carry some of this upstairs since we’re going the same way? I don’t mind I just ran down here to check the mail waiting on my nigga Damonte’ to take me to get some food, girl.”

I threw my head back and laughed.

“Girl, me too. That’s why I’m rushing in here now. My ex, Lamont, is on his way over here with our son so I’m trying to get in here now to get myself together real fast,” I said as we reached the one elevator in our building.

We chatted as we rode up to the third floor and minutes later were in front of my front door. I quickly placed my key in the door and walked inside and turned. Caresha was right on my heels. I didn’t know how I felt about my neighbor just assuming she was welcome inside but decided to let it go and chill. After all, she was nice enough to help me carry my things inside. Why trip?

“Girl, that sectional is bad as hell!” Caresha roared.

I broke into a wide grin. I just knew all thirty-two teeth were showing. Now this my type of bitch! All my own best friend could do was try and put me down. Here a perfect stranger is showing me love.

“Thank you! I just bought it. The second I laid eyes on it; I knew I had to have it!” I beamed proudly.

“Ohh, girl! You gon’ have to tell me where you got it. I’m waiting on my W-2 right now so I can file my damn taxes and get me a nice chunk of change so I can hook up my place once I move out.”

“Well, just let me know when you’re ready to go and I’ll let you know, girl.”

We chatted a few seconds more when suddenly there was a knock on the door. I walked over and swung open the door.

“Mama, are you ready to go eat? I’m hungry!” Hakeem said the second I laid eyes on him.

I couldn’t tear my eyes off Lamont. Why did it seem like he’d gotten finer since we’d broken up? He didn’t have on anything special; just a crisp white V-neck t-shirt, slightly baggy Levi’s and a pristine white pair of Air Force Ones. But he was so fine, he didn’t need to dress up. Six feet, two inches of lean muscle covered in smooth reddish-brown skin. Deep set eyes with lashes way too long to be on a damn man. His nose and lips fit his face perfectly. Our son was the spitting image of his father.

“Gahdamn!” I heard Caresha say under her breath.

My eyes narrowed slightly before I remembered Lamont was no longer mine. Fuck that! This nigga is always going to be mine and any hoe that thought she could come between us could get the brakes beat off her ass. I cleared my throat. “Hey y’all,” I said as I turned and looked at Lamont. “Lamont, this is my new neighbor from down the hall, Caresha.” I turned and looked at her and then down at Hakeem. “And this is our son, Hakeem.”

Lamont cracked his lips into a smile showing his perfect set of white teeth and I immediately got an attitude. Was this nigga flirting in my face? Showing out?

“Nice to meet you, Caresha. How long have you stayed over here? Is it pretty safe?” Lamont questioned.

“Yeah, it’s okay. I mean for the complex to have so many people living over here it’s pretty quiet. On this side that is. You picked the right side to stay on ‘cuz in a few of the other buildings toward the back, the law stay coming over there.” She continued, “But it ain’t never nothing too serious from my understanding.”

Awkward silence fell into the room. We all kind of looked at each other. Although I only knew Caresha now for less than an hour, something told me I was gonna have to kind of keep my eyes on her and Lamont’s interactions. Then again, maybe I was just being paranoid.

Caresha smiled and then broke the silence by saying, “Well, let me let y’all get on with your evening.”

I grinned but didn’t say anything.

“Jazmine, keep in touch, girl. I’m always looking to meet new people so just let me know if you ever want to hang out. And I have a daughter, Isis, who is three. The kids can play together. Also, my mother-in-law runs a little daycare so if you ever need someone to watch lil Hakeem, just come on down and talk to her,” Caresha said as she sashayed out the door. Her ass was bouncing a little too hard for my taste.

I walked over and closed the door and locked it. I then turned my attention to Lamont’s sexy ass. “You all in that girl's ass!” I spat.

Lamont rolled his eyes and smacked his teeth really hard. “Man, get the fuck outta here with that bullshit,” he said as he walked off. Disrespectful ass nigga.

“I just think it’s really disrespectful of you to be doing that in front of my face and whatnot, Lamont. What if I was all up in a nigga’s dick print? I know your opinionated ass would’ve had something to say!”

“What?!?! Bruh…,” Lamont replied shaking his head.

“Am I lying?” I asked.

“First of all, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t use that type of language around my son.”

“Our son…”

“Ok…OUR son…But anyways, what did I do wrong exactly, Jazmine? Speak to the new neighbor you just introduced me to? Shit, a nigga was being cordial,” Lamont said flopping down on the couch.

“And don’t be sitting all hard in my damn couch either. Nigga, you the main one complaining about it now you wanna break my shit up!” I snarled cutting my eyes at him.

“Yo…I didn’t come over here for all this mouth, Jazmine. Either you wanna eat and celebrate your new job or I can leave. And do I need to remind you I’m single? I’ll go get that girl’s number and take her out to eat if I want to. You ain’t runnin’ shit but your mouth,” Lamont growled pinning his eyes on me. I felt like crying. Instead, I turned to walk back to my bedroom to freshen up.

It was just so fucking crazy to me how Lamont made no qualms about reminding me we weren’t together. Maybe it was time for me to face reality and move on myself. With the way he was sounding, Lamont was probably already fucking other women and here I was being faithful like I still had a man.

Listen, I ain’t no ugly female and now was as good a time as any to get a new man. I can just start over completely, I thought. My heart was aching. Everything in my world was changing at a rapid pace and I wasn’t ready for it.
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Caresha

Two Weeks Later…

The last week had been complete hell. Anisha wasn’t playing when she said she was going to be working a lot of overtime. She’d been going hard the two last weeks. Which was good for her but left me scrambling for rides home after work.

I’d taken an Uber home twice. However, after reading about a woman being killed by getting into an Uber, I was leery. Plus, that twenty-dollar ride was no joke. I had other things to do with my money. I realized the second day of taking that Uber what a deal it was to give Anisha twenty bucks for a weeks’ worth of rides.

I also came to the realization I was sick of depending on other people to meet my needs. Damonte’ was just going to have to get his black ass up from whatever he was doing to pick me up. Which led me to today. I had already been off for damn near forty-five minutes and was still waiting on Damonte’ to arrive. How the fuck are you late when you literally have nothing to do for the day but be here on time? I was seething with anger.

My phone buzzed in my hand. This nigga better be on his damn way, I thought before seeing the phone in my hand. That was when I realized it was NOT him – it was my mom calling instead.

My mama already couldn’t stand Damonte’ but I had learned long ago not to complain about Damonte’ to my mom or two sisters Rakesha and Takesha. It would end up being thrown in my face later and they had no qualms at all about confronting Damonte’ about mistreating their baby sister. In almost four years I had never once considered dumping Damonte’. Until today.

“Hey, mama, what’s up?”

“Hey, baby. I think this is your W-2 that came in the mail today.”

My heart felt like it was about to leap out of my chest. Thank you, Jesus! I needed my money now more than ever. I literally felt like I was going to lose my mind every day I walked into Dorothea’s apartment. Not to mention every day Damonte’s mama was asking me about my taxes. I had stuck to my guns and reminded her each time she asked that I was getting my taxes done on my own.

I could see it in Dorothea’s eyes and demeanor toward me that she was pissed I refused to let her do my taxes this year. Now, all of a sudden, she wanted to charge a hundred dollars a week to keep Isis instead of the $75 we’d agreed on.

In the last two weeks, her manipulative, old ex-crackhead ass had even stopped fixing family meals. Granted, since we’d been living there, Dorothea had cooked for the house without being asked. Shit, half the time I didn’t even like the food she cooked.

Dorothea was originally from Alabama. I liked soul food as much as the next Black person, but damn, I wasn’t trying to step into an early grave eating fried chicken, collard greens and neck bones all the damn time. But this was the kicker – I always willingly handed over my food stamp card to help with groceries.

Yup, see, no, no, no…My spirit just spoke to me. It was time to get the fuck up outta there. Just to be shady, I had reported my food stamp card lost the second I’d checked my balance online and saw that the balance was gone for the month. This way, they would just send me a new card in the mail and I wouldn’t have to ask for mine back.

I just knew as soon as the first came around Dorothea would try swiping the LINK card like it was all good between us. Hell no! I could play dirty, too. Dorothea could kiss my entire ass after I took a big shit. If she wanted to charge me a hundred dollars a week to keep her own grandchild, then she could use that money to buy groceries.

To make matters even worse, Dorothea knew damn well her sorry ass son wasn’t contributing a dime to the daycare bill. So the way I see it, she was intentionally taking money out of my pockets. So fuck her. I was perfectly capable of buying the food I wanted to put in the house with my own food stamp card. That was Dorothea’s problem anyway. She thought she was running shit. Dorothea wasn’t running no one but her damn son. Bitch had me all the way fucked up. I was so furious, I even contemplated moving back in with my own mama. But at this point staying with Damonte’ and his mama put me closer to the job.

“Okay, good, mama! I’m still waiting on Damonte’s to come get me from work right now. As soon as he gets here I’m on my way to come pick it up,” I said before ending the call.

It was almost three. I had more than enough time to hit up Liberty Tax and get what I needed done. I felt like screaming ‘cuz I was so happy.

The last forty-five minutes I’d been waiting had really made a bitch start thinking about some serious decisions. I was a grown ass woman with a child. Why was I waiting to be picked up by a nigga who obviously didn’t even think I was important enough to be picked up on time? Anything could happen to me out here.

Everyone in the damn store knew I was already off the clock. It was embarrassing for everyone to know I didn’t have transportation. Not only that, but my own man didn’t care enough to scoop me up on time. Even when he didn’t have a job his damn self and there was nothing stopping him from being there for me. Yeah, I’d been ready to dump this job and go back to chilling at the house but fuck that.

I was dead tired of being there for a nigga who couldn’t do the same for me. Nigga wasn’t even dicking me down on the regular these days. Every time we did fuck, I felt like I was beggin’ for the dick. Fuck all that. Caresha Wright? Beggin’ for a dick down? Never that!

Yeah, my mind was made all the way the fuck up! I was still going to use my money to move, but I was also going to keep working at the deli, until I could find a better job that is. I had also decided to go downtown and apply for daycare assistance. Fuck Dorothea. I’d rather pay a stranger at this point. I even thought about using a part of my tax refund money to put down a down payment to get my own damn car.

My mind was clicking with everything I needed to do in order to get away from Damonte’. Yeah, I still loved him, but it was time to make some moves on my own.

I looked up when I heard a car horn blaring loudly. Now here this nigga was rolling up loud as hell forty-five minutes after I’d gotten off. I slipped into the car.

“I need you to run me by my mama’s house before we get to the house,” I said with my voice tight.

“Damn…Today? Like right now? Nah. I’m tired.”

I scrunched my face and threw a nasty look at his late ass. Was he for real right now? “Tired the fuck from what? You ain’t did shit all day but hang out. You should’ve just been sitting in the damn house waiting to pick me up since you have no legit reason to even be out and about. Spending money you don’t have nor did you earn. Do you still have the twenty dollars I left on the dresser this morning? If so, I’ma need that back,” I said cutting my eyes at him before twisting in my seat to look out the window. As fine as Damonte’ was to me, he was just ugly right now. I was so tired of the way he was handling me.

“Oh, so that’s how you talk to your man these days? Like I ain’t shit?”

“Act like you ain’t shit and that’s just how the fuck I’ma talk to you. Just run me by my mama’s house and you ain’t gotta do shit else for me, Damonte’. I’ll walk the fuck back home before I sit outside for a fuckin’ hour, waiting for a nigga that ain’t got shit to do BUT pick me up on time. I got off work damn near an hour ago. Ohhhhhh! You got me so fucked up right now! And you got me waiting to be picked up for what reason?!? Picking me up from work is the only real thing you had to do today and your ass can’t even do that right. But come my payday you’ll have your muthafuckin’ hand stuck out for me to lay something in it. Every Friday your ass is early to pick me up. Trying to rush me to the damn time-clock. I’m so fuckin’ over this shit. But today is the last day I’ma even ask you to do shit for me,” I spat never once looking his way.

Damonte’ hated when I ignored him so I was about to pull out all the fuckin’ stops. I could show him better than I could tell him. All he’d been doing lately is trying to ask about my taxes. He was late every day the last two weeks picking me up and we hadn’t been having sex. What use was he?


Damonte’



“…That’s that shit I don’t like…”

Chief Keef’s “Don’t Like” blared on the radio inside my whip. A nigga was in a really good mood until Caresha hopped her ass in and immediately got to bumpin’ her fuckin’ gums on some bullshit.

I looked over at Caresha trying to keep my eyes on the road. I wanted to slap the shit out of her for talking to me so disrespectfully. I knew I was late and hadn’t meant to be, but I had to go with Olivia to a doctor’s appointment just to keep her damn mouth shut.

I fuckin’ swear to God these bitches were trying to kill me with the amount of stress I was under trying to keep everyone happy. Caresha, Tara, Olivia and my damn mama. They wanted to kill me. Everyone was complaining not knowing they were stressing me the fuck out. I knew I’d been fuckin’ up with Caresha so I just silently drove to her mama’s house without saying a word. As soon as I pulled into the driveway I turned off the ignition.

“Tell your mama I said hi.”

“I ain’t tellin’ my mama shit. You’re right here. If you really wanted to say something to her you’d get the fuck out the car and say it,” Caresha snapped slamming the car door shut.

My hands clenched the steering wheel tightly before I got out of the car and walked into the house.

“How you doin’, Ms. Gordon?” I said greeting Caresha’s mother with a smile.

“Well look who decided to speak today. I’m good, Damonte’, and you? Have you found a job yet?”

I cringed inside. I already knew Caresha’s whole family hated me. Even though I was no better or worse than Caresha’s two sister’s baby daddies. On my kids I swear those two bum ass niggas definitely weren’t on shit. However, me – from the get I was always made out to be the bad guy. I always felt like her family judged me a little harsher for some reason.

“Still looking, Ms. Gordon. I’m actually thinking about starting my own business.”

Ms. Gordon simply smirked at me like “yeah right nigga.” Fuck you, bitch, I silently thought. If I was really that type of savage ass nigga, I would’ve been slapped that smug look off her old ass face. Her and Caresha.

Eventually I made my way into den and found a seat. I just sat on the couch playing on my phone while Caresha walked into the kitchen with her mom. She better hurry the fuck up, too. I hated being places where I felt uncomfortable. You know, just feelin’ bad energy and vibes and shit. After almost four years with Caresha, I still didn’t feel at home in her mother’s house.

I was still pissed a year ago that Ms. Gordon said Caresha and Isis could move in but I was on my own. What kinda shit is that? She knew we were together but when we got in a bind, she tried to split my family up as far as I was concerned.

It made me even more upset to think of how fucking disrespectful Caresha was toward my mama when she was there for all of us. Not just me. Caresha’s mama was over here in a three-bedroom house with plenty of room for us to stay.  

A few minutes later Caresha breezed out of the kitchen all smiles.

“I’m ready,” she said walking out the door.

I stood up, yelled out goodbye and followed her outside.

As soon as we were in the car and backed out the driveway, I glanced over at Caresha. I swear this hoe got on my damn nerves sometimes, well a lot of times, but there was no denying she was fine as fuck. A rose growing through concrete type fine. She was rough around the edges personality wise but she was pretty no doubt. Ratchet bitch fine.

When we first met I knew I had to have her. Her fat, plump ass stuffed in a pair of low-rise cut-off jean shorts and a half-shirt that hung off her slim shoulders. Man, my dick rocked up even now thinking about the day we met. I was already in a relationship with my son’s mama but my pussy-addicted ass risked it all just to have Caresha. I was not gonna lie. I wanted her to stay in the background but Caresha wasn’t going for that at all. Then when she got pregnant with Isis, there was no going back.

“Caresha…,”

“Shut up talking to me, Damonte’. I’m so over this whole relationship. I want us to be over with. PERIODT. I’m tired of being treated like an afterthought by a nigga I go out of my way for. I do anything for your ass but there’s no effort on your part. Zero. So I’m fuckin’ done. I can’t even believe I’m saying this because I’ve invested so much time and effort into loving you and trying to make this work with you. But you know what, fuck it. I can love another man, too. One that will love me and Isis,” Caresha said looking over at me quickly before she turned away swiping her cheek. Was she quitting me and having the nerve to cry?

“YO! What the FUCK is you talkin’ ‘bout?!?” I screamed viciously banging the steering wheel as I weaved in and out of traffic. “BITCH! I put a roof over you and my child’s head!”

“No, you the bitch, nigga! And ya crazy ass mama puts a fuckin’ roof over our heads! DID YOU FORGET?!?!?”

See, now I was getting angry as fuck. I balled my right fist up but reminded myself to just calm down.

Caresha nevertheless continued ranting. “BUT GUESS WHAT?!?! I ain’t fuckin’ ya mama. I’m fucking you! Well, supposed to be fucking you. ‘Cuz it seems like as of late I ain’t been fuckin’ you either except for the few pity fucks you threw my way ‘cuz I brought the shit up. Fuck all that, I know I’m sitting on a muthafuckin’ million over here and I’m wasting time on your weak dick ass. YEAH! Weak dick or you’re cheating on me and fuckin’ some other bitch! Explain this to me though…How a nigga go from dickin’ me down three times a day easy to nothin’? Nope. This bitch right here – Ms. Caresha Wright – is not the one.”

“Bruh, look, I don’t know what your fuckin’ problem is. Damn anything could have happened I could have been stuck in traffic. Maybe we ain’t having sex because you stay stressin me the fuck out all the time and I just need a break from your crazy ass!” I sputtered.

“Well, you’re about to have plenty of space. More than you could imagine. And were you? Stuck in traffic that is…?” Caresha asked her voice unusually calm.

I quickly looked over without saying a word because I knew I was already caught in a lie before I could even get started good with it. I could tell Caresha was not with the shits today.

“Look, why are you blowing up on me all of a sudden? I made a mistake. I was late. Forgive me.”

Caresha still refused to even look at me.

“You know what? If it was only about you being late, Damonte’, that would be one thing but you and I both know that we have a larger issues than this. Do you think that I would really be blowing up at you about being late if everything else between us was going good? It's not, so I'm just going to be a real ass bitch and admit that we need to just let this go. Because there's something that's keeping you from me anyway. It hasn't come to light yet but trust me it will and when I find out about it I'll definitely know that I made the right decision in ending this between us. Life is too short for us to both be unhappy. Evidently from the way you're acting with me, you're not happy either. Also, you lied to me from the jump and were cheating on Tara with me. So there’s no telling what you’re really up to. Don't get mad just because I'm the one ending it. Let's just let it go. Just give me a few days to get my shit together and get me and my baby a place and I'm out. Period. No harm no foul.”

“So, you think after all these years you can just walk away from me, Caresha? That you can just fuckin’ take my child and leave me after all the shit that I gave up for you?” I seethed.

Caresha turned in her seat looking at me as if I’d lost my rabid ass mind.

“What did you give up for me? Nigga you had a woman that you obviously wasn't that in love with or you would have never been fuckin’ with me in the first damn place. You cheated on her, treated her like trash, but you know what? That's just another thing I blame myself for. I should have known exactly what the fuck kind of nigga I was getting, messing with a man who was so quick to cheat on his longtime girlfriend anyway. I should’ve never had any expectations of you but I loved your ass and I was giving you the benefit of the muthafuckin’ doubt. Damonte’, just admit it. You don't care about me and you never have.”

Silence fell between us. But she continued, “Do you think I don't know all you do is sit there and silently compare me to Tara?  I do. I've been a fool for the last four years allowing you to do that to me. Because if you cared about Tara as much as you claim to, you would have never cheated on her in the first place. Not to mention all the times you threw it in my face how much education she has. Where is your education at? That's the real question. Nigga steady wanna talk about what a woman has accomplished but where are your accomplishments at? As ghetto and dumb as you think I am, I'm from the hood but I ain't stupid enough that I don't see that’s what the fuck you do. Look just stop talking to me. Let's just get to the house so I can get my baby and start seeing about what I'm going to do as far as us moving out.”

“Caresha, baby, what the fuck are you talking about? You and Isis are not going anywhere we’re a family. We've been a family and that's just how the fuck we’re going to stay. We've been doing this shit too long to end like this. Where is all this coming from? Where is all this animosity towards me coming from all of a sudden?”

“Where did you get the idea that the way I feel is sudden? It only seems sudden to you, Damonte’, because you never listen when I try to tell you how I feel. All you think is, ‘Oh here go ghetto ass Caresha talking shit again.’ Nigga, I have feelings, too. And if you don't care about them then the next nigga will simple as that,” Caresha said swiping a tear that was slowly trailing down her cheek.

I got choked up my goddamn self.

The last thing I ever imagined was Caresha leaving me. There had been many times when I’d plotted in my mind ending things with Caresha in order to see if there was anything in my previous relationship with Tara that could be salvaged.

I always imagined Caresha being my ride or die. The Bonnie to my Clyde and here she was ready to dip with zero fucks given as to how I felt. But not once in my wildest imagination did I think that it would be Caresha trying to end things with me. If our relationship was to ever end, it could only be on my terms and when I was ready for it to end. Now that she had actually said the words out loud, it wasn't something I was ready for.

My mind was reeling with what could be bringing this on. Had she met someone on that little job of hers?  Niggas was in and out of that muthafuckin’ store. Even going to work Caresha managed to make that little white t-shirt and black pants look sexy. Her hair was always done, makeup on. Because she was talking real fly and the only time women got this way with their men, was if he’d already been replaced with another man. Instead of driving home, I made a quick detour and pulled over to the side of the road locking the doors.

“Caresha, I think you and I need to get some understanding real quick. Some clarity. Don’t you know I love you? Now I don't know what has gotten into you to make you feel like you can talk to me this way, and all these complaints that you all of a sudden have about me that you never expressed before and come on let's be for real. The shit that just came out your mouth? You ain't never said to me before.”

“Well, I said it now,” Caresha said her voice was harsh. I’d never heard her sound like this before.

“I see that. Damn at least give a nigga the opportunity to fix things. Can I at least get that?”

“I don't know, Damonte’. I need to think about a lot of things. At the end of the day, I think it's best if I get away from you. If I had my own car I really would just pack Isis up and go stay with my mom. Let me just get home so I can see my daughter,” Caresha said not even looking at me.

The air was thick with disrespect.

I started the car back up and got back on the road. As we drove in silence to the apartment complex my mind was spinning. Everything was just hitting me all at once and I was losing my grip on everything.

As soon as I parked my cell phone begin to buzz. I looked down to see it was Olivia sending several text messages. As we walked into the building I began to read them and saw Olivia saying that she was in labor and needed me to get to her as quick as possible. My heart sank. As if I didn't have enough going on at this precise moment now I had to think of an excuse to leave the house to see my newest daughter born.

But bam, just like that, the second we entered the house my mom was in our face.

“I’m glad y'all back ‘cuz I'm through with kids for the day. Isis and DJ been actin’ the hell up.” My mother then yelled into the living room, “Y'all get in here to y'all mama and daddy ‘cuz they takin’ over right damn it now!”

Caresha quickly cut her eyes.

“I’m not taking over for nothing. I'm about to get in here, get dressed and run some errands. Isis goin’ with me but I'm not about to be responsible for some badass child that don't listen to me anyway. So he can go straight with his daddy,” Caresha said heading straight toward the bedroom. “Come here Isis, why have you been giving your grandma a hard time today? I should spank your little tail,” Caresha said.

I groaned loudly.

“Mama, I need to head out. I really need you to keep an eye on DJ for me while I'm gone,” I moaned.

Olivia was now blowing up my phone and I kept sending her to voicemail. As good of a relationship as I had with my mama, I hadn’t told her about Olivia at all. She didn’t know of her existence; let alone the fact she was about to become a grandmother for the third time.
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Introducing Dorothea

“Hell no. I've been watching kids all goddamn day. Y'all don't think I need a break? You can either take him with you or take him over to his mama or his other Grandma but I'm done for the day. Y'all need to do something with his little ass he's getting outrageous. Besides, I have business to handle. I already have two people coming over here for me to do their taxes. So I need to straighten up this place before they get here and I know one thing, that little heifer back there better have my hundred dollars when she walk through the door on Friday for me babysitting this week. You or her better make sure I have my money because I'm about sick of both of y'all,” I said walking towards my bedroom.

My son seemed to be under the impression he could roll all over me. Granted I’d spoiled him all his damn life, even more so due to the fact that I knew during his childhood I had a stint where I’d fell off real bad. I had been a heavy drug user but hell, I’d more than made up for that at this point. Damonte’ was a grown ass man with kids of his own now. I didn't need him or his little disrespectful ass girlfriend and their bad ass child up in her place. That little Caresha acted like she was under the impression I needed them to stay there in order to live. The reality was I was doing just fine before they ever moved in and I had my peace and quiet. But for Caresha to try to show her ass now that it was tax season? That was out of the question.

The absolute only way I could fathom them being all under the same roof, cramped in my small apartment was if it was beneficial to everyone. Especially me since I was the one being inconvenienced! Now this little heffa wanted to keep all her money to herself? Ain't no damn way. Not to mention my own damn son. He would always be my baby boy but I was well aware that as a man, all Damonte’ brought to the table was dick.

He called himself peddling a little weed but he wasn’t even doing that right. Negro hadn’t paid bill the first in months. He thought I didn’t know he was taking Caresha’s little Jewel-Osco check and putting in on the monthly bills and taking credit for the shit like he was man of the muthafuckin’ house. These young hoes were dumb as hell. What they didn’t know was that I was tired of all their asses and wanted my place back to myself. Shit it was time for me to get a man of my own up in here. Hell, they were outnumbering me in my own damn apartment.


Jazmine



I’d had just poured myself something to drink when I heard my cell phone ring. My face frowned up. I knew this better not be Lamont trying to pop his ass over here, I thought.

My baby boy Hakeem was in his room watching YouTube videos on his tablet and I was just about ready to relax. The last two weeks of orientation at the call center had been kicking my ass. I was not used to being up and out of the house by eight am. Hell, even Hakeem had been falling asleep early on his own since I started this new job and had to get us on a set routine. One week down, two more weeks of training to go. Not to mention the toll it was taking on me basically ignoring Mikayah’s ass at the job every day.

Of course, Mikayah tried to apologize for the shady way she had treated me the day we had went for interviews and I’d had accepted it. But I damn sure wasn't going to forget it. Like the late great Maya Angelou said, “When someone shows you who they are, believe them.” I had made the decision to cut off anyone who wasn’t beneficial to me and Hakeem’s life.

As much as I loved Lamont, I’d even been sending his ass to voicemail the last week. If he didn’t want to be my man, what was the point? My mindset was like fuck everyone. I never imagined Lamont would be included in that but yeah, fuck him, too.

Lamont’s mama had even agreed to watch Hakeem for fifty dollars a week until I got on my feet. So, I told Lamont to conduct all his visits with Hakeem over there. Lamont took it upon himself to start bringing Hakeem home by six in the evening and he’d been shocked to find he was met at the door. There was no need to come in. I was putting my foot on this nigga’s neck for a change. Nice Jazmine was gone.

Then, of course, my goddamn Aunt Caroline started blowing up my damn phone for some reason. I’d had ignored each and every call. What was there to discuss? Big Mama was gone so there was no need to pretend anymore.

Truth be told, I hadn’t spoken to her since the day I’d moved out of my grandmother’s home. Let me go ahead and get this shit over with, I thought as I saw “Silverback”, the name I had for her flashing across my screen.

I swear to God, as soon as I picked up, I heard, “Heey, niece!”.

Niece?

This bitch had been ignoring me my entire life, barely claiming me to anyone. However now it was some “hey niece”.

“Hey, what’s up, Caroline?” I asked dry as hell. I was over being phony because I didn’t want to hurt Big Mama.

“Ohh, uh-uh! You better put a handle on my name, missy. You know I don’t go for all that new age mess! Calling elders by their first name.”

“What is it, Caroline? I’ve had a long day,” I asked. Caroline cleared her voice loudly.

“Well, I’ma need you to come on by mama’s house. I got all the paperwork for the sale of the house.”

“Okay and what does that have to do with me? The house was left to you, I moved all my things out. So, why are you calling me?”

“Well, umm, I do need your signature on a few papers. We have to go do them with the lady at the bank. It’s nothing really. Plus, we haven’t seen you or Hakeem. You know mama would want me to keep this family together!”

I just sat there rolling my eyes. I’d been in my apartment a few weeks and not one person aside from Uncle Charles has even called to see how I was doing or if we needed anything. Caroline could kiss my entire asshole.

“Okay, well I need to go now.”

“Well, when can you come sign these papers?”

“No time soon. I have work and a life. When I get some free time I may stop by.” I then hung up the phone before she could try to pressure me into a time.

I didn’t know if I was going to go over there. If it didn’t have anything to do with me and my baby I really didn’t care. I picked up my drink to take a sip when the doorbell rang.

I sighed loudly. I just knew Lamont was going to try and bring his ass over here. He always did this when I gave him the cold shoulder. He could care less about how I felt about things but let me pull a him...on him? He couldn’t stand it. I pulled open the front door ready to cuss his ass out.

I was shocked to find my new neighbor Caresha and her cute little girl standing there instead.

“Hey, girl! I hope I’m not bothering you right now.”

She was but I wasn’t tripping. I’d run into her a few times in the hallway this week and she seemed cool as hell.

“Nah, girl, come on in,” I said widening the door.

Caresha looked around the hall real quick, the shit made me so nervous I looked out too to see who was out there. I could hear Caresha start snickering.

“Girl, don’t worry about me. Shit, I’m just making sure my baby daddy ain’t tryin’ to be nosey and shit. I walked out of the house. I ain’t got shit to say to him or his mama right now.

“For real?!? Girl, I’ve been dealing with people like that, too, lately! I’m over here on some ‘fuck everybody’-type shit. You see how hard I opened the door? I thought it was Hakeem’s daddy trying to bring his ass over here. Let me take your daughter back here to play with Hakeem while we sit out here and talk,” I said as we all walked to the back and introduced the kids.

Within seconds they were both watching shows on the tablet. We walked back into the living room and I offered her something to drink.

“Girl, unless you’re offering shots of vodka I’m good. This nigga and his ex-crackhead of a mama got my nerves so shot right now I don’t know what to do…,” Caresha rattled off.

Caresha started looking around. “Damn, bitch! You’ve done a lot to the place since I was in here when I first met you. It’s looking good in here. I love the artwork!” Caresha said looking around the place appreciatively.

“Thank you!”

“But look, I’ma get right to the point because I hate a bitch beating around the bush when they’re asking me for something. Do you think you could do me a huge favor tomorrow? Off the jump let me say I’ma give you some gas money and I’ll buy lunch for us all. Me, you and the kids', girl.”

I hurried up and leaned in a little to hear what she needed. Damn, she hadn’t known me long enough to ask for shit, but I’ll listen. I folded my arms across my chest and pasted a stony expression on my face. The last thing I wanted was for her to assume it was a go just because she offered free food. I wasn’t that pressed.

“What do you need??”

“Girl, I ain’t even trying to put my business out there like there but do you think when you have some free time tomorrow you could run me by Liberty Tax? Every muthafucka in that apartment…,” Caresha said pointing towards the front door, “...is waiting on me to get my W-2’s so I can file and they can run me down about my damn refund. I ain’t having it this year. Baby, I even had to get my shit sent straight over to my mama’s house just to keep them bum ass niggas from knowing when I file,” Caresha said pacing the floor angrily. Damn, ol’ girl looked like she was ready to breathe fire.

“I guess I could do that for you. Shoot with everything going on with me lately, I’d totally forgotten about filing my taxes. My W-2 came in the mail the day we met at the mailbox but with starting my new job and all I totally forgot. I’m exhausted by the time I get home. I don’t know how, as bad as I need my money.”

Caresha burst out laughing.

“Well, I’m glad you got it like that girl that you ain’t gotta be worried about getting no money back but it damn sure be on my mind every year!” Caresha said sucking her teeth loudly.

“I would not say all that! I need my money just like anyone else,” I said leaning back in the sofa. I didn’t really intend to but I then proceeded to tell Caresha about the death of my Grandma and how I ended up moving over here in the first place.

“Aww! I’m so sorry to hear about your grandma. That has to be hard losing her. And so your son's dad dipped out right before that huh?”

“Yep. A bitch can’t catch a break,” I said shaking my head.

“Don’t even think of it like that girl. My mama is still here but I just don’t want to move back in over there. But I ain’t staying over here either. Actually, I might, but I’ma get my own apartment. At first, I wanted it to be with Damonte,’ too, but fuck that. This nigga ain’t trying to do nothing so we can get ahead. And if I have to take all my tax money to get straight for our daughter, best believe I’ma put a new nigga in his spot,” Caresha said clapping her hands to punctuate every word.

“I know that’s right, girl. With Lamont, I think he wanted to call it quits because I can’t even lie, I haven’t really been trying to work. Shit, my baby ain’t in school yet. And I don’t trust these daycare centers at all. Plus, I don’t really know what I wanna do. I was maintaining with the money he gave me for child support and staying with my grandma. I’d work a little every now and then but if they pissed me off I was out,” I said.

My mind was spinning now. Granted, I’d gotten a job and all but I’d totally forgotten about filing for my damn income taxes. I could have a nice little nest egg for Hakeem and I if I filed and got that money back. I had about three W-2’s in the stack of mail in my room too.

“Bitch, you know what? You don’t have to give me anything for taking you. Honestly with everything going on, like I said it slipped my mind. So I’ll get mine done, too, and we can just make a day of it.”

“Are you sure? I really don’t mind paying you gas and treating,” Caresha stated skeptically.

“Girl, I’m positive.”

My cell phone rang and I grabbed it from the end table. I saw it was Mikayah calling. I’d shaded her enough so I went ahead and answered.

“Hello?”

“Hey girl, what you doin’?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes and huffed, “Minding my business and leaving yours alone. What can I do for you?”

“Damn, Jazmine! Are you really going to take it there? I made one comment the day we got hired and you’re really dragging this attitude of yours out.”

“No, bitch. It wasn’t just one comment. There have been many comments over the course of the last four or five months. You want to make it about that one day. I just let your ass slide on all the slick shit that you’d been saying to me and I guess you took that to mean it was ice skating season. It ain’t. Period,” I said I was getting amped the fuck up. That bitch was lucky she wasn’t in my face when I said what I said. The gutta bitch in me would’ve been dragged that hoe.

I looked over and could see Caresha looking away with her eyebrows raised.

“Why don’t we go out to lunch tomorrow. I think I’ve just been on edge about a few things and…,”Mikayah said.

I rolled my eyes to the ceiling once again. “A few things like what? Last I knew both of your parents are still alive. Your grandparents, too. On both sides. You never have a man so you can’t even blame being stressed out on a nigga. No, you were just being a judgmental ass bitch and it’s time I let you know because you’ve been on that bullshit for quite some time. I have lunch plans with another friend so it’s a no for me. Maybe some other time.”

“What other friend do you have that you're going to lunch with?” Mikayah asked nosily.

See, the simple fact she had the nerve to even ask me that pissed me all the way the fuck off. I got where she was coming from it's not like growing up I'd been an unpopular girl. I actually knew a lot of people but I see I’d done myself a disservice by cutting so many people off and making Mikayah my best friend and my closest confidante to the point where she really did feel like she was my only friend. She’d never make that mistake again. I was putting her on the backburner for real.

“Don't worry about it. You don't know her. We'll get together another day, I'll touch base with you,” I said. I could hear Mikayah sigh loudly through the line.

“Well, what's been going on with you and Lamont?” Mikayah ass nosily quickly switching subjects.

“BITCH! That's between Lamont and I from this point on. I'll be keeping all my personal business to myself ‘cuz when I confided in you it seemed like you felt like you could just take the information and run with it. You thought you knew everything that was going on between us. I don't tell you every goddamn thing. I share with you what I feel like sharing. Personal things between Lamont and I have always been kept private. So don't worry about what's going on with me and Lamont. Lamont and I are fine....The real question is why do YOU wanna know?”

“Look, Jazmine, I’ma  just go ahead and get off the phone with you because I can tell everything I say you want to get on the defensive about. I'm not even trying to go back and forth with you like that. I called because I miss my friend not to argue. So I'll just let you continue to cool off and I'll check in with you later. Hopefully you have some time for me between all your new friends so we can get together and I can see you and Hakeem. I'll holler at you later, girl.”

I didn't let her get another word in before I hung up on her ass. Mikayah had me so fucked up trying to take the high road and make me out to be the one who was trippin’. Not today.

“I didn't mean to be nosy but I am right here and you’re having the conversation right in front of me but baby who you going off on?” Caresha asked.

I smacked my teeth. “My so-called best friend. Girl like I told you before, it's just been a whole lot of shit jumping off.”

“Look, I don't mean no harm but from everything you had just told me right before she called, are you sure this hoe ain’t trying to fuck your man? Because from everything you said, bitch, my spidey senses would be tingling and I'd be checking that vicious hoe. I ain’t even gon’ lie, I’m getting hyped already. Don’t take this the wrong way or no shit like that, but I met your man. The nigga is fine! And you say this girl don’t never have a man of her own? So what the hell does she be doing? Third wheeling with y’all all the time? Nah, something ain’t right, bitch.”

“Girl, no. We've all known each other since we were kids. Mikayah knows better than trying to get with my man I wish that bitch would. I’m mad at her right now but she’s still my girl but really, I wish that bitch would,” I said shaking my head at the mere thought. Ain’t no damn way.

Caresha sat on the couch looking at me skeptically. She was giving me the “whatever bitch” look and honestly it had never once occurred to me that Mikayah could ever even be attracted to Lamont. They fought like cats and dogs, they were like oil and water. The two of them did not mix and it literally seemed like I was the glue that held them together so the thought of them messing around really made me laugh more than anything.

Caresha and I solidified our plans for tomorrow and her and Isis left. I was still laughing at the thought of Lamont and Mikayah sneaking behind my back. Some females could be like that but not Mikayah. Of that I was sure. I think I was…


Damonte’



“Isn’t she so beautiful, Damonte’?” Olivia gushed as she held our newborn baby girl in her arms, giving her the most intense smile ever.

I had to agree looking down at the small 7lb 14oz bundle in her arms. We’d named her Amaya and she was Olivia’s twin with a little of me thrown in the mix.

“Here, you hold her,” Olivia then said as she reached out to hand me my baby girl. I gently took her out of Olivia’s hands and looked down at her.

Amaya peered at me curiously with innocent bright blue eyes just like her white ass mama. Her lips were full like mine and she might eventually have my nose but she was pale as hell. I was praying to God she eventually got a little color to her The little bit of fuzz on her head was blonde.

I guess I was a little too late to be wanting her to look a little Blacker considering the fact her mama was a whole White woman.

“Yeah, she’s a gorgeous baby for sure,” I said smiling.

I knew I was a dog but my heart felt heavy know the fucked-up position Amaya was being born into. I felt the same way about all my kids.

Tara’s ass never let me forget how DJ was now the product of a broken home. I was trying to do right by Isis and wanted her to grow up with a daddy in the house but it looks like that was getting fucked up, too. Not from me though.

You know what…Fuck that, Caresha ain’t going no god damn where. See, something always told she’d be the bitch who’d try put the courts a nigga and shit. As I leaned down to kiss Amaya’s cheek, I knew I was gonna have to get Caresha’s ass straight. I continued to look at my newest blessing and burden.

“We’re going home tomorrow. I need you to be with us at least this first week…,” Olivia churned softly.

I shook my head. Here we fuckin’ go already…“Don’t start that shit with me today! How the hell do you think I’ma be with you for a week straight? 24/7?” I spat.

I stepped forward and handed her the baby. She was pissing me off to the point I didn’t even wanna be bothered with it.

“You know what? At this point, Damonte’, I really don’t give a damn what you tell Caresha. Now that my daughter is here, so the fuck am I. I hope you weren’t under the impression just because I’m white I’ma just deal with all your bullshit! You may be hiding me, but do you intend to hide our child, too? My parents have been here, where is your mother at? Doesn’t she want to be a part of Amaya’s life?”

Bitch my mama don’t even know Amaya exists! My mind screamed. My head was starting to hurt. I was convinced these hoes were trying to kill me.

“Olivia, do you think just because you gave birth today I won’t cuss your ass out. YOU ain’t even met my mama! What the hell are you even talking about?” I asked bewildered.

“That’s yet another issue we have. Why haven’t I met her? The second you knew I was having your baby, you should have introduced us Damonte’. I can’t be your little white secret anymore. It’s time for you to be a man!” Olivia yelled tears falling down her face.

I guess she was really upset because her entire face was pink from crying. Her nose was dripping. Quite frankly, I was a little disgusted looking at her right now. At least when Caresha cried she still had some pride about herself. She just swept the tears away on the cool while she was still cussing me out. Black Girl Magic. Had to be because every Black woman I knew could do it.

I didn’t have time for all this nonsense. Even Tara was mad at me today because I’d had to drop DJ off at her job.

“You know what? I don’t need this shit. I’m over here doing the best I can. You knew my situation and were content with it. I never made you any promises. Ever. Now you’ve just pissed me the fuck off. All I wanted to do was enjoy the birth of my daughter but you can’t even give me that can you? Is this what they call “white privilege”? Instead of concentrating on our new baby, you’re worried about other shit. When you were sending me all those damn text messages to come over here, guess what the hell I was doing? I was ending things with Caresha. I broke up with her so we could be together but with your attitude right now, coming at me like you just did…Nah, fuck that! It’s time for me to just be single. All this negativity is something I just don’t need. The way I see it If a bitch can’t be down for me through the ups and downs, I don’t need her,” I spat grabbing my jacket.

Olivia sat in the small hospital bed openly bawling now.

“And don’t be crying all over my damn baby! You brought this on your damn self. You didn’t even give me a chance to say we could be together before you ruined it. You went out of your way to piss me off and try to flex. Now you can do it all by your goddamn self,” I said trying to make her feel worse about the situation.

At least now I’d have her off my back about us being together.

“Well I’m leaving,” I continued.

“You’re just going to leave like that? Why didn’t you tell me that when you got here? Don’t you think we need to talk about this?” Olivia stuttered.

“Ain’t shit to say. You fucked it up. You can let me know when it’s a good time to come visit the baby. Other than that, I ain’t got shit else for your ass,” I said before walking out of the room.

My mind was buzzing. It was time for me to come up with a payday of my own and leave these hoes alone. If Caresha wanted to trip, so be it. A nigga like me could trip too. As soon as I got in my car I called my mama. It was just after six. I had plenty of time to put my plan in motion.

Three hours later I pulled into my mother’s parking space at Shady Lane grinning hard as hell. I couldn't believe my plan was so easy to pull off. I was damn sure I was going to hit a snag but my mom had hooked me all the way up.

I knew Caresha must have been on my mama’s bad side for real. Niggas really thought they were going to get over on me. You had to wake up way early in the morning to pull a fast one on me and I knew what had Caresha talking big shit.

It took me a minute to figure it out but I finally came to the conclusion that I had taken her to her mama's house to pick up her damn W-2. The thought of having a lump sum of money in her pocket had her feeling real bold.

Well, I put a stop to that real quick. I felt like I was walking on air when I walked into the apartment. Everything was quiet. I took a peek in my momma's room she was knocked the hell out and then walked straight down to our bedroom. Isis was sleep in her little toddler bed on the side of the room and I could see Caresha laying there like a lump of coal with the covers all pulled up to her chin.

I stripped off my clothes and went to take me a quick shower. Little did Caresha know I wasn’t worried about her pussy. Well, maybe I was a little. I hadn’t fucked for the day and the thought of the caper I’d just pulled off was making my dick rise. After I got out the shower I climbed in the bed and turned my back on her ass. No more than a few minutes later here she finally said something…

“Where have you been all this time, Damonte’?”

I know she fuckin’ lying, I thought irritated as hell.

“I’ve been minding my business and leaving yours alone. I thought you broke up with me earlier today? Why you worried about where the fuck I been?”

I could hear Caresha sucking her teeth loud as hell  

“Whatever, Damonte’. I ain't even got time to be arguing with you. Like I said as soon as I find me a place me and my baby are going to be out of here. I just hope you don’t give me no problems when it comes to visitation with Isis. You still need to be a father to her even if we're not together.

“Oh, I'm a father first always to all my kids,” I said emphasizing the all even though she didn't know what the fuck I was talking about.

“Whatever. And don't be trying to touch me either because I ain't in the mood.”

“Caresha, I ain’t thinking about your tired ass pussy. Matter of fact, you need to be out of here tomorrow. Isis, of course is welcome to stay until you get yourself settled. But my mama’s place ain’t no motel. So if we’re not together, you need to be out of here ASAP. Go stay with your mama or something but you gotta go,” I said snatching the covers over on me a little bit.

Caresha raised up in the bed

“Is that really how you going to do me, Damonte’? Just because I don't want to be with you anymore you want to throw me out in the streets?”

“Now look who's being dramatic? I ain’t doing shit to you. But yeah pretty much. Why the fuck would you think it's okay to just lay up over here when you already made your feelings clear that you don't find the accommodations to your liking. You said that you hate staying here; my mama’s house ain't good enough for you. Why the fuck would you want to stay here a second longer? You got a mama. Go stay with her. Like I said, my baby's fine here until you get yourself together. I ain't causing no smoke about that. You know if you want Isis to stay with me she can.  But you got to go in the morning, I mean pack your shit and get the fuck on if you don't want to be with me. You made your mind up so ain't no sense in drawing this out. Go to your mom's house stop acting like you don't have a mama. That kind of pisses me off with you anyway, Caresha. For you to be trying to talk your shit about staying over here with my mom, especially when my mama took us all in no questions asked. Your shady, bougie ass mama was only wanting to take you and Isis but that's okay, you going to find out where your bread is buttered. Go out and pay your bills on your own but you need to get out of here pack your shit and get the fuck out of my mama's house in the morning. Don't bring your ass back over here no more if we’re done, we’re done. Ain’t no one foot in, one foot out the door shit with me. I've been a good nigga to your ass everything has always been smooth as gravy. I've been here every step of the way. I've been here for you and my daughter so if you wanna just be acting the way that you’re acting out of nowhere, just because a nigga been a little down on his luck for a hot minute, man fuck you. I can do better than you just like you think you can do better than me.”

With that being said I fluffed up the pillow, laid my head down and got ready to take my black ass to sleep. I had a whole lot of things to do in the morning my damn self, unbeknownst to Caresha.

I took a quick look at my cell phone before closing my eyes. I had about fifty missed calls and text messages from Olivia. In my mind she was going to be on permanent ignore until I got a few things together on my end. Olivia was going to need to learn the hard way that a baby couldn’t be dangled in my face like a carrot.

Yeah, I loved my kids, but you couldn’t control me just because I had a baby by you. Baby Amaya really couldn’t make me do shit since she wasn’t supposed to see the light of day anyway. I mean she was here now, and I was gonna love her, but Olivia was going to need to learn to sit her ass down and play her position. I was running shit. Caresha was about to find out too.


Lamont



Istretched my arms finally waking up for the morning. When I reached over to pull Jazmine closer to me, I felt nothing but empty space, but I did hear the shower running in the bathroom.

I laid back down thinking about last night. I had finally decided to just come over here and act a damn fool since Jazmine wasn't answering her phone for me or asking me over herself. I don't know what it was, but even though I had initiated the break-up between us, the simple fact that she was now all of a sudden acting like she was okay with it had me irritated. It was making me wonder what the fuck was really going on.

Even though I'd been the one to break up with Jazmine, the mother of my son actually moving on with someone else never really came to my mind. The thought of another man actually being around my son, another man waking up in this bed with my son's mother didn't sit right with me. At all.

Granted, I’d broken up with her and I’d done some foul shit by messing with Mikayah but at the end of the day, I still loved Jazmine. All that other stuff did was make me realize another piece of pussy was just that. Another piece of pussy. Another female could never replace her in my heart and I knew at the end of the day Jazmine always had my back. She was always down for us and it seemed like things had changed.

Maybe I had been harping on her too much about the whole job thing and now that I stopped, Jazmine was willing to step up and do right with this new job. Maybe I had been a little too hard on her and she just needed to come into her own.

Jazmine was still mad last night and acted like she didn't want to let me in but when she finally did, we argued a little and had a heart-to-heart about what was going on between us. Of course, I didn't reveal that I slept with her best friend and I was going to have to have a discussion with Mikayah about that. It was in nobody's best interest for that to ever get out but I think it was time for me as a man to put my family back together.

Jazmine made her way out of the shower and said, “I didn’t realize it but I needed that release last night. Thanks, Lamont.”

Release? My face frowned up. Surely, she wasn’t saying I was just a fuck to her.

“I’m glad you’re up. I’ma keep Hakeem with me today because I have some errands to run with my neighbor down the hall,” Jazmine said as she walked out with a towel wrapped tightly around her body.

“Do you really think it's a good idea for you to be hanging around these people that you really don't know?” I asked a little concerned.

“What I think Lamont is you need to mind your own business. We had sex last night that's all it was. I told you it did not mean we're getting back together or anything,” Jazmine said glancing over her shoulder at me before she started looking for something on her dresser.

My heart sank a little bit. Yes, she actually had said that last night before we had sex, but I didn't think she really meant it. I think Jazmine was just at the point where she wanted to feel a little independence and I was gonna let her have that. Kind of.

“Jazmine, baby, I’m not trying to run you or anything,” I explained. “I'm just saying you’re hanging out with her all of a sudden. You don’t know nothing about that girl.”

“What does that mean? I don't’ know anything about Mikayah either after all these years thinking I did. You do realize I've been living here a couple weeks; I’ve talked to Caresha more than Mikayah…or you. We’ve gotten to know each other and she’s cool. She has a child the same age as mine and we're the same age. We made plans to hang out together.”

“Hrrrm, ok,” I said with a slightly raised brow.

Nonetheless, Jazmine continued saying, “I'm not really fuckin’ with Mikayah no more. You know I think our friendship is over. So what do you think I'm going to do? Just sit in the house. No, I'm going to start getting out meeting people. All kinds of people, meeting new men too. After all, I’m a single woman this is the way you wanted it to be. So now here I am independent and loving it. So keep your lectures to yourself I don't need to hear them. I'm everything now that you wanted me to be. Exactly what you were pushing me to be when you were calling me childish and saying that I needed to grow up. Now that I’m actually taking your advice, you have an issue with that, too. I see I can't win for losing.” Jazmine grabbed her bottle of lotion and began rubbing her body down.

I didn't really know what to say because it seemed like she was on the defensive and ready to fight with me about everything that came out of my mouth so I just decided to play it cool.

“Okay, well have fun at your little girlfriend’s lunch today or whatever the hell y'all doing but do you want to have dinner together tonight? I can get my mom to watch Hakeem for us,” I groaned.

Jazmine sighed loudly.

“Do you really think it's a good idea for us to be spending so much time together? I mean neither of us at this point really knows what we want. Though I’m leaning toward us just calling it quits. We had a good run. I mean yeah you came over here last night talking all kind of shit but I mean I'm not dumb, I know you're only doing all that just because I said you couldn't come over here. If I had invited you, you wouldn't have wanted to come over here. The last thing I need to do is play myself over you or confuse my son about if his parents are together or not. Maybe we should just take a break tonight. You can come over for Sunday dinner and we'll just start there.”

I sat there floored for a few seconds. Had Jazmine really just turned me down for the night? There had to be more to this because this was rare coming from her. Maybe a little independence was the last thing a woman like Jazmine ever needed to have because it seemed to have gone to her head and now I was having a hard time getting back in.
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“What’s up?” I said walking into Mikayah’s apartment.

The smell of Pine-Sol almost took me out but at least she was clean. Half of these females these days didn’t even wash their ass proper let alone keep a clean house.

“Well, this is a nice surprise, what brings you by? I’ve called and sent you texts and haven’t heard from you at all,” Mikayah said running her hands through her frazzled looking ponytail.

She had on a raggedy t-shirt and some shorts. She looked a hot mess but I gave her a pass since she was cleaning.

I’d decided to stop by after I left Jazmine’s apartment since Jazmine and Hakeem were ready to go on their outing. Speaking of which, looking at Jazmine and my son standing together earlier made me know even more I wanted my family back; we were a good-looking family. Jazmine had picked up the few pounds she’d lost and was looking good as hell and as always, my son looked cute and well kept. It had me all the way in my bag to think about what another nigga saw when he looked at them. Yeah, they were a package deal but the package looked damn good. I knew there were plenty of men out here who wouldn’t mind playing daddy to my son in order to be with Jazmine. What the fuck had I been thinking? My eyes rolled to the back of my head as I sat down on the couch. Mikayah was already making shit all about her and I wasn’t even over here for none of that.

“Well, I feel like we needed to talk and clear about a few things,” I confessed.

“Okay, I can agree with that because I think we need to talk as well,” she retorted.

“Ladies first…,” I said even though I wasn't interested in what Mikayah had to say in the least.

I knew that she had some shit on her mind the way she’d been blowing up my phone, so I thought it was best to just go ahead and let her have her say before I cut her off at the knees and let her know it wasn't going anywhere between us two. I slumped down into her couch and yelped out in pain. Something had poked my back.

“Damn! What the fuck is that?” I asked frowning.

“Oh yeah, be careful. I noticed one of the springs is poking out. Move to the other side.”

I shook my head. The way she’d come down on Jazmine about getting a new couch when she needed one her damn self. Now this kind of all made sense, I thought. I was starting to think this shady bitch was truly jealous of Jazmine.

“Well, I'm just wondering what's going on between us? I mean I think by now, Lamont, you already know that I'm very interested in you. I really do feel like if you gave us a shot we could have something,” she said.

Hrrrrm…Here we go…

Mikayah continued, “I know I said a few weeks ago that I was going to let it go and that I knew the deal between us, but I really miss you and I really enjoy being with you. I think if we could just give us a real shot we can have something special.”

“Where do you factor Jazmine into all this Mikayah? I mean you keep saying all this me and you stuff as if Jazmine and Hakeem don't exist. How do you really expect us to have a relationship knowing damn well that I have a child with Jazmine? Plus, I mean, truth be told, you ain’t even considering that her and I been together longer than some people been married. You really think I can just go walking around with you and be your man now after all this time? The only way I could even think about being with you was if I was entering a muhfuckin’ witness protection program or some shit and I can tell you right now I’m not doing that!”

This whole conversation was baffling to me. I never thought Mikayah would give up her friendship with Jazmine so easily. I guess that’s what good dick did to some women.

“Well, why not? Things like this happen all the time Lamont. I know it can be awkward I'm not saying that it won't be, but if we both want this why should anyone or anything stand in our way?” Mikayah said leaning over to rub my arm softly. This whole situation had me feeling weird as hell.

Godmothafuckindamnit, Mikayah acting like a whole fruit cake over here, I thought. This girl was acting like we had real feelings for each other.

Now granted, she had some traits I wished Jazmine had all along but now that Jazmine was showing me she could be the type of woman I could marry I had no need for Mikayah’s ass. I never wanted Mikayah like that in the first place. I just had never had a taste of new pussy. Now that I’d had it, the feeling of needing a new piece of ass had quickly left me.

“Yeah, I don't necessarily agree with that. I think we just need to leave what we did as a mistake that we both made and move on from here. That's kind of what I want to discuss with you. I mean I really need this to just be a situation between you and I. I need it to kind of be like it never happened. I'm not trying to hurt your feelings or anything like that but I really just think the situation is impossible and I'm not going to deny the fact that I have deeper feelings for Jazmine. Regardless of what has taken place between us, you already know I have eight years and a child with Jazmine. I want to be a family with her and my son. I know that as a man I probably should have never crossed that line with you but at the same time you crossed the line too and I just think it's best for us to just leave what happened between us in the past and let sleeping dogs lie from here. I mean Jazmine is one of your best friends if you don't have her as a friend what do you want to do be by yourself?”

“Umm, so what the fuck do you want me to do now, Lamont? After I've already betrayed her? Now I do have feelings for you so what am I supposed to do? Do you understand how hard it was a couple of weeks ago when we got those jobs and I found out that you two were still sleeping together? That hurt me to my core because I could have sworn you said that you were not sleeping with Jazmine anymore,” Mikayah replied.

“I never told you that. I don’t discuss my sex life with Jazmine with you at all. So whatever you assumed was going on between us that was in your mind. I never told you that,” I quickly rebutted.

This bitch was starting to really fuckin’ irritate me, on my mama! I was appalled that she would even bring that shit up because I know damn well I didn't tell her no big ass lie like that. As a matter of fact, anytime I hooked up with Mikayah I went out of my way not to discuss Jazmine at all just because it made me feel guilty as hell about what I was doing. So I know damn well I never told her any shit like that now if she assumed that was on her.

“So, what am I supposed to do now? You just came in my life started having sex with me and now what? I'm supposed to just move on?”

“Hell yeah you supposed to just move on! What the fuck you thought this was? I never made you any promises. You need to take that lil pissy pussy of yours and put it on another nigga! Maybe he'll want to lock your ass down but for me and you that's not happening and you need to shut your mouth, too, because I don't even like how you sound right now. You’re talking like I made you promises that I never made. I never told you to count on me, for anything. Find you a man, settle down somewhere. You know I always told Jazmine it was something strange about the way you never have a man why is that? Like I legit kind of thought that you were going to be a virgin when we hooked up for the simple fact that you never really had anybody or settled down with anyone. You’re a nice woman, you’re doing shit for yourself. You’re about to graduate with your degree you need to settle down and find you someone but that someone ain't going to be me. It’s just not going to be.”

I stood up to leave when I felt a slap to the back of my head.

Wait?? What?!? Did this bitch just put her muhfuckin’ hands on me? I turned around ready to knock a few teeth outta her goddamn mouth when my face felt a sharp slap to my face. My eyes widened in shock. Mikayah had officially lost her damn mind.

“You think you can just fuck me this good and make me have all these feelings I’ve never felt before and go back to Jazmine like I never happened? I don’t think so, nigga!” Mikayah shrieked as she jumped on me screaming. “I hate you! I hate you, Lamont! And if you stop messing with me I’m telling Jazmine. When I do that, you know she’ll never take you back, muthafucka’,” she screamed before plunging her tongue into my mouth.

I tried to shake her off of me but she held my face to hers by the back of my head tightly and her legs were wrapped around my waist as she began gyrating her hips. In seconds my body responded even though I didn’t want her ass but I was stuck in more ways than one.

So…Of course, I had to fuck her now. Shoulder shrug

I just needed to figure out a way to turn this situation around for me because I could tell without a doubt Mikayah no longer cared about having a friendship with Jazmine anymore. Now that she had it in her head that she wanted me, I was the only one with something to lose. I started walking us toward her bedroom.

We had hardly entered the bedroom before I attacked Mikayah’s clothes and slammed her against the wall. The look on her face told me that she had been waiting for me to do this from the second I walked into her apartment. I grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted Mikayah completely off the ground. She giggled and threw her head back in pure ecstasy. This hoe was loving this rough shit a little too much. However, that thought quickly dissipated because my dick was already hard. Rock-muhfuckin-hard. Not necessarily for her, but like they say, a hard dick doesn’t have a conscience.

As soon as my dick grazed her slick, wet folds, I rammed my dick hard into her wet slit.

“This is what you want, huh? I don’t even like your ass. This could be any bitch’s pussy and I’d fuck her the same way. You wanna hold my dick hostage, huh? Well, this the kinda dick down you gon’ get from me and that’s it,” I ground out harshly with every thrust.

When I got done with her it was gon’ hurt her pussy to piss for the next week. I was mad at her and myself for even getting myself in this position. I grabbed her thin ponytail and yanked her head back.

“Ohh yes, zaddy! I like it like that! Hurt me!”

Mikayah was being ripped apart as my dick invaded and tore up her pussy walls. The echo of her gasps and screams were resounding across the whole sparsely decorated bedroom. I was just now noticing how tacky and cheap the room looked.

I could feel my dick hitting against her cervix as I slid in and out of her sopping wet pussy. This bitch was so ready for some dick my jeans weren’t even off. I kept pounding as I slid my hand into my pocket and pulled out my cellphone and began to record us. I knew that her screams were out of control but I didn't really care, instead I got cocky...literally and asked her when the last time someone had fucked her this good.

“No one has fucked me as good as this. That’s why I can’t stop. I can’t let this dick go!” Mikayah moaned before she started saying some shit I couldn’t even understand.

I guess my dick was so good it was making her speak in tongues.

Mikayah’s pussy twitched around my dick as I continued to pound her. I continued to pound into her pussy mercilessly. I gave one final last thrust before I pulled out and my dick spit all over her sheets.

I didn’t waste a second before I walked into her bathroom and snatched open the medicine cabinet and grabbed the extra Plan-B pill we had and a cup of water. Mikayah really thought she had the upper hand with me but she was going to see a side of me no one had seen before if she kept this bullshit up.

When I walked back out to the bedroom, Mikayah was rubbing her cum-stained sheets all over her pussy. This bitch really was crazy. I walked right over to her ass, grabbed her by her face and shoved the pill down her throat and poured some water in her mouth for her to wash it down.

“Bitch, you done lost all your mind, haven’t you? Swallow that shit!” I gritted out. Tears were streaming down the sides of her face.

“Just give me something, please. Just leave me with something from you, Lamont. All these years I’ve waited for you to notice I was the one who really loves you,” Mikayah sobbed.

“Well, I don’t want you. Now get these muthafuckin’ sheets in the damn washer, you nasty ass bitch. What the fuck! You’re really trying to trap me with a baby? You need help for real.”

“No, I just love you. I’ll wait for you to change your mind.”

This hoe was crazy as hell. I ended up staying over at her apartment for another two hours just to make sure she didn’t try to throw that pill up.


Caresha



We’d just left Red Lobster. With the two big, stupid ass drinks I had a bitch was feeling good! It was just after one pm. Jazmine, the kids and I had started our day off with lunch. It was my treat and I felt good as hell.

Damonte’ really thought he was going to throw me off my square with all that shit he was talking about me needing to leave today. Little did that nigga know he didn’t say nothing but a word! My clothes were already packed in Jazmine’s apartment. I’d told her the situation early this morning when I’d given her a call. I told her he was putting me in a bind with my job and I didn’t want to lose it. I was shocked when she offered to let me stay with her for a few days until my money came in and I was able to move into my own place.

I’d called Anisha but before I could even ask her shit she was already giving me excuses as to why she wasn’t able to help me. She was still good for the rides to work though so I wasn’t knocking it. But, bish, you better muhfuckin’ believe I had something for Damonte’s ass. Yes, I would be leaving his mama’s house today, but I was going to let him be responsible for Isis while I was getting myself together. Fuck him and his stupid ass mama. It might be a week...perhaps two but I was sure going to let him do it. That nigga really thought he was threatening me with that bullshit. I was a whole different breed of bitch and he was about to find out.

Too many Black women took on all the damn responsibility while these sorry ass men ran footloose and fancy free. Not me though. I was going to keep my job even though this nigga was trying to make it hard for me...even when he didn’t have a fuckin’ job to benefit any of his damn kids. Isis was going to stay right over there with her daddy and his crackhead of a mammy!

“Awww, shit! This is my song!” I said reaching out to turn up the volume on the radio the second I got in Jazmine’s car.

“Girl, this my shit too!” Jazmine said as we both started rapping to the City Girl’s song, “Act Up”

Real ass bitch, give a fuck 'bout a nigga
Big Birkin bag, hold five, six figures
Stripes on my ass so he call this pussy Tigger
Fuckin' on a scammin' ass, rich ass nigga
Same group of bitches, ain't no adding to the picture
Drop a couple racks, watch this ass get bigger
Drinkin' on liquor, and I'm lookin' at your nigga
If his money right, he can eat it like a Snicker
I ain't got time for you fake ass hoes
Talkin' all loud in them fake ass clothes
Fake ass shoes match their fake ass gold
I'm the realest bitch ever to you snake ass hoes


Fifteen minutes later we pulled into Liberty Tax. We pulled open the door and I was happy to see it looked like we were the only ones in the place. The smell of fresh popcorn hit my nose and I spotted a kids’ corner.

We’d just left from having lunch and Isis’s greedy ass was already asking about some popcorn. A lady came from around the counter and greeted us. She asked if it was okay for the kids to have a bag and of course we said yes. Afterward, Hakeem and Isis sat at a table coloring within eyesight while Jazmine and I proceeded to get our taxes done by the two ladies working.

Forty-five minutes later we were both walking out of Liberty Tax giving each other a high-five because our day had progressed flawlessly. The tax preparers told us our refunds should be available to us between three or four business days which was cool with us.

Since it was already Saturday all we had to do was wait a couple of days. I’d just gotten paid for the week yesterday so I was cool on money for now and my tax refund would be in before my next payday. $6500 to get my baby and I set up.

The only thing that could make my day even better would be if I got a letter from Section-8 letting me know I’d been approved for some housing assistance. I wanted to be nosy and ask Jazmine how much she was getting back but I knew damn well that was none of my business.

I was going to just mind the business that paid me and her refund amount was not it! My mind was reeling because I did have all this extra stuff going on such as spending a couple of days at Jazmine's house but she assured me it was no problem for me to spend the week down the hall at her apartment. I was damn sure grateful about that. Jazmine was really turning out to be a down ass bitch. I respected and appreciated that. Period.

By the time we arrived back to Shady Lane both of the kids were knocked out in the backseat and we had to pull them out to carry them upstairs. While Jazmine made her way down the hall to her apartment, I made a stop right at Dorothea's door and knocked a few times. Seconds later the door flew open.

“Caresha, what in the world are you doing standing out here knocking on the door? Where is your key?”

“Well, I felt it was only right I knock since your son put me out last night just because I don't want to be with him,” I said walking in the apartment.

I hadn’t been “out” but a few hours but it was like I was seeing the place through fresh eyes. This apartment was run down as hell. It wasn’t the apartments as a whole, because Jazmine had just moved in down the hall and her place was already starting to look nice as hell. Dorothea just refused to get rid of this couch she’d been holding on to since 1996, the walls were in desperate need of a fresh coat of paint, I’d even suggested it to Damonte’ when we moved in last year and his lazy ass had refused. Talking about that was the apartment complex’s job.

This nigga knew damn well they weren’t coming in to paint this place until his mother moved. Which would be never since her rent was only 28 dollars a month! So why not just be a good son and paint it?

“What are you talking about, Caresha? My son has been damn good to you lil girl! Matter of fact, so have I. I don’t know where all this attitude is coming from.”

I just ignored her and walked through the living room stopping momentarily when I saw Tara, DJ's mother sitting at the dining room table with a bunch of papers strewn around her. I sucked my teeth loudly and scoffed shaking my head.

Tara was always trying to act like she was so much better than me but at the end of the day, here she was just like every other single mother I knew – scrambling to get her tax refund, too. Even with her wack ass, overpriced college degree, all she did was work at some law firm as a secretary. Yet this is the bitch Damonte’ thought he could compare me to like she was so much better than me. Not to mention Tara looked like a whole donkey in the face.

Now I couldn’t lie – her body was bad as fuck but babbbyyyyyy her face??!?!? It was a hard muthafuckin’ no. Bitch look like Steve Harvey and James Brown had a baby. Evidently, today was her tax day she had set up with Dorothea. But she could have that shit, I thought smiling inside knowing that I had already filed my taxes without folks all up in my damn business and all I was doing was waiting on my money to drop.

“Well, where are you going to be staying? If you're not staying here, why are you over here now?” Dorothea asked with her hands planted on her frail hips.

“Oh, I'm not going to be staying here since he doesn't want to give me a little bit of time like I asked him for so that I can make arrangements for myself and Isis. But he's damn sure going to watch his child,” I explained.

“What? Excuse me?” Dorothea looked tad shocked.

“Yeah, you heard me right,” I spat back. “Like I said, Isis is staying right here with you all. Where her father lays his head, she should be able to as well. Isis will be staying right here until I have a place. I made arrangements to stay with someone but they can't take both of us right now. It would be way too cramped.  I’m only doing this so I don’t lose my job. I have to be able to keep my job otherwise we’d both go to my mom's but being that I don't have transportation right now I have to do the right thing so that I can still keep my job since I'm the only one concerned about having one. The son you raised certainly isn't. I guess he wasn't brought up to see the benefit of a man taking care of his family.”

Dorothea’s crackhead ass stood there in silence. Nonetheless, I asked, “Did he tell you where he is or when he's going to be back because I'm about to leave?”

Tara wasn’t even hiding the fact she was all in my business and I really didn’t care.

I knew she was gloating inside to hear things between Damonte’ and I were rocky right now. Honestly, she didn’t need to get too excited. It ain’t like he was slacking with me and doing for her and their son. Tara didn’t have me fooled at all. Her lil ugly self was just waiting for a way back in with Damonte’. Ughh, this bitch just acted so fake and phony, I often wondered why she hadn’t just taken Damonte’ back. Dorothea and Tara were soon going to see that I was the bitch who was going to get Damonte’ to tighten up. This was only temporary for us. Damonte’ needed a push in the right direction to get his shit together and I was more than willing to put my foot up his ass to get him going in the right direction.

Where was he going to find a woman as down for him as I was? No damn where. He’d be begging to come back to me because I knew bougie ass Tara’s pride was too much to ever claim her family. Well, I wanted mine, just on my terms for a change.

“Well, now is not the time for me to be watching kids right now…,” Dorothea said.

“How come? You always said from the start that you weren't making any difference between your grandkids. I see DJ is here, and being that Isis does live here, it shouldn’t be an issue. If there is a problem, you can definitely call your son so he can come and tend to his child. I already moved out and took my things this morning. Isis has her stuff still here since this is where she staying until I can get us a place in the next week or so. You have my cell number if there's an emergency so I'ma go back here and talk to Isis and tell her what's going on and then I'm gone,” I said cutting my eyes at her and Tara as I walked to the back with Isis.

When we got to the bedroom I sat Isis on the bed and explained to her that Mommy was not going to be spending the night with her that she was going to be with Daddy and Grandma. I told her that I would see her every day when I got off work and that I was looking for us an apartment for just me and her. Isis didn't seem to care about what I was telling her one way or the other but I knew that it was important for me to feel like I at least had told her what was going on and what she could expect the next few days.

I spent the next few minutes getting all her outfits together for the coming week just so she wouldn't be looking crazy because I knew Damonte’ would send my child out of the house looking any kind of way. I set out seven days’ worth of outfits for her to wear with her matching barrettes to go with each outfit. I wasn't going to do too much more than that because like I told her, once I got off work I still planned on coming over here to spend some time with her. Before I walked my black ass right down this hall I had no plans on telling them that I was going to be just that close.

It ain't like I was sending my baby to one side of town and I was going to be on the other. I was going to be right down the hall but I knew if they knew that, they'd be worrying the shit out of Jazmine. The last thing I needed was for her to get pissed off because they were worrying the shit out of her with our family drama or for Damonte’ to think that he could just be dropping Isis off so that he could run the streets. I turned the TV on Nickelodeon so that Isis could watch her shows. I quickly looked around to make sure there was nothing harmful that she could get into. I already knew there wasn't because I didn't keep anything like that around for my baby to hurt herself. Contrary to popular belief yeah I could be ghetto as fuck at times, but I felt like I took damn good care of my baby and couldn't nobody say I didn't.

Some people took me as a joke but I wasn’t playing when I said I was a mother first. Just because I didn’t discuss my business with a lot of people didn’t mean I didn’t have plans and aspirations for myself. It was just like I told Anisha the other week. I wasn’t doing anything fulltime until my baby was in school all day. Shit, Dorothea complained about the few months out of the year I was working, what was she going to do for me if I was working fulltime? Damonte’ helped with things when he was doing good. But this last year had taught me he was more likely to be doing bad. You couldn’t count on dirty money.

I walked back out to the living room and all conversation ceased the second they saw my face. I knew they weren't doing shit but sitting in here running their dick suckers about me instead of doing the damn taxes like they should have been. I decided not to even say a word about it. I wasn't going to give either one of these tired ass hoes the satisfaction of feeling like they had gotten to me in any type of way because as far as I was concerned my plan was going as scheduled.

“Alright y'all, have a good day. I'm out if anyone needs to contact me, you definitely have the number,” I said before walking out the door.

Instead of going straight over to Jazmine's I took the elevator two floors down to go check in on Anisha. Plus, Jazmine had been with me all afternoon. Since she was nice enough to let me crash with her, I wanted to give her a little time alone in her own place with her son before I just came in. If Anisha was home I’d chill with her an hour or two before I went back up. I hadn't heard from her since yesterday when we got off work.

Even though she got on my damn nerves sometimes, she was a dependable friend as far as giving me rides to and from work and everything. I know she mentioned she was going through it with Trey's ass so I wanted to make sure she was doing okay since this sorry nigga was giving her the blues. I knocked on the door and a few seconds later Trey’s fine ass opened the door with a grimace planted across his sexy face.

“What's going on, Caresha?”

“Not too much, how you been doing, Trey? Is Anisha home?”

“Man, Anisha’s trippin’ right now. I don't know where her and my baby is. She might be over at her mama's house. If you hear from her, let me know. Oh, tell Damonte’ to get at me, I need to holla at him about a couple of things we were talking about last week”

“I'll tell him the next time I see him,” I said starting to walk off.

“Hold up, Caresha, you ain't got to rush off. Do you want to come in? I got something to sip on in here,” Trey asked licking his lips at me.

These niggas were really something else. I guess some of these hoes out here had these niggas heads so gassed up they really did think that every female wanted to fuck them. Not me, I was not the one. Not to mention the fact Anisha was one of my homegirls.

I mean yeah, Trey’s ass was fine and I had looked at his ass before wondering what that mouth do. But that was before all the rumors! Also at the end of the day, I really doubt I ever would have taken it there with him just because of Anisha. I did, for the most part, follow girl code even when I was talking shit and contemplating doing some foul shit. Usually, I was only thinking about it because somebody had pissed me off.  But I would never actually make a move on a friend of mine's nigga for real.

A lot of Damonte’s friends actually thought I was on some homewrecker type shit due to the fact he was with Tara when we met. Little did they know I was in the complete dark about Tara until I got pregnant. That’s when the nigga told me he had a whole woman at home. I can’t wreck what I don’t even know about. The difference between Tara and I is that shit, I didn't run from the situation. I was keeping my baby so after she left him what sense did it really make for me not to attempt to work things out with him? It was a hurtful situation initially. But at least at that point, I knew exactly what type of nigga I had on my hands and believe me when I say I dealt with Damonte’ accordingly from that moment on. When I felt like trippin’ and going off for the smallest thing, I went all the way off and didn’t give a fuck about it either.

“Now, Trey, what I look like coming in my girl's house to have a drink with her man and she ain't even here? You got me fucked up for real. I’ma real ass bitch, not a real ass hoe. You tried it though. Bye,” I said waving him.

“It was worth a try,” Trey said grinning at me.

I just pursed my lips tight and walked off. I could feel his eyes pinned to my ass the entire walk back to the elevator. The less said the better. I damn sure wasn’t going to entertain him with idle conversation that he could run back and try to tell Damonte’. Even though we were on the outs right now, he was still my man.

I made my way back to the elevator and up to my former floor. When I knocked on Jazmine's door and she opened it I was surprised to see two other females standing inside. One I recognized as being her friend from a few nights ago but this other Puerto Rican looking chick I wasn't familiar with at all but I was polite and spoke.

“Hey everybody, how y'all doing?”

Both of the half-breeds issued me some dry ass hellos which put me on notice immediately. As it was, after meeting the tall bitch the other day I still wasn't convinced the little problem Jazmine was having out of her friend wasn't due to her friend trying to fuck her man. She was standoffish as hell to me and had it been my man, I would have been investigating that shit thoroughly.

“Caresha, I don't know if you remember my friend….,”

“Your best friend.”

Jazmine cut her eyes at the girl real quick before she continued on.

“Like I was saying I don't know if you remember my friend Mikayah from the other day and this is her cousin Belcalis visiting from the Dominican Republic. I ain’t seen this girl in years,” Jazmine said smiling at her  friend's cousin.

“I know, mami! It’s so good to see you. All this time I never even seen your little boy. He’s so cute! Girl, I can't believe you still been with that same nigga from high school that I met the last time I visited. He was a cute girl.”

Now see, I was already rolling my eyes at the fact this hoe felt like she could come in a black woman's house and say the word nigga so freely. These damn Hispanic people killed me. Everybody wanted to be down and talk black until it was time to be black and the police were shooting their ass. All these non-blacks wanted to say the word nigga until they got treated like a nigga. Then they wanted to distance themselves and say there were from everywhere else. Knowing damn well they were on the same boats as the rest of the Africans, they just got dropped off in a different spot. That shit always had me feeling some type of way. I didn’t play with these other cultures all trying to be down with the “culture” until some shit really went down. Then you didn't see their ass marching, protesting or none of those things. All of a sudden they wanna be Puerto Rican or they were from the Dominican Republic all kind of bullshit. I just wasn’t with the shenanigans. So my lips were already turned down just looking at these hoes.

I could see Jazmine’s friend was actually half-Black but I was looking at her crazy, too. If she was letting her own family talk so loose, I know her family dogged her black ass out. Before these hoes said nigga one more time, I decided to leave Jazmine to her company. They weren’t my business anyway. Jazmine had already told me Hakeem would just sleep with her this week, so I had his room and my suitcases were already back there.

“Well, I’ma give you all your privacy,” I said walking toward the back.


Jazmine



Damn! I was hoping Caresha picked up on the fact that I wanted her to stay out here with me but I guess she didn't catch on to the vibe I was trying to throw off. I know damn well I had told Mikayah yesterday that I was busy doing things today. I couldn’t believe this crazy shady ass hoe had the fucking gall to pop up with her cousin Belcalis all unannounced and shit. Pissed me the hell off especially since, to be honest, I really didn't even care for Belcalis. Hadn’t since I met her when we were fourteen years old.

I had met Belcalis on two occasions when she was visiting from the Dominican Republic and to be quite honest, Belcalis was nothing but a straight-up hoe. Yeah, I'm pretty sure she remembered Lamont from back in the day because I almost had to whoop her ass behind trying to be all up in his goddamn face.

“So, girl what's going on over here? Why is that hoodrat all up in your damn house?” Mikayah asked trying to lower her voice so she wouldn’t be heard. Ol’ scary ass.

“You know what, Mikayah? I really suggest you keep your little comments to yourself because you don't know that girl. I highly doubt your scary ass would say that shit to her face if I called her out here and told her what you said. You and I both know your ass is scary as hell and can’t fight.”

“Oh my God! What's going on between you two? Mikayah told me y'all had a little tension between y'all. What's all that about? You’ve been friends for years. I hate to see y'all beefing for nothing,” Belcalis said giving her opinion when it damn sure hadn't been asked for.

“Belcalis, you have to talk to your cousin about her attitude towards me. She's the one that's been tripping with me for quite a few months. I just decided to call her on the shit. Now it's a problem. But you know what? At the end of the day, I just ain't fuckin’ with nobody that ain't fuckin’ with me. Simple as that. So yeah, I'm just cool on your cousin. I don’t give a damn how long we used to be friends.”

“You got mad at me one day, Jazmine, just because I was trying to give you some advice about Lamont,” Mikayah said having the nerve to sound put off that I was calling her out on her shit.

I really didn’t care. My life was starting over in so many ways, I might as well get rid of dead weight all at once instead of trying to keep people in my life who really didn’t want to be here.

“No, bitch, what you need to be doing is giving yourself some advice so you can get your own man. And stop trying to tell me what to do with mine. I asked your opinion on something. Period. You decided to come with all the extra unwarranted advice when let's be real. You fucked a random ass nigga a couple of times just so you could say you weren’t a virgin anymore. Lamont’s best friend. I only say he’s random because all of a sudden out of nowhere he ghosted your ass and if you were around, he refused to hang out with us. I should have never been asking you for any advice anyway. You never have a man so why the fuck was I asking you about anything? That was my bad. That was my mistake it won't happen again. From now on I'm only asking advice from women that have a man, can keep a man or that have proven they can keep a man for years like the one back there in the room,” I said nodding my head towards the back.

Belcalis cleared her throat loudly, her eyes were wide as hell as she looked between Mikayah and I. Mikayah’s face was red as hell. Because she knew every word I’d said was true. Bitch was always trying to check me about some shit. Well, I could do that too.

“Girl, I love this sectional!” Belcalis said with a fake ass grin

on her face.

“Thank you. Your cousin tried her best to make me feel like I didn’t deserve it,” I said smirking. My own so-called best friend tried to play me like I didn’t have style. “She needs to get her a new one. I mean exactly how many years do you plan to keep that fifty-dollar Goodwill couch? The last time I was over there my back got poked from a wire. You’re lucky I don’t sue you,” I said just to be petty as fuck.

Mikayah wasn’t the only one who could express her “opinion” from now on, I refused to protect anyone’s feelings who didn’t care about mine.

“Belcalis, lets just go. We’re obviously not wanted here.”

“You sure ain’t. I told your ass yesterday I was busy. We ain’t cool like that anymore where you can just pop up. And that’s thanks to you, not me,” I said walking to the door and holding it open for them. “Have a nice trip, Belcalis,” I said.

“Well, I’m hoping you two work all this out. Y’all been friends for too long to be acting like this with one another. Oh, and I’m going to be here at least six months. Longer if I can get me a good job. I’m going to try to get on at the call center where you two work,” Belcalis said.

“Well, good luck with that. Honestly, we haven’t even been working there long enough for me to say if it’s a good job or not. Fifteen an hour sounds like okay pay but as high as things are in Chicago, it really doesn’t add up to much. But so far the training was okay. I wish you luck,” I said as they walked out the door.

The second the door closed Caresha was in the living room.

“Girl, you know a bitch was listening in case I had to come out here and jump on one of those bitches. I didn’t want to tear your house up jumping on that so-called best friend of yours but I’m telling you Jazmine, something about that bitch ain’t right. I think you did right to cut her ass off because what’s done in the dark will surely come to light,” Caresha said shaking her head.

“You’re right. And Lamont has been blowing my phone up all damn day. When we were legit together he didn’t call me this damn much but I just want some peace! Look, do you mind doing me a favor?”

“What’s up, girl?”

“Will you ride with me over to my Aunt’s house? She’s been calling me to come by and sign some kind of paperwork and I really don’t want to go by myself,” I said thinking about my grandma.

The last few weeks had only been bearable because I had a new job, orientation and moving to this new place. Basically, I was keeping busy but when I had quiet moments, my thoughts were with her. I was praying to finally get to the stage where I wasn’t grieving for her any longer just remembering the lifetime of wonderful memories she gave me. Sadly, I wasn’t there yet.

“Of course! I’ll do anything to take my mind off my baby down the hall right now. Girl, this shit is killing me and it’s only been a damn hour! But I know if Damonte’ knows I’m right here, he’s not going to do his part. It’s a damn shame I even have to do shit like this to make him be a little responsible but I already know who I’m dealing with so it is what it is,” Caresha said.

I just shook my head. Lamont hadn’t acted up with me yet when it came to taking care of Hakeem, but I wasn’t putting shit past him. The best of men could act up when they couldn’t control you. Matter of fact, I’d check my bank account earlier today and my bi-weekly deposit from him wasn’t there. I wasn’t tripping yet because sometimes he just dropped it off to me. I guess that’s why he was calling so much today. I’d return his phone call once I got back from dealing with my aunt.

Moments later, we grabbed our purses and were out the door. I was going to put my aunt’s big ass on ice a little longer, however I wanted to be done with her for good. We were in the car driving when I almost came up to my old block.

“Girl, I just wanna drive by my old house and look at it real fast,” I said making a quick right onto Sherwood Drive. I still couldn’t imagine another family living in my granny’s house.

I parked across the street and looked at the home that molded my entire childhood.

There was a knock on the passenger side window and Caresha let out a loud yelp.

“Who the hell?” she gasped clutching her pair of invisible pearls.

I leaned forward and saw it was old Mr. Andrews and let down the window.

“Jazmine, is that you? I thought this was your car out here. How have you been honey?” the old withered looking White man who’d lived across the street from us all my life asked.

“I’m good, Mr. Andrews! Missing my granny of course but I’m making it. How is that hip?” I asked. He’d fallen two years ago and loved to complain about it.

“Oh, I think this piece of tin is going to give me problems until the day I die. So why on earth did you and the little one move out of the house? Seems to me there’s plenty of room over there for everyone,” he grumbled. I had no idea what he was talking about.

“Well, I just came to get another look at the house before it sold…,”

“Sold where? Your rude, fat ass aunt moved into that house with her whole family two days after you moved out! I don’t know how Pearl raised such a rude young lady!”

My heart began thudding in my chest. Surely this old man didn’t know what he was talking about. But old Mr. Andrews was a retired attorney and though he’d fallen and broke his hip, his mind was sharp as ever.

“I just hope she gave you a good price when you sold the house to her.”

My mouth dropped. I was so confused right now.

“Mr. Andrews, I have absolutely no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Young lady I’m talking about the fact that house has been paid in full for at least twenty years and your grandmother left it entirely to you. I went over the paperwork for her myself! Till this day I’ve retained my license to practice law and I help out a number of our neighbors with their affairs...for a nominal fee that is. Pearl came to me three years ago. That house was yours free and clear. I just assumed you sold it to your aunt. Pearl said Caroline didn’t need the house because Caroline and Charles already owned a home and of course they could provide for their own two kids. You were the one she wanted to make sure had something. A place to call home for you and little Keemie. What’s going on young lady? I’m getting a bad feeling here.”

“So am I, Mr. Andrews. Can I pull in your driveway so no one across the street sees my car and come in and talk to you?”

“Of course. Come on in young lady.”


Damonte’



Three Days Later….

Damn! Had I known getting money was this easy, I would have done Caresha’s scam earlier. An hour ago I’d just gone to Liberty Tax and picked up MY tax refund! I walked in the house feeling like I was walking on air. It felt good to know a nigga had money in the bank and didn’t have to ask no one for shit!

“Mama!” I called out.

I looked around my mama’s apartment with fresh, new eyes. Rich eyes! Maybe I would treat my mama to a paint job throughout the apartment. Buy her a new living room set or something.

“What’s going on, baby?”

“I just came from picking up the money. It worked!”

“Well, I sure hate you went to Liberty and had to give them some.”

“I know, mama, but it was the only way I could get mine filed fast before Caresha. She never came out and said it, but I know that’s what her had talking so much shit. It dawned on me afterward that she had her W-2 sent over to her mama’s house. She knew that shit when you were checking the mail for her. I appreciate you hooking me up mama and saying I worked for you too. Which leads me to this, mama. For all your efforts!” I pulled out $1300 of cold hard cash and laid it in my mama’s hand.

“Ooohh! Lord knows this is right on time! I needed this!” My mama crowed.

“You know Caresha gon’ go smooth the fuck off when she finds out. Are you ready for that?”

“Excuse my language, mama, but fuck Caresha! This my damn child. I have just as much right to claim Isis as she does. And she’s been under my roof 100% of the time. So I don’t have to ask her for shit. We’re in the clear, baby. You just make sure when you file your taxes you put down that you had a helper and the money you say you paid me. This is legal hustling, mama. I’m mad you never came to me with the idea to do this!”

“You’re right! You should have heard how she was talking to me when she came in here Saturday. I wanted to slap her smug face.”

“I know you did. But don’t do that. I still love Caresha, you know. She just needs to humble herself a little and we can work things out. Now, mama, sit down. I need to have a serious talk with you.”

My mama looked at me with her face already scrounged up. She knew me better than I knew myself sometimes and when I initiated a sit down with her, she already knew it was some shit. My mama sat down gingerly at the edge of the sofa. Like she was already primed and ready to jump up and slap me.

“Well, no sense in me even beating around the bush. Mama, you have another granddaughter. She was born five days ago; her name is Amaya.”

Mama fell back in the sofa.

“Nigga, what is wrong with you? You never heard of a damn condom? It’s obvious as hell you don’t have no kinda control over your dick so what the fuck makes you think it’s okay to keep making all these damn babies? Jesus Christ! I’m through with it! I can’t take any more of this shit. Now I do the best I can by my grandbabies but this is too much. I’m still young shit. All this babysitting I'm doing for practically free just because you’re my child. Now here Isis is over here without her damn mama and got me over here being a full-time caregiver because you sure ain’t doing shit. I’m sick of this nonsense. Do you plan to have a baby every time you’re out cheating? I don’t even too much like Caresha but I know she loves your dirty ass drawls! Get the same woman pregnant twice for once dammit.”

I just sat there and took my mama’s tongue lashing because where was the lie? It ain’t like she wasn’t telling the damn truth. I’d said the same thing to myself about a thousand times since Olivia told me she was pregnant. I had to chastise my damn self like damn my nigga...three baby mamas?

My mama sucked her teeth loudly.

“Well let me see a picture of the latest addition to the family,” My mama sighed. “ At least you ain’t out here bringing me no ugly ass grandkids. Let me see my new little chocolate drop.”

I bit my tongue and reached in my pocket for my cell phone, scrolling for the pictures I’d taken of Amaya the day she was born. I didn’t have any more. I still had Olivia on ignore. There had been back at home for days. I planned on going by there sometime today to see my baby. I might even take Isis by so she can meet her little sister. I handed my cell phone over to my mama.

“Umm, whose little white baby is this? I know you fuckin’ lying showing me this little powder baby!” My mama said before she burst out laughing.

She sat there shaking her head at me.

“Well Negro you got fat pockets today. Take Isis and I out to dinner and then take us by to see this new baby. Have you told your other baby mama’s there a new fold in the flock? You need to get that thang snipped! I can’t believe none of these women have put child support on your ass yet.”

“Why would they? I ain’t perfect, but I’m a good dad! I take care of my kids; I buy them shit and I’m present in their lives. I couldn’t do more for these kids if I was married to one of their mama’s and you know I ain’t lying mama!”

“ I will give you that son. Granted I wish you’d settle yourself down and get a steady trade or have a career, I’ve seen you take good care of my grandbabies. It ain’t like they don’t know who their daddy is. I love you for that son. You’ve done more for your kids than your father ever did for you. That makes me so proud of you son. The way your daddy did me, I’m not going to put all my drug problems on him, because I do have my own mind. But he definitely introduced me to the drugs and led me to the rabbit hole.”

“Thank you, mama. I appreciate hearing that. Tara and Caresha don’t give me credit for shit. So at least you recognize the fact I’m trying to be there for my kids.” I don’t know why but a lump formed in my throat. Here I was 26 years old and I was just treading water going nowhere. My mama’s words were hitting home. I’d graduated high-school but after that, I’d never given much consideration to where I wanted my life to go. It was the worst thing I could have ever done. Not plan for my future.

If my family only knew some of the shit I was doing out in these streets just to keep my head above water. Caresha was so mad with me she up and left. I could never fully trust her again after leaving me. The little bit of money she put in my pocket wasn’t shit! Did she really think she was the only one taking care of Isis? And yeah my mama was right, Tara hadn’t put me on child support but I gave her money faithfully. Anytime she asked for it. No one but me knew what the fuck I was out in these streets doing to take care of me and mine.

So as far as I was concerned, I deserved every dime of this muthafuckin’ tax money. Best believe a nigga like me worked! Let me relax for a hot minute. Caresha wasn’t going to do shit with this money but buy some new clothes she didn’t need and some new weave. She could miss me with all that bullshit. I’d even went and opened me up a bank account today. I took out the money for my mama and the rest was sitting in the bank. A nigga was 26 years old and just had my first ATM card. I couldn’t believe I’d gotten back almost nine thousand dollars. But once my mama told me all the deductions to ask for when I went to Liberty the other day it was on and poppin’ shit my mama even turned me into a small business owner.

All I know is this, now that I have three kids, I’m claiming one of these little crumb snatchers every year. Who said the mama was entitled to always claim the kid? I heard my phone ding alerting me to a text and looked down to read it. I read the text message with dread mixed with excitement. Here I was with yet another new baby and was already getting caught up in some new bullshit. I sent a text saying I’d fall through later. Right now I was about to treat my mama and Isis to some Red Lobster.


Jazmine



Ihad five minutes before my break started and I was on pins and needles. Meanwhile, some nasally sounding woman on the other end of my phone line was going on and on about not getting the amount of credit limit increase she felt she deserved.

On God, I wanted to hang up on her fuckin’ ass of course after I cussed her out and told her ass bitch did you really think you were going to get a $1,000 credit limit increase on this damn rebuilder credit card? This credit card company already knows you're a fuck up and don’t pay your goddamn bills! Hoe, you’re going to be stuck at $300 for life on this card. But I couldn't say that. I was very well aware every call was being recorded. So, I just let her vent a little bit. I think this hoe even called me a bitch but I went ahead and let it ride because the last thing I wanted to do was lose my job. Truth be told, things seem to be going well here.

My mind was consumed with thoughts about what was really going on with my grandma’s house ever since I had my talk with Mr. Andrews. The man may have been old as hell, but he was convinced that he knew exactly what he was talking about and that my grandmother had left that house to me in her will, free and clear. Matter of fact, he said he actually drove my grandmother to the courthouse to file the papers and that was after driving her to Chase and going in with her to have her will notarized.

I asked him did he know what else was contained in the will and he said he wasn’t too sure about everything else because my grandmother was specifically discussing me and the house with him. Why would Mr. Andrews make all this up? At any rate, he said that he was going to help me get to the bottom of all of this.

I was actually supposed to go by on Thursday when I got off work because he said he was gathering all the paperwork for me that he could get from the courthouse. Mr. Andrews said anything being done – legally that is – would be public record. In the meantime, my aunt Caroline hadn’t ceased to stop calling my phone at least four times a day insisting that there was some paperwork she needed me to sign.

I had wondered initially what was there for me to sign if the house wasn't mine and I had already moved out. My name wasn't on any bills connected to the house but now that she seemed to be so pressed for me to sign some type of paperwork, I knew there was some undercover shit going on.

I even told Mr. Andrews that she'd been calling me stating that she needed my signature on some paperwork and he advised me not to sign anything. I also told him about the ten thousand dollars she’d given me stating it was money left over after settling all my grandmother’s affairs and that she’d stated she divided it amongst the grandkids.

Mr. Andrews said in the eyes of the law that would be considered as no more than a gift from her to me if she was actually trying to steal my house from me. He was contacting a lawyer at his old firm to see about running any legal documents by him. Mr. Andrews was confident he could do the legwork himself, but he definitely wanted me to have someone that was practicing and had a large firm behind them to represent me in case things got ugly I needed representation.

I was instructed that if I did go by to grab the paperwork, not to go by myself and definitely not sign anything without telling them that I needed to run the paperwork by my lawyer first.

Caroline had called me twice already today. I hadn't returned her calls yet but I planned to do so when I took my break. I had stretched my call with this woman out long enough to take me exactly to my break time. I didn’t want to take a chance on getting a new call before my break and messing up my stats for the day.

I let the woman know that they would not be giving her any additional credit. Then this bitch insisted on speaking to a supervisor. I was mad for a quick second but then I realized that was all I needed to hear in order to transfer her call to the next chain of command.

Some moments later, I took a quick look at the daily schedule my supervisor put out for the team and saw that right after my break I had my first meeting with Quality Control. I was excited as hell about how my day was planned out today because this meant I will be off the phone lines for the next forty-five minutes. I was a little nervous about it but I knew for a fact I hadn’t been rude to any of the customers whose calls I handled.

I may have messed up a few times by not doing things exactly by the book but I was still at the point where I was still in the training phase. Classroom training was over but I still had three more weeks of floor training. So, if I did make any little mistakes it wasn't going to count too bad against me anyways. At any rate, I wasn’t going to worry myself about it. I had too many other things on my mind to worry about. After I had her call transferred, I clocked out for my break.

I grabbed my purse and cell phone and rushed to the break room. I went ahead and used the restroom first and when I came out there was Mikayah standing at the microwave heating something up. For some reason, I could hardly stand to look at her. I barely glanced her way before walking over to a table. I then proceeded to sit down so I could call this lying ass bitch Caroline.

The phone rang. She picked up quickly. No surprise there.

“Hey Caroline, it's me, Jazmine.”

“I don't know what's getting into you with all this Caroline mess, little girl! What did I tell you about calling me by my first name? Put a handle on my name. I'm still your aunt and the elder of this family!”

“Caroline, please shut that shit up. I'm not for the fake and phony right now. You didn’t like me when Granny was alive and you don't like me now. What the fuck do you keep calling me for? You're damn near harassing me. What is it that you want with me?”

“Ooh! You wait until I see yo ass, little girl! I’ma slap the taste out of your mouth talking to me like this. You done lost your goddamn mind! I know for sure now your mama was smoking crack when she was pregnant with you!”

“She may have been, but watch your big yellow ass get slapped right the fuck back! Anything else, bitch?”

The line grew quiet.

“Look, I'm at my job right now. I do not have time to be sitting here listening to you breathing all loud on my phone. If you don't want shit then hang the fuck up. As for that paperwork, I'll be by your house to come pick it up and read over it. I'm not signing anything right away. I need to read over this mess and then I'll drop it back off to you. I'll come by your house after work,” I said.

I was waiting to see what this bitch had to say back. I had found out she was actually living in my Granny's house! When I found out (which I still couldn’t believe) I damn sure took my ass by Caroline’s old house. I saw there was a whole family of white folks living at her house! Two little blonde-haired kids playing in the yard and everything. I couldn’t believe it. It looked to me like SHE needed to be moved out of HER house for it to sell fast!

“Well, since you’re so disrespectful these days, when you come just sign these papers real fast so I can finalize mama’s affairs. It ain’t much you need to read. I’m handling things just the way my mama would have wanted me to,” Caroline said.

“Like I said, I'll be by for the paperwork when I get off at 4:30,” I said before hanging up on her ass.

As soon as I hung up my phone rang again. I didn’t recognize the number but I answered anyway.

“Hello?”

“Hello. Is this Jazmine? This is Diane from Liberty Tax.”

Suddenly a bitch’s mood changed. This is exactly what I needed!

“Oh hello, Diane. Is my refund check ready?”

“It sure is! You can come pick it up as soon as you can. We’re open until 9 pm.”

“Cool! I’ll be there as soon as I get off work today.” I hung up geeked as hell.

I immediately sent Caresha a text message letting her know my money was in. Maybe hers was in too and we could go get our checks at the same time. Caresha got off work at two pm but I didn’t mind swinging by the apartment to pick her up.

To be honest, I loved having her at the house with me. It might sound strange seeing how I was twenty-three years old but I hated being alone. Yeah, Hakeem was with me but I could only talk to a three-year-old about just so much.

When I said I’d never lived alone I wasn’t playing. It was weird to walk in the house and not have someone there asking about my day or to gossip with. Caresha was filling the void nicely though. I’m sure even when she got her place we’d still hang out. Matter of fact, we’d already planned for a night on the town once we cashed these checks!

I only planned on spending a little bit since I’d pretty much furnished my apartment with the money Caroline gave me. I just wanted to stay on top of my bills. Oh shit! I still need to call Lamont’s ass because he ain’t gave me this month’s child support yet either. I quickly shot him a text as I started walking back to the floor. Mikayah was still in the break room eating. She must be on her thirty-minute lunch break.

As I walked past she looked up at me with a smile on her face. I simply gave her a head nod and kept it moving. I don’t know why I was being so harsh with Mikayah but she had really been hurting my feelings and I’d just had enough.

Honestly, I didn’t think it was a serious as Caresha made it out to be. Lamont would never go there with Mikayah. He knew how much that would hurt me, not to mention I’d kill them both for doing some foul shit like that to me. But I’d been ignoring her shady behavior toward me for months.

See, I’m the type of person who deals with a lot of things inside. But once you cross the line with me and get me to a certain point with you mentally, I can tell you to go to hell real quick. I try not to even let things get that far because I already know in my heart and mind I’m done with you. But to treat me the way she had been doing knowing what I was dealing with at home and losing my grandma? Nah, I was over Mikayah.

I made it back to my desk just in time to clock back in from my break on time and clock right back out to go to my quality control meeting. I grabbed a pen, notepad and my chair and started going to the assigned location that was given to me on my daily schedule.

The building was huge so I kind of felt like I was walking into another world. All of a sudden it wasn't as noisy as it was in my area. Not many people were on the phone lines so it really did feel like I was stepping into the Twilight Zone even though I was still in the same building.

A-27, yep I was in the right spot, I thought looking up at the number above the desk where I’d been told to report to. There was already a female there who looked like she was getting ready to leave. I was visibly shaking my head at ol’ girls outfit. In what world was this tight ass bodycon dress appropriate for work? Not to mention it looked two sizes too small.

My quality control auditor was a man. A very sexy looking man if his body was any indication. He had to be about 6ft4 inches tall; broad muscular shoulders stretched out the fresh white t-shirt he wore. This man had a nice, tight ass, too. I usually didn’t care to see men in skinny jeans but his seemed to fit his body without looking all crazy and his underwear wasn’t showing thankfully. That was an automatic turn-off for me. His edge up from behind looked fresh, and his hair looked naturally curly. He still looked manly. I couldn't see his face at that moment because he was turned around gathering some papers. When he spun around to hand the paperwork to the lady he was finishing up with I almost fell the fuck out.

This man was so goddamn fuckin’ foine! YES, FOINE! He was on some Jesse Williams type shit only finer. His face was more masculine. He had a sexy ass cleft in his chin. I hadn't seen him walking around the building at all but I definitely saw his ass now. The girl he was finishing up with flipped her hair grinning up at him. It was obvious as hell she was trying to flirt and it didn't look like he was paying her any attention. Shit, on that note, let me get myself together so I ain’t standing in front of this nigga looking thirsty as hell, I quickly thought.

“How are you doing today? My name is Vincent, pull your chair up and have a seat,” he said waving his hand to where I could sit in my chair at the desk next to him.

All of a sudden, I got nervous as hell. Lord, please don't have me sounding real stupid on these calls, only small mistakes. I can't afford to be making any big mistakes, I silently prayed. And if I do, I damn sure don’t want to look dumb in front of this man.

“So, you just came out of the orientation class two weeks ago, right?”

I bashfully smiled. “Yeah, I hope I haven't been doing too bad on the live calls. You haven’t been back here laughing at me while I've been messing up these people’s credit cards have you?” I asked a nervous laugh escaping my lips.

“Nah, you’re good. You actually are a natural. You know, some people just have the gift of gab and you’re one of them. I had to ask just to verify with you because, in my opinion, I think you doing very well on your calls. I mean you should hear the things I listen to the representatives say to these customers. So, to know that you are handling the calls really well and you're not making any major mistakes is a good indicator you’re doing really good as far as I'm concerned. So here put this headphone on and let's listen to a couple of calls that I reviewed for you this week. I do four calls a week for all my agents.”

I put on the headphones he handed me and cringed inside when I heard how my voice sounded on the recording. I got to do better than this, I thought as we proceeded to listen to all four of my phone calls. When we got done, I pull the headphones for my ears anxiously awaiting his critique.

“So, let me ask you something, do you listen to these phone calls from all the same day or at different times?”

“Honestly, it just depends on how the day is going. Sometimes, I might listen and get all your calls done and other times I just pulled them because you know every call you make is recorded and saved and we can just pull it from the database. Sometimes, I do it like that if I'm really busy or behind or something but it just really depends on what's going on at any given time. Now you did really good, as a matter of fact, you got a certificate for the day because you scored a 90% and above when I graded each of your calls.”

“Stop playing, are you serious?”

“Yeah, you did good. You should be proud of yourself if you keep it up if you want to, you’re going to be off of those phones real quick and moving on to something else in the company shit that's what I did.”

“Really? How long have you worked here?”

“I’ve been here three years now. My plan is to be in management but I want to know how each department works in depth. You know when people say they know where you’ve, been but they’re lying because they never started from the bottom?”

I nodded my head.

“Yeah, I don’t want to be like that. I want to know each department inside out. My parents think I’m crazy for doing it this way since I have a college degree and could have walked into a better position but I’m cool doing it this way.”

This man was so fine and I immediately felt intimidated. He was fine and educated and her I was gushing over having made a few good calls. I definitely need to set some goals for myself.

“Well, thanks for all the advice, Vincent. I appreciate it.”

“Anytime. If you need anything, have questions or need advice, just holla at me, you know where to find me,” he said handing me my little certificate. I proudly took it over to my little cubicle and tacked it up.

When 4:30 came, my computer was shut down and I was out the door like a bat out of hell. The second I got in my car, I pulled up my cell phone to see if I had any messages I needed to return real quick before I started driving. I saw Caresha had called me so I punched in her number to see what was going on with her. I still wanted to see if she would drive over to my aunt’s house with me. If she was busy I’d call Lamont and have him go with me.

“Hey, girl, what's up? I just got off work, what are you doing? Did your money come in because I’m about to head over there now,” I asked chattering away. I was too excited to get my hands on my money.

“Girl, they left me a message but of course I couldn't return it till I went to my lunch break. They talkin' about there was an issue and they want me to come in to discuss it. Something about my paperwork being filed wrong. So if you’re going on over there do you mind coming by the house so I can ride up there with you?”

“Yeah, girl, that ain't no problem, plus I wanted to ask you to ride with me somewhere anyway so it just makes perfect sense for me to come by and swoop you up real quick. I'll be there in about twenty minutes so just get ready to come on down because I'ma just call you when I get in the parking lot,” I said backing out of my parking space.

Traffic was always crazy leaving the building. We worked in shifts that got off starting at 3:30 until 6pm.

“Okay, cool, girl. Let me just go ahead and throw something on. I just been sitting here relaxing since I got off. Girl, I don't know what's up with Anisha but she’s been acting real funny. I think that nigga Trey is really taking her through it. For a minute I thought she had already moved out but she’s still over here with him. Anyway, we’ll gossip about that when you pick me up I still need to introduce you two.”

“Okay, Caresha, I'm about to drive now I'll see you when I get there.”


Jazmine



Twenty minutes later I was pulling into the parking lot at Shady Lane and had called Caresha to let her know to come on down. While I was waiting I happened to see her ex-boyfriend and some other brotha I recognized from the building talking.

I can't lie -- Caresha’s baby daddy was fine and all but it was like now that we were cool, I had a little insight on him. I knew he was an asshole. The man didn’t even hold a job. So he wasn’t as cute to me based on that alone.

Caresha liked to talk tough but I knew she loved his dirty ass draws. I think she was moving out just to more so prove a point to him that she would leave him. I knew damn well that once she got settled that he would be moving his ass in, too.

I didn't have to guess much because Caresha straight-up said it. She just wanted Damonte’ to get some act right about him and I could definitely feel her on that. I wanted Lamont to take us to the next level, too.

Lamont and I had been together for eight years and he'd taken to wanting to treat me like I meant nothing to him. I wanted him to act the way I wanted him to act, too. It was just taking a little time for us being apart but I was pissed at him at the moment, so I didn't know how things were going to play out between us. I certainly sent his ass a text message when I went on my last break about that money I was missing, too.

I saw Caresha coming down the walkway. She stopped for a minute to say something to Damonte’ and I saw him grab her ass but she waved his hand off and switched on over to the car. Caresha opened the door and slumped into the passenger seat.

“Jazmine, I swear that nigga makes me so sick. Dumb ass. Asking me where I’m coming from dressed up. He just don’t know! I came from down the hall, negro. I’ll be glad when I get into my place though. I wonder what paperwork was missing? Bitch, I had everything. Birth certificates, social security cards everything. Kelly said once we get there she'll explain everything to me. She didn't want to really talk about it over the phone so I'll see when we get there. I know it can't be too much because, girl, I file every year ever since I've been working and I always get something back. So, I ain't worried about it so we'll see when we get there, I’m sure it’s something minor.”

[image: ]


Fifteen minutes later we pulled in front of Liberty Tax and I practically jumped out the car to go get my damn check! Just the thought of having a nice lump sum in my account was making me feel real good. We walked straight up to the reception desk.

“Yes, my name is Jazmine and I'm here to pick up my tax refund. I got a call earlier saying it was ready for pick-up.”

“And I'm Caresha, somebody told me I needed to come in. There was a problem with my paperwork,” Caresha chimed in.

“Hello, Caresha. That was me who called you. Can I speak to you over here at my desk for a minute?” A portly White woman called out from her nearby desk.

Caresha walked over to finish handling her business. The lady at the desk looked through her file cabinet and found my check. I put my signature on a few papers and I was ready to go. $5,000 was nothing to sneeze at. I damn sure wish it had been a little bit more but I wasn't going to knock it at all. It would definitely put the money I spent on that couch back in my bank account and then some.

All of a sudden, I heard a shriek

“What the fuck you mean someone used my daughter's social security number already? Isn't that illegal? You mean to tell me my baby has been a victim of some type of identity fraud?”

I walked over to the desk Caresha was at to see what was going on. I hope she didn’t get loud and rambunctious up in this office!

“Girl, do you know this lady just told me that the IRS kicked my refund back talking about I couldn't use Isis on my tax refund because someone already claimed her? Who the fuck claimed my goddamn child? Don't nobody have my baby's information! Oh my God!" Caresha then turned her attention back to the fat white bitch who was helping her. "So what can I do to take care of this?” Caresha asked.

Caresha had a wild look in her eyes. I knew she had to be sick because I damn near forgot about filing my return. But as soon as she reminded me, I was all over getting my damn little bit of change back from the government.

I knew Caresha was depending on that money more than I was. I mean, granted, I needed it, but at the end of the day I was already in my own place with my child and I had bought everything I needed. I was basically set up. But Caresha was trying to get to where I was at this point. I felt bad that she was going to be delayed waiting on this money.

“Girl, I'ma go over here to these chairs and sit down while you talk and see what's going on, okay? I'll be right here making a few phone calls,” I said looking at her reassuringly. “Just calm down, girl, you'll get it all straightened out.”

“I need that money right away, girl. You just don't know how bad. I can't stay with you forever and if I move over to my mom's I'ma lose my damn job.”

The second she said that it was like I had a lightbulb moment but I knew right now wasn't the time for us to even discuss it. Caresha needed to handle her business with these taxes before I sprang something else on her.
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“Girl, I just don't know where this is coming from?” Caresha said the minute we got in the car. She sank back in the seat looking dejected and I couldn't blame her. I knew identity fraud was big these days. We even had three days training on it at my new job about identity theft and credit card fraud so I knew it was real.

“Girl, I feel you! Now what we need to do is get to the bottom of who all has access to your baby's social security number,” I stated.

“But see that's the thing, I’m very careful with Isis’s information. The only person that has her information is me, Damonte’ and his mammy for all her little daycare paperwork. I know Dorothea ain’t gonna do nothin' with Isis’s social security number and Damonte’ can't do shit with it either. That nigga doesn’t have no job! So how would he be trying to file for some damn tax refund anyway? That's how I know it ain't him. I'm just tripping because I'm tryin' to figure out who the fuck got my baby's information?!? Girl, you heard her say without all those deductions like the earned income credit, daycare, and all that shit, I can only get back $300. What the fuck can I do with $300?”

“I know, girl. That shit is scary. I don't know what I’d do if some shit like that happened to me. And the thing of it is, even if you find out it still doesn’t take away the fact it's going to delay them giving you your money. Maybe she made a mistake? Did you ask her to run it again, girl?”

“Chile, please! I pulled out Isis’s social security card and we verified that thing about five or six times. She put it in correctly. They're kicking it back saying her social security number has already been used but they won't say the name. She gave me all these numbers that I have to call to find out further information. Hell, I go to work at six in the morning, they don't open till nine! And I need to sit and ask them plenty of questions. I mean I guess I could call off tomorrow just to handle this business. Which I really need to do because I need that money like I literally can't do shit or make a move if I don't have that tax refund. I’m over here living paycheck to paycheck as it is. The money I'm making isn’t enough to do shit with.”

My eyebrow raised…in my head. If her job couldn’t at least cover her rent, how did she plan on making it? I did know these apartments were income based but they were still pricey. I was shocked my rent was still $1200. But maybe hers would be less than me. All the more reason for me to talk to her later.

We drove the short distance over to my aunt's house and on the way I assured Caresha that all I needed her to do was just walk up to the door and be a witness to anything that was said or done.

“I still can’t believe my aunt is really trying to act like she’s not living in the damn house!” I said shaking my head.

My aunt had sent me a text saying to come by granny’s house because she was going to be over there doing some “last minute” cleaning before the realtor came by to inspect the property before it went up for sale. Just lies upon lies. I wasn’t going to let on at all that I’d discovered she’d been living there for weeks.

I was just going to take Mr. Andrews advice and if this really was my house, Caroline’s entire family was about to be homeless. My gut was telling me from her actions this lady was really trying to steal what my grandma left for Hakeem and me. I was going the legal route and Caroline was going to jail.

“Okay girl, I got you my nerves are shot but I damn sure got you let's go.”

I rang the doorbell and a few minutes later my cousin Imani swung the door open. Caresha jumped back so shocked at the sight standing before her. My cousin looked a hot ass mess and I was embarrassed to be related to her. Imani had on a half shirt that said: "I WOKE UP LIKE THIS". Then this girl had the nerve to have some booty shorts on with all her goddamn thigh meat hanging out. I had to stop myself from laughing. And throwing up.

“Is your mama home? She said she has some papers for me,” I said.

“Mama! Jazmine at the door,” she called out after giving me and Caresha a once-over like we were the ones looking crazy. The nerve.

A few minutes later Caroline came to the door trying to look at me crazy.

“Well, don't just stand there, come on in. Young lady, you and I need to have a serious talk about your bad attitude. You can't seriously think my dead mama would approve of your nasty attitude and the disrespectful way that you've been speaking to me lately. I don't appreciate it at all,” Caroline said staring down at me from the doorway with her meaty hands planted on her badly shaped hips.

“Caroline, you can't seriously think that I give a damn about what you think. First of all, you are not going to be talking to me like I’m one of your kids or that you have any right to chastise me like I'm a child. I'm a grown ass woman with a child of my own. And when I was a child, you didn't treat me with an ounce of decency, care or love. So now that Granny is gone I don't have any reason to pretend for a second to have any respect for you. Give me these papers you want me to sign so bad so I can read over them.”

Caroline stood there with her lips pulled into a frown, hands still on her hips like she was really trying to intimidate me or some shit. I didn't give a fuck. She was big as hell but she could get drug around this yard like a ragdoll if she wanted to.

“I really don't have time for you to be reading over nothing. It took you all this time just to get over here! I just need a quick signature on these papers so I can file these with the courts and get this house up for sale. What's all this reading you need to do?” Caroline asked. She did not seem pleased that I wasn’t willing to do what she wanted and leave it at that.

“Please don't play with me today. All adults need to read anything before they sign it. My grandmother taught me that so I know damn well she taught you too! In my case, with any dealing with you nothing is being signed until I have it looked over by a lawyer first. So either give me the paperwork you want me to sign or I can just leave.”

All of a sudden, her voice changed; it was almost laughable to hear her suddenly try to sound meek when I knew for a fact that was far from what she was. She was sounding like she was talking to Uncle Charles now. He’s about the only one she bowed down to.

“Well, I tried to call you before you even got over here. I was going through the papers before you got here. I'm missing a paper so I might have to just go ahead and get these papers to you another time. I'll text you,” Caroline said suddenly stammering.

“Bitch, are you fuckin' kidding me? After blowing my phone up for the last two weeks about signing these papers now all of a sudden you're missing one? You weren't missing a paper when you were blowing my phone up today and when I called you back you had all the papers. Now all of a sudden you don't. Are you only missing a paper now because I’m not just going to sign and walk away? Or is it because I want to send it to a lawyer first? I ain't even got time for this but you will hear from me again and soon Caroline,” I said looking her up and down before Caresha and I walked off the steps and got back in my car.

“Girl, sometimes family can be the worst! These people are really over here trying you today. You know damn well she was lying about needing a paper she just got put on notice when you said you had a lawyer involved. Ain't no telling what they’re going to try to get in there and scramble to do now. Put your foot in their neck because they are definitely trying to steal from you and it's messed up,” Caresha said shaking her head.

“You're right. I'm like T.I. right now, bitch. I need to move expeditiously to get this handle because they are really trying to pull one over on me.”

We drove the rest of the way back home in silence. Both of us had heavy things on our mind. When we reached Shady Lane and pulled into the parking lot, I let Caresha out because Hakeem was over at Lamont's place and I was headed over there to pick him up. He had already sent me a text message that he would take Hakeem with him since I was leaving after work to go pick up my tax refund. So once I let her out and gave her the keys so she could get in, I took back off so I could go pick up my baby. As I drove all I could think to do at this point was pray. I don’t even understand how my granny got dealt the hand she did with her own kids.

Even though she never said it, my mama was a huge disappointment to her. She was raised in a good loving home yet still chose to live the fast life and involve herself in a life of drugs to the point it killed her.

My aunt didn’t have shit going for herself either. She was married and my Uncle had been working at the airport for years. Caroline would occasionally work an odd job here and there but she was just an awful, miserable person. Then I had to take responsibility for myself. I hated the fact my granny was gone before I could finally get my shit together and make her proud. It hurt that I gave her yet more disappointment. Failed at college. Got pregnant. Not doing anything with myself but I swear to God, if it’s the last thing I do, I’ma make my grandma proud. I just needed to stay strong and pray. No time like the present.

Granny, please place your eternal loving arms around me and pray over Hakeem and I because I definitely have some devils working against me right now. I'm not even sure what you left me but whatever you did see fit to leave for me and Hakeem I appreciate more than you'll ever understand. Whatever is going on I'm going to fight for it. If you left it for me, it’s meant for me so I'm not going down without a fight. Grandma, just please put your arms around me, protect us. Lead me down the right path because I'm trying to do the right thing right now but I honestly don't feel like I have anybody in my corner who cares about me. I can feel you around me every day, I know you're here, I know you're watching and seeing everything going on. I love you, big mama. Amen.


Caresha



Iwalked down the hall to Dorothea's apartment so I could go spend some time with my baby. It had only been a few days but I was missing the hell out of my little girl. I was not used to sleeping under a different roof than my child but it had to be done for the time being.  

Now everything was all messed up because my money wasn't here like I’d planned. I had fully anticipated being able to drop a deposit and first month's rent down on our own place right here at Shady Lane. I even had the manager show me the apartment that would be ours.

Now here I was being held up by some nonsense and my mind was reeling about what could have gone wrong. Who had claimed my baby on their muthafuckin’ taxes? That's what the hell I wanted to know! The more I sat and thought about it on the ride home, the more I concluded that it was somebody right in this damn apartment that I was standing outside of. I intended to get to the bottom of this shit ASAP.

I rang the doorbell since I felt it was only right to show that little bit of respect since I was no longer living here. The other day when I’d come over and let Dorothea know I wasn’t living here anymore; she didn’t ask for her key back. Neither did Damonte’ so I didn’t offer it.  

Nobody came to the door. After ringing the bell a few times I sent Damonte’ a text asking him where my baby was. Seconds later he text back stating that they were out grabbing dinner and that they would be back home by seven.

For me, that was a red flag in itself. When did this nigga take Isis and his mom out to dinner? Especially if I wasn’t there to pay for it out of my little paycheck.

I walked down the hall to Jazmine's place and let myself in. Damn what am I going to do if I can't get this money?

I wasn't tripping too hard because yeah, technically I was homeless but it ain't like I didn't have anywhere to go. I could easily take Isis and go on over to my mom's house where I had a whole room over there and we'd be good until I got on my feet. But damn, in order for me to keep my job at the deli, I was still going to need to have transportation which was yet another thing I didn't have money for. So everything for me right now was just messed up.

Anisha was hooking me up with a ride to and from work for now, but see the thing is if she moved out, even that was going to be messed up because I didn't know where she was moving. I know for damn sure she wasn't going to come over here to pick me up at five something in the morning to be to work at six. So I was still going to be ass out regardless. Shit it just seemed like everything was just crumbling down around me. None of the plans I’d carefully plotted out were panning out.

I walked into Jazmine's apartment feeling even more like crap. I mean it wasn't like I was on no jealous type shit at all. These last few days Jazmine and I have been connecting as if we'd known each other for years. So I knew everything that went down with her. Losing her grandma afforded her being able to move out on her own. Then, I also knew of all of the shady dealings going on with her aunt. So it's not like I was jealous or anything but damn, I just wanted something for myself, too. I was really ready for me and my baby to have our own; to have our fresh start. I was still going to make it happen though.

I sat down on the couch wondering what I needed to do next. I didn't know why but for some reason Kyrie’s name popped in my head and I reached into my wallet to pull out his card. Kyrie Washington - Certified Public Accountant. Damn! He’s an accountant? I knew he looked like money. I just knew the nigga had to know everything goddamn thing there was to know about taxes and I'm damn sure getting ready to call and ask him if he has any idea what could be going on.

I was nervous about calling him because I hadn't reached out since he gave me his card. It didn't seem like he was tripping though, he still came into the deli about three times a week and still insisted that I be the only one to wait on him as usual. The only change that I noticed was that our conversations did seem to go a little longer and twice he actually came in as I was getting off so that I could spend a few minutes talking to him when I wasn't working.

Honestly, I don't know what was taking me so long to call him, especially since right now I was a single ass woman. I was attracted to him without a doubt. I just felt nervous about talking to him.

Truth be told, the way I saw it was that Kyrie and I weren’t on the same level at all. I literally had nothing to offer this man so my guard was up as to what he wanted with a female like me when he could have anyone. I mean I had some good pussy so I’d been told. But I wasn’t giving that to everyone no matter how good his job was! But the only answer my suspicious mind could come up with was sex. And as much as I needed a good dick down, I damn sure wasn’t going to play myself like that. I was hood, I’d be the first to admit that, but I wasn’t whoring myself out for anyone. I don’t give a damn how fine the nigga was.

I punched in his number and after two rings he picked up.

“Hello?”

“Hi ,Kyrie, it's Caresha what are you up to?”

“Oh damn! So you do know how to use the phone?”

“I’m sorry it took me so long to call you. I just have a lot of things going on right now and don't get upset about why I'm actually calling today.  I have a question for you and maybe you can help me out. I noticed on your business card that you gave me it says that you're an accountant so can I ask you a question?”

“It doesn't matter the reason why you're calling as long as you call. I can handle the rest. So, what's your question?”

I took a pause so I could take a deep breath to go in and explain everything. I didn't want to sound like a dumb ass either so I had to take a second to think of everything I needed to say. “Okay, so here's the deal. I filed my taxes as usual like I do every year right and today they told me that they had to kick my paperwork back because someone had already claimed my daughter. I’m really just baffled because it's not like her information is out there at all. Like at all! There's no reason that anyone would have my daughter's social security number. Isis goes to daycare and I have papers filled with the owner, but the daycare provider is actually her grandmother. She runs a little side business and that's the only person that has ever kept her. So I'm just really trying to figure out who could have taken my daughter's information and used it. I mean, is there anything that I can do so that I can still get all my deductions and everything that I'm due on my tax refund? Also let me just say in advance, I really appreciate you taking the time to answer these questions for me. I may come off a little hood but….and I am don't get it twisted. But I do realize this is your job and you get paid for answering these types of questions so I appreciate any insight you can give me,” I explained with full confidence hoping he'd give me the answer I needed.

I could hear Kyrie softly laughing through the line.

“Don't worry about it. You get the hook up. You say grandma keeps your daughter? Whose mama? Yours or his? So look, in situations like these, it's usually always someone you know. Always. So I would suggest you look at your circle and see who's around you that could have done it. You need to check with the grandma. Also, ask your baby daddy. Are you sure he didn't file his taxes? Like I said, it's usually always someone that you know in these types of instances.  It’s rarely a stranger. In regard to the IRS, if it's a legitimate person that has filed there's really nothing you can do about it, unfortunately. If it is your child’s father and you two live together like you told me, he has as much right to claim her as you do. So you're not going to get that money returned to you. The IRS has better things to do. Now if there is some legit fraud going on, they’ll look into that, but it may take next tax season for them to get around to that if not longer. So that’s no help to you right now. I hate to break it to you like this. But I’m not going to sugar-coat the situation," he explained.

I sat there dumbfounded. In a million years I would have never thought Damonte’ would do me like this. Plus he got his mama in on it, too?

“Damonte’ doesn't even have a job! How could he even do that? That nigga ain’t worked a legit job since the day I met him!” I shouted bewildered. I should have been embarrassed even letting that come out of my mouth, but hey, it is what it is.

Kyrie chuckled. “Baby girl, you can fake anything. I mean think about it, you just sat here and told me that his mom owns a daycare center. Ain't no telling what she gave him. All she has to do is give him a 1099 saying he worked for her as an independent contractor or something for her and boom, he can file taxes and claim your daughter.”

When Kyrie said those words out of his mouth, I seriously felt like I was starting to hyperventilate because like I said ain't nothing like this ever happened to me before and I know damn well my baby’s information had not been compromised. I still had her card with me, no one had access to that information outside of me Damonte’ and his crackhead ass mama! Hell my mom don't even know my babies information like that.

“Is there a reason why he would be so shady towards you?” Kyrie asked.

“Hell yeah. I left his ass.”

“Oh you did, huh? And it's taken you this long to call me, huh? All right, I don't get easily offended but I am right now... kinda.”

Even though I had a million thoughts running through my mind right now I couldn't help but blush a little at his words.

“Stop playing! You are not worried about if I'm calling you or not. I'm sure you have plenty of women blowing up your phone. So stop trying to blow my head up and make me think you’re really over there waiting on me to call,” I said laughing.

“I might have other women calling me. But I’m not actively pursuing those women. I've been pursuing you the last three months, going out of my way to make sure I see you a few times a week. You piqued my interest. So we’re not talking about other females right now. We’re talkin about you,” Kyrie said his voice sexy and deep. This nigga had my spine tingling through the phone. Wasn't no other way to describe it, his voice alone had me forgetting all about my little money problems for a second.

“So when do you want to see me?”

“Now.”

“Are you kidding me? You want to see me right now, Kyrie?”

“You damn right I want to see you right now. Where do you stay? Let me come get you or you can come to meet me somewhere if you feel more comfortable that way. I ain't no stalker or no shit like that no killer, but I mean I can definitely come pick you up.”

I started to laugh a little bit at my own fucked up situation. I decided right then and there it was no sense in me frontin’ trying to pretend I was somebody that I wasn't because I couldn’t get away with that in the least. I’m sure by the nature of my phone call, he’d already figured out I was pressed about money. He wasn’t crazy. Kyrie knew damn well I wasn’t making no money at that damn deli! I was still leery about what he wanted with me, but I was ready to find out.

“Well, Kyrie, if you want to see me, that's about the only way you can is if you come and get me because I don't have transportation right now. So I mean it is what it is, if you really do want to kick it with me for a couple of hours you can come and get me. Damonte’ said that they're out eating right now and that they should be back by seven but once my daughter gets home I can go over there anytime and see her. So I can only hang for a few hours. If you hurry we can have a little free time and go grab a drink somewhere but that's it, I'm serious. Don’t be asking me to go to your house or no shit like that.”

Kyrie was full-blown laughing at this point.

“Damn, are you always suspicious of brothas like this or is it just me? I think it's because I wear a suit you’re extra down on me but I’ma show you I'ma good dude. Text me your address I'm coming to get you now. Since I'm on a time limit, don't be like typical females acting like you don't know where you want to go eat or drink. Have someplace in mind nearby you so we can have a drink and spend a little time with each other. I want to get to know you outside of work and you can get to know me.”

We hung up the phone and I quickly text him the address to the apartment complex. Kyrie said he would be by to pick me up in thirty minutes which left me just enough time to run my ass to the back and get myself together. I may have been feeling down and out about my money right now but I damn sure wasn't going to meet up with this fine-ass man looking crazy as hell. Oh no, Caresha Wright was putting on her best face literally.

Even though it was April, it was still chilly in Chicago so I decided to just throw on a pair of distressed skinny jeans and a cute top. My hair was already smoothed up in a cute messy bun at the top of my head. All I needed to do was freshen up my makeup. I’d already taken a shower right before Jazmine picked me up to go to Liberty Tax, so I didn't need to do that again.

I quickly got myself together and as soon as I was done putting my lashes on and making sure I looked on point, I heard a text message come through. When I looked, it was Kyrie. Said he was downstairs in the parking lot and to look for a black Mercedes. Shit say less, a bitch already knew what he was driving. So he could have kept that little bit of information to himself. I was already in the know.

I sent Jazmine a quick text message letting her know that I would be out for a little bit but I would be back in shortly. In Jazmine's text message I also asked her would it be okay with her if Isis stayed the night. Jazmine quickly responded she didn't mind at all. She said she was grabbing a bite to eat with Hakeem and Lamont. My eyebrow raised at that last part. I mean I had too much shit of my own going on to be worried about other people's problems, but I had a funny feeling about that nigga and her so-called best friend. On the outside, he looked like a square to me. Even though he was fine, square niggas did some of the most dirt. So you had to keep your eyes on them more than a hood dude. Hood niggas you kinda expected some shenanigans out of. But a square ass nigga could blindside the hell outta you!

When I got downstairs Kyrie was standing outside of his car waiting for me. He looked at me shaking his head. Damn I know it was only Fashion Nova I had on, but I thought I still looked cute. I immediately got nervous.

“Am I underdressed or something? You look disappointed”

“You’re a disappointed ass lie. Don’t put words in my mouth. I very much approve. Shit, I'm just kind of shaking my head because for the last three months I already knew when I saw you in some street clothes you were going to be fine as hell. Just goes to show, I’m pretty much always right.”

Who the hell ever said black girls didn’t blush was a straight up muhfuckin' lie because I was grinning hard as hell and could feel my cheeks get warm. Kyrie opened the door for me and I slipped inside his car. It looked luxurious inside and actually it was nice seeing Kyrie this way as well. For the last three months I've seen him in nothing but expensive suits and here he was looking like he’d just been huggin’ the block. Jeans, t-shirt, and a baseball cap tilted on his sexy ass head. He smelled so good whatever scent he had on filled the entire car but not in a heavy, bad way.

“So where are we headed? I'll take you anywhere you want to go,” he smiled. Damn, my pussy was jumping just hearing his voice.

Honestly, I sat there a little flustered with niggas like Damonte’ AKA broke niggas. I’d gotten used to going to simple inexpensive places like Chili's or Applebee's. Quite frankly, Cheddar's has the best drinks but I didn't want to offend him or look bad telling him to go somewhere that he felt was beneath him. So I sat there biting the inside of my cheek nervously for a second.

“Now here you go acting like a typical woman. I told you to have your mind ready. I was going to take you wherever you wanted to go,” Kyrie said laughing.

“I know, I just don't want to I suggest we go somewhere that you totally hate,” I said shyly.

Kyrie laughed

“Baby girl, it's all about you where you want to go. Where you feel comfortable at. The only thing that's exciting me right now is the company. I'll go anywhere with you. I don't give a fuck. I'm surprised you ain't say Cheddar's though. Cheddar's has the best drinks their food ain’t all that, but their drinks damn sure are.”

“What do you know about Cheddar's? That does not seem like the type of place you would go to,” I said shaking my head caught off guard.

“What do you mean by that? What kind of man do you think I am? I think you have some preconceived notions about me that you're completely wrong about. For instance, did you know I grew up right around the corner from here? This is my old neighborhood," he said.

“That's interesting I would have never guessed,” I replied softly as we drove towards Cheddars.

“Well, I wouldn't expect you to know that. I mean I don't knock it because I’m not ashamed of where I come from, a lot of people in my life came together to help me succeed, but I damn sure wasn't going to stay there,” Kyrie said pulling into the parking spot.

He jumped out of the car and ran to the passenger side to open the door for me. Damn, I don't think Damonte’ ever opened the door for me or tried to make me feel like a lady. Not in almost four years of being with him. But that was my fault. Having a man open a door for you should be a normal feeling for a woman I suddenly realized. There is no reason any woman should be shocked having it done for her.

Kyrie took my hand as we walked into the restaurant and it felt nice to feel like I was being escorted in with someone who actually wanted to be there with me. Most times when I went somewhere with Damonte’ he acted like he was being inconvenienced just by coming out with me and I could never understand it. At the end of the day, he was the one that was being treated like my bitch. I was paying, all he had to do was sit there and stuff his face but he acted like he couldn't even appreciate that. So it felt nice to know that I was out with someone who genuinely wanted to be there with me. I couldn't deny the fact that this man for the last three months had been coming into a grocery store just to see me. Just to exchange a few words with me. Kyrie was literally pursuing me and I hadn't even thought too much about it. When was the last time I had been pursued? Now that I think about it, I fucked up. I chased Damonte'. It should've been the other way around.

But that was neither here nor there now. At least I got a beautiful daughter out of the deal but I swear to God I was going to try to enjoy my little time out with Kyrie right now. Because when I got home, I was going to kill Damonte’. When I got in touch with him and finally found out what he did, he was going to give me my money back for real. I don't give a damn, whatever money he got from the IRS, he was giving it to me or I was going to turn him and his crackhead ass mama in to the IRS. I was going to make sure Dorothea got audited for anything I could think of. Dorothea could play with me if she wanted to with her bald-headed ass.

“Like I said, the drinks are good here but I can’t really too much vouch for the food but I mean their appetizers might be okay. What do you want?  I know you said you ain't got a lot of time so do you just want to have a drink or we can order some appetizers? I definitely don't want to bring you out and take you home hungry. So look over the menu and find something.”

I laughed this man was really pressed about feeding me and making sure I had fun with him.

“I can eat a little bit but I hope you don't think I'm one of those type of females that’s going to be acting like all I can eat is salad or something,” I said.

“By all means run up the bill if you’re hungry. What kind of man asks a woman out and don't really want her to eat no food? Come on now. I know you don't know me but I ain't that type who would do it at all. Matter of fact, I’d be pissed if I took you out to eat and you picked all over the damn food!”

We both started laughing and put our orders in. We began to talk, getting to know one another. I already got the feeling that everything I initially thought about him was wrong. Granted, I never thought anything bad but he was just totally different then I originally thought and that was a good thing. Kyrie was so down to earth.

We’d placed a small order for some wings, fries and ordered some drinks. When our drinks arrived, I started sipping and I decided no time like the present. Plus, I had a little liquid courage on my side. For the most part, I wasn’t shy but something about being in this man’s presence made me feel that way.

“So, Kyrie tell me why you’ve been coming to the store to talk to me? I mean I think it's pretty obvious regardless of where you started, you're not there anymore. So what are you doing coming in a grocery store, stopping at the deli and trying to holla at a female like me?”

Kyrie took a long sip of his drink never taking his eyes off me before he broke into a grin.

“Now see, that right there, that's the type of shit I like. Straightforward, to the point. You don't pull any punches you just say what's on your mind. You would be surprised to know in my current lifestyle I don't run into many females like you. All the sisters are too busy worried about trying to get to the top and I ain't knocking that because I'm trying to get there, too. At the same time, it can be a little rough trying to meet a woman that you relate to. I'm not into white women at all. I deal with them a lot daily, but I just like a certain type of female for my personal life. I like what I'm used to. I like females that remind me of my mama, my sisters and my homegirls from the neighborhood that I just don't see that often or they caught up in other shit. Why do I need a reason to want to talk to you? That's the real question. Why do I need to justify seeing a beautiful woman and wanting to get to know her? I need a reason to want to talk to a woman who's obviously attractive. Trust me when I say, Caresha, I can see through the hat you wear at work, the white shirt and those little black pants. I could see you were fine as hell. Why would a man who loves women need a reason other than that? Now I want to know if you’re pretty on the inside too. Shit, I’ve been wondering for the last three months.”

Well damn, what could I possibly say to that? I took another sip of my drink.


Lamont



Jazmine had just left fifteen minutes ago. We’d had a good time at dinner and it actually felt like old times -- back before I’d messed it all up and slept with Mikayah. After dinner, we even came back to my place and had a long talk. I couldn’t really gauge where her head was at concerning me, but I took it as a good sign that she was at least willing to listen to what I had to say about us putting our family back together. The right way this time. A ring and marriage vows. At first, she cussed me out about being late with the child support money but she quickly calmed down when I handed her the cash. I’d planned to give it to her when I saw her anyway. At first, I was a little pissed that she’d accused me of trying not to give it to her. Jazmine knows damn well if I don’t do shit else, I take good care of my son.

So, we talked about a few things and I convinced her to go ahead and let Hakeem stay the night with me. He’d already fallen asleep so I told her to take a break and I would drop him off at my mama’s house before I went to work in the morning. I tried to convince her to stay with us but she refused. Jazmine actually said some shit to me that really fucked me up.

Jazmine said since I went out of my way to make sure we didn’t live together, she was going to make sure to spend every night in the apartment I insisted she move into. Damn! Had I been that harsh with her when she’d suggested we get a place together? I’d just slipped under my covers to try and doze off when I heard my doorbell ring. Dang, maybe Jazmine changed her mind, I thought rushing to the front door.

I opened up my front door looking around wildly especially when I saw it wasn’t no one but Mikayah standing on my doorstep with her hair all over her goddam head.

“Bitch, have you lost your rabid ass mind? My child is here what the fuck are you doing at my house, Mikayah?"

"Please, baby, let me come in!" she begged outside the door.

I scanned this crazy ass bitch up and down, trying to figure out what the fuck she was on. Bitch had to have been on some real ass dope to come knocking on my fucking door this time of the night, all unannounced and shit!

"Nah! See, what you not gonna do is be a damn stalker! Look, I gave yo stupid ass some dick the other night even though I really didn't want to…. Shit, might as well say you raped me. But we ain't doin' that shit no more! I’m done fucking you. Like for real, bruh. You not gon be holding that shit over my head to make me deal with you. I ain’t the one.  You fucked up just as much as I did. At the end of the day, I don't know what kind of leverage you think you have over me any goddamn way. At the end of a very long day, even if Jazmine doesn’t ever want to fuck with me ever again, we’re still connected. Still, parents to our son and we’re always going to have a relationship. Good or bad. You ain't going to be proving shit by telling her what went on between us. I don't even know why I let your monkey ass feel like you were holding it over my head any goddamn way. If you wanna tell her, do it. Scat! Get the fuck out of here. Hakeem just laid down for bed. Get your goddamn ass from around my front door bitch!” I yelled.

Four long days I've been dealing with Mikayah’s crazy ass and I was blown away by the simple fact that this girl really was crazy. Mikayah was calling my phone all times of night, sending me all kind of nude pictures her pussy all spread open and just doing the absolute most. I almost screamed out loud when I got that shit on my phone and opened it up at work. Contrary to popular belief, most of us men only wanted to see pussy we actually wanted. I thought about posting the pictures online but then I figured, hell, these hoes out here getting hip to shit these days. This crazy bitch might try to sue me or something for revenge porn. Then I thought about making up a story and saying my phone got stolen and that's how the pictures got out. If Mikayah’s crazy ass don’t stop fuckin’ with me, that’s exactly what I’ma do.

“Lamont, please stop being so silly and paranoid! Jazmine ain't gon find out nothing until we’re ready to tell her about us,” Mikayah said with a devious grin plastered across her face.

See this was the shit I was talking about. Mikayah kept talking like we were in on some shit together. I didn’t give a fuck about her or what she wanted.

“How am I being paranoid? Jazmine just left! Hakeem fell asleep so I just decided to let him stay the night. You barely missed her. I'm not playing with you Mikayah. I'm not fuckin’ with you no more the pussy ain't that good.” I was at the point I was saying anything to get her to leave me alone. But nothing was working.

“Why are you saying stuff like this to me? You’re just scared. You're worried about what people are going to think and that's the difference between me and you Lamont. I don't care what anyone thinks about me. I don't care if I've been friends with Jazmine all my life. I feel like if our emotions are real, people just have to get used to it. Free your mind of all that so we can be happy together. I know that can happen for us. Stop acting like you don't like having sex with me. I know you do. Don’t be scared of the way you feel about me,” Mikayah said reaching out to rub my chest.

I stepped back holding my door tight so she wouldn’t think she was welcome inside. Just how long had she been waiting and watching? As nutty as she sounded right now, I got the feeling she’d been outside watching me or something.

I scrubbed my hands over my head in frustration. I was not letting this crazy bitch in my house.

“Mikayah, what can I do to convince you that this is just not going anywhere? Don't you want to be with someone that really wants to be with you?”

“Of course, I do! I think that man is you. I just believe you need to relax and let go and then we can really be together. I think you're going to find the Jazmine is not going to be as heartbroken over you as you seem to think she’ll be.”

My head snapped back at that last comment.

“What makes you feel that way? Is she seeing someone else?” I asked.

“Why? Does the thought of Jazmine with someone else make you feel jealous?”

“You goddamn right it does! That's my woman, my son and my family.  I'm about to put it back together the way it should have been in the first goddamn place. You just caught me at a weak moment when Jazmine and I were having a few problems. That's all it was. You  just happened to be there to fulfill a need. You’ve taken this whole thing to mean I've actually been considering you. I want you to know that shit ain’t true. I’m not trying to be hurtful; I just want to be clear and honest with you. So let’s just leave this whole situation in the past. Let’s just go our separate ways I won't say nothing to you, you won't say nothing to me and we just both get back and Jazmine's good graces.”

I knew I was in the doghouse with Jazmine, but it ain't like I wasn’t going to try to get back in with my family.

“Well, that's easy for you to say, Lamont, but I don't think she wants to be my friend anymore. That's even more reason for me not to feel guilty. You should see the way she treats me at work. Jazmine walks past me as if I'm invisible. She came in the break room today and it was only her and I in the entire break room. Do you know she did not say one word to me. Her ass just looked at me like I was crazy, like I had a disease or something." Mikayah continued, "I just don't understand why she thinks that she's so much better than me. I actually have everything. I have a great fucking life. A mother and father who are still together. All my relatives are living and I'm graduating college shortly. I'm winning in life way better than Jazmine. So for her to stick her nose up as if she is so much better than me really makes me laugh. I don’t know why you seem to be so blind to the fact I’m better for you than her. Anyway, it’s clear you’re not going to let me in so I’m leaving, but I’m sick of this whole sneaking around thing. Either you tell her about us soon or I will,” Mikayah spat before she walked away.

I shut the door and jumped slightly when I saw Hakeem standing there.

“Was that Mikayah, daddy? How come she didn’t come in and say hi to me?”

“Nah, that was the next-door neighbor trying to borrow something. Get back in the bed son,” I lied quickly walking him back to his bed. What the fuck was I going to do? Maybe I should just tell Jazmine I fucked her? Because I can’t keep doing this bullshit right here.

For almost four months now I've been holding in the secret that I've been messing around with Mikayah. Now I was in waters that I just wasn't used to navigating. It was time for me to call in official reinforcements in the form of my best friend Joseph Parker. The biggest, vicious muuthafuckin' dog I knew.

Way back in high school Joseph told me I was making a mistake committing to Jazmine so young. Joseph told me one day I was going to regret not playing the field and I was going to fuck our whole relationship up because I was going to cheat on her and try to go out there and fuck anything moving just to see what I was missing and sure enough that's exactly what the hell happened.

After peaking in on Hakeem really quick, I grabbed my cell phone and walked out to the living room punching in Joseph’s number.

“What's up nigga? Ain't heard from you in a minute,” Joseph said when he answered the phone.

“I know, my nigga. It’s been hectic around here with everything going on. You know Jazmine's Grandma passed away."

"Damn, I'm so sorry to hear that, fam," Joseph replied.

"Yeah. I appreciate it, bruh."

"So, what's up. Fuck you callin' me for?" he said.

"Bruh, I need some advice, man. I done got myself in some shit and I don't know what the fuck to do,” I said. I could hear the desperation in my own voice.

“Damn nigga. What's going on?”

“Well, no sense in me beating around the bush. It's basically just like you told me years ago. I cheated on Jazmine then I broke up with her because I was scared of her finding out that I cheated on her. But even though we were broke up, I kept cheating on her with the bitch I cheated on her with. And the bitch I cheated on her with just happens to be Mikayah,” I said frantically. “What am I going to do, bruh? I don't want to lose my family behind this.”

Joseph burst out laughing like I just said the funniest thing he'd ever heard in his life. I sat they're stumped wondering exactly what was so funny about my life completely falling apart to the man who was supposed to be my best friend. Five minutes later Joseph managed to compose himself.

“First off, it’s only right that I say I told you so... because I did tell you so, didn’t I? I told you to save the ones you want to marry for later. If it was meant to be, it would be. But no, your black ass was so in love. Now, look at you,” Joseph scolded.

“Yeah, nigga you were right. Now help me!”

“Second of all, that's what the fuck your ass gets running behind me. Now had you talked to me before you made that dumbass move, I could have reminded you that I fucked Mikayah first and took her virginity in the tenth grade. I could have told you the pussy was good but that bitch is crazy from the jump! I know it was back in high school but damn where you that caught up in Jazmine that you didn't hear me when I said I was messing with Mikayah? Did you really think we were at her house studying? Nigga, I was knocking that pussy out the fuckin’ box! But nigga, all pussy ain’t good pussy!"

I burst into tears when that nigga said that shit. All pussy ain't good pussy. Nigga souned like Plies when he said that.

Joseph smacked his teeth and continued on with his rant, "Broski, I damn near had to beat that bitch's ass. She got so crazy with me 'cuz I wouldn't be her boyfriend. I had to cut her off at the knees! Do you remember when someone keyed my mama’s car while it was parked in the driveway at my parents’ house? I know it was her lunatic ass! I could've told you years ago that hoe was batshit crazy. So I don't know what the fuck you can do to get rid of her outside of killing her. If you don’t have the balls to do that shit, you’re just gonna need to tell Jazmine and see if she takes you back. If you’ve been laying the pipe real good all these years, and I really don’t see how you can be, since you’ve been fuckin’ the same piece of pussy since you were a kid….,”

“Nigga, fuck you! Jazmine and crazy Mikayah are both satisfied,” I grumbled.

I could hear Joseph laughing again.

“Well, if that’s the case, pull your player card right and put it all on Mikayah. As long as you and Jazmine have been together, she ain’t gon’ do shit but take your sorry ass back and put all the blame on her friend. Females love to do that shit. Anyways, nigga, I’ll holla at you later. I have a big ol’ freak between my sheets right now so I ain’t got time to be on the damn phone. Call me tomorrow and we can come up with a lie. Shit, say her nutty ass drugged you. Roofied the fuck outta your ass,” Joseph said before ending the call.

It looked like the only way I was going to save my relationship with Jazmine is by lying my ass off. Maybe it could work though?


Damonte’



Ipulled into the driveway in front of Olivia's townhouse and turned off the ignition to my car with a rattle. Damn, I should put some money down and get me a new car, I thought as my 2011 Honda Accord physically shook and rattled once I cut the car off.

But now that a nigga had some money in his pocket, all I could think about were ways to spend it. I saw there was a white Lexus sitting outside and I wondered who she had over here. I contemplated not even going up in this bitch. The last time she introduced me to a few of her friends, it didn’t go too well.

Olivia was trying for some time to trot me around in front of her little white girlfriends like I was some kind of show pony. And guess what? It got her and her friends cussed the fuck out. All I wanted to do in this moment was just check on my newborn baby. I was gonna immediately dead any other extra shit Olivia's pale ass had going on.

Sad to say, but I wasn’t that confident in Olivia's abilities as a new mother. Mainly because she was white. I already knew her ass couldn’t cook. So, I decided to go the fuck in; A nigga had balled out a little bit with my tax refund money and bought my baby a few things.

After Olivia saw all the shit that I bought she was sure to shut her mouth at least for a couple of months and get off my fucking back. I grabbed all the bags from Target, Children's Place and a few other spots and carried them up to the doorstep. Then I ran back to the trunk of my car to pull out the crib that Olivia had been harping about. Just like I told her I would, a nigga had come through for her. My baby wasn’t going to be sleeping in a laundry basket or some shit, I thought shaking my head as I carried it up to the doorstep and finally knocked on the door.

A few minutes later, Olivia swung the door open looking a hot ass mess. Her dirty blonde hair was all over her head and she had dark circles under her eyes. The t-shirt she wore had stains all over it and was holey. When I met Olivia, she was fixed up and I hollered at her because she was kinda thick. I sure hoped like hell she lost this baby weight because Amaya had left her downright fat. I’m pretty sure she was tipping the scales at a cool three-hunned pounds.

I tried to keep my facial expressions in check but it was hard. How a nigga as fine as me end up with a fat, sloppy, white trailer trash-lookin' ass bitch for a baby mama? Look, I wasn’t gon’ tell no lies; Tara’s face wasn’t all that but she was built like a Nubian stallion. She was smart and her body made up for her face. Caresha was just all around fine. Blessed with a pretty face and a nice body. She was a hood girl but I like that about her, she was smart in other ways. Honestly, I think if she applied herself and wanted it, she could dig in the books too. Olivia though...this bitch was just white. Basic boiled dog white chick.

Just thinking about it, I realize how much of a fucking fool I was for even linking up with this cracka. Olivia was a shift manager at a Chick-Fil-A out in the 'burbs. But I think her parents helped her out occasionally but from what she’d told me. Guess they also kinda wiped their hands of her because she kept messing with Black men. From what she said, it wasn’t mainly that the men she dated were Black, but the type of Black men she gravitated toward. Olivia was just like a lot of sistas out here. She liked a mean ass hood nigga with a big ole dick.

“Damn, it's only been five days is the baby wearing you out that damn bad? You look ugly as hell,” I said.

“What do you want, Damonte’? It's obvious you don't want anything to do with your daughter so why are you here right now?” Olivia spat.

I held my hand up to my nose and frowned.

“First off, I don't know who the fuck you think you’re talking to with that tart ass breath. What you need to do is get your ass in the bathroom and scrub your damn mouth. Along with your ass and pussy because I’m sure they smell too by looking at you. But you ain't talking to me like that and I never told you not even once I didn't want anything to do with my baby. I just said due to your goddamn mouth, I don't want shit to do with you. There's a big difference, here help me carry some of this stuff in that I bought for the baby.”

I could see tears spring to Olivia's eyes as she looked around all the bags from some of her favorite shops that she loved running her mouth about to meet her whole entire pregnancy.

“You bought all this stuff?”

“No, I stole it. Of course, I bought it. I told you I was going to provide for my child. You just didn’t have any faith in me. That’s okay, we’re both single now so I guess you don’t have to believe in me,” I said rubbing it in. This hoe was going to grovel to get me back over.

Like I said a nigga had balled out a little bit on my newest baby. Same as I did for all my other two when they were newborns. Once I walked into the living room I saw two old ass looking white people sitting at the table. The man was holding my baby. I raised my eyebrows over at Olivia.

“Well, since we're kind of all family now I guess it's about time you guys meet Amaya’s dad Damonte’. Damonte’, these are my parents Liza and Travis,” Olivia stated nervously shifting from one foot to the other.

“Hello, nice to meet you both,” I said trying to be polite and mannerly.

Most people who met me didn’t think so, but my mama did give me some home-training. Olivia's mom smiled at me nervously, her dad didn't even pretend like he was going to greet me. He just looked at me stone-faced. This peckerwood had a set of thin lips on his face and they completely disappeared as his mouth was set so damn tight. Typical ass cracka with that judgmental racist ass look. Her father placed Amaya over his shoulder gently rubbing her back. I guess she must have just got done eating and he was burping her.

“Liza, here, take the baby,” her dad suddenly said to her mother who quickly jumped to attention. Buddy stood up from his chair. I ain't gonna lie; this white muthafucka was big as hell. He looked to be about six-feet, five inches tall. Looked like the typical corn-fed, Omaha beef-eating White man. I was already sizing his ass up in case he wanted to do somethin'.

“I think it's time you and I had a talk man to man. Why don’t we go to the living room and talk amongst ourselves,” he said. His voice was stern like he was a damn school principal.

Here we go with the bullshit, I thought but I guess I had to sit here and see what this man had to say. Although Olivia got on my goddamn nerves, she wasn't really a bad girl. If she was, I wouldn't have been messing around with her from the jump. At the end of the day, she was somebody's daughter. I know I'd be pissed as hell if a nigga was dealing with Isis or Amaya the way I was treating their mothers. So, I guess I had no choice but to sit down and listen to what the man had to say.

We walked over to the living room and I sat down on the edge of the couch. My nerves felt frazzled. I was willing to let him talk a little shit just so he could feel like he was defending his daughter's honor. Saltine ass cracka just better not take it too far.

“Well, I'm not going to sit here and act like I wish I hadn’t met you sooner, young man. Preferably before you impregnated my daughter. Trust and believe me when I say, I've made quite a few attempts at getting us all together to have a sit-down. Now I realize a lot of young people think it's the norm to have babies out of wedlock. My daughter was raised that you should have a strong foundation in the form of marriage before you bring your children into the world. I don't know what in tarnation has gotten into my daughter accepting this type of situation since it's definitely not the way she was raised, so my question for you is this what are your intentions towards my daughter and my first grandchild?”

My eyes turned to slits. I smacked my teeth in silence as I sat there stumped. See, in my world, married couples were rare. I mean I knew a few people who did get married but believe me when I say, that marriage certificate didn’t stop shit. Most of my friends grew up just like me. The ones who actually did know who their dads were didn’t care because it ain’t like the nigga was helping their mama put a roof over their head and food on the table. A full-time, live-in father was a luxury sad to say. So for this man to be coming at me like I wasn't doing shit had me stumped a little bit because I damn sure was doing 100% more than what my father ever did for me….which was absolutely nothing. I did as much as possible with all my kids and their mamas. Right down to going to prenatal appointments. This old white man had me fucked up if he thought he was going to be sitting here talking to me crazy.

“Well, Travis, it was a pleasure to meet you today. Olivia did tell me that you wanted to meet me a few times but it just never seemed to pan out and to be honest with you, I wasn't that eager because I wasn't that clear about what was going on with Olivia and I, aside from the fact that we were having a child together. I'm not in a relationship with your daughter so I didn't necessarily think that meeting you was a priority for me. But I do realize we’re forever connected now due to my daughter,” I said emphasizing the words my daughter. I had to put this fuckin' redneck on notice.

I could see Olivia's dad's neck turning pink like a raw piece of salmon. I guess the white muhfucka was feeling some type of way about what I was saying. I don't know what type of woman he thought he raised. He seemed to think his precious daughter was innocent as hell but I was about to expose him to one of his daughter's many faces. If Travis thought his daughter’s only issue was the simple fact she like black dick then he had another thing coming. Just like I'm sure she ran me down just because she's been mad at me these past few days, I was about to do the same thing.

The only difference is everything I was going to be saying was the truth. I never sugar-coated or lied to Olivia about the status of my relationship with Caresha not even once. From day one she knew she was dealing with a man that already had a woman that I lived with. So, when she made the decision to still talk to me, that was on her ass. White bitch was a grown-ass woman. And just because she ended up getting pregnant, well, that was on both of us. Fifty-fifty, you feel me. Now, granted, that didn't mean that I was leaving my family just because she got pregnant. Olivia knew the deal every step of the way and I was going to let her daddy know that.

“Travis, what exactly have you been told about my relationship with your daughter?”

“My wife and I were told that you were in a relationship with someone and that it was a complicated situation but that you two were working on being together exclusively. I was led to believe you were on the verge of being engaged! Now here it is the entire pregnancy has gone by and I don't see a ring on my daughter's finger and by all accounts, my granddaughter is a bastard! So, what are you going to do about that, young man? I want this situation rectified. I need to know man to man that my daughter and my granddaughter are going to be provided for. Do you plan on marrying my daughter? Tell me straight the hell up what's going on here? Do I have to worry about her turning into one of those welfare queens, living on food stamps and living in the projects? What’s the real deal?” Olivia’s dad ask as he jumped up from the loveseat and paced the floor.

I wanted to fall out on the floor laughing! Olivia’s people were some real live crackers!

I glanced over at Olivia and there she stood holding the baby with her head hung down, her pasty ass still hadn't taken her ass to the bathroom to brush her goddamn teeth. All in my damn baby’s face while she was telling all these goddamn lies. Now at one point, I did tell her there was a possibility we would end up together. I always told her it was only a possibility. Not a damn guarantee! All of this other shit she was lying about. I never sold her any pipe dreams and she damn well knows it.

“Travis…” I was still trippin’ on how I was introduced. They acted like it wasn’t shit for us to be on a first name basis. I don’t know if I would have addressed him as Mr. Porter anyway. “... I'm going to be as honest with you as I can. Like you said, man to man. When I met your daughter I had a woman that I lived with and we have a child. Caresha and I have our ups and downs and at some point during my time with your daughter, I did tell her that there was a possibility of us being together, eventually. But I never asked your daughter to marry me. I never proposed to her or gave her a ring. I never gave her a solid time frame about anything possibly happening. The only thing I ever promised your daughter was that I would be a father to my child. That’s without question. As long as Olivia doesn't try to interfere with me being a father to my child I’m totally here for my daughter. Right before Amaya was born my relationship did end….,”

“Literally the day she was born! Stop trying to act so innocent to my dad and make me out to be the bad person!” I heard Olivia suddenly interject in a whiny ass voice.

I looked over at her, cut my eyes and looked back to her dad. I continued, "....There was a possibility that we could move on and build something together but the way that your daughter talked to me like I was less than a man made me re-evaluate having a relationship with her. I decided that I don't need that type of negativity in my life. I do have other children Amaya is my third child, my second daughter and I also have a son who is my oldest child. I intend to treat all my children the same your daughters baby with me is not going to be treated any better or worse than my other daughter or my son. I can promise you that I'll always do anything within my power to take care of my children. I'm not going to lie and tell you that right now I'm in the best position so this definitely is going to be a team effort on the part of Olivia and myself. Us coming together to make sure Amaya has a good life,” I stated sincerely. I really did mean that part. I might not have been the best but I really did want my kids to be happy.

“Livvy, I’m so sick of this shit with you. Your mother and I asked you to be upfront about what was going on. This is not a game. You have more responsibilities now. Are you depending on your mother and I?” Travis said running his hands through his thin, blonde hair. I could see his pink scalp peeking through.

I hurried up and decided to put my two cents in because the five hundred dollars I spent on shit today was all Olivia was getting out of me for a while.

“You can do what you want to do for Olivia because that's your child and you want to help her out but please don't ever make it seem like anything she goes through is because of me. Truth be told, Olivia told me she’d had an abortion. Not that I believe in killing babies 'cuz I mean look, our beautiful daughter is here already. I just want to be on the up and up with you. Your daughter told me that due to the fact she wasn’t married and things of that nature that she wasn't even going to have the baby but she changed her mind and that's her right. Amaya is a blessing so that's neither here nor there, as a matter of fact, I think she looks a little like your wife. Don’t you think so? My little white cotton ball! Now unless you have something else you need to question me about for whatever the reason, I need to get back here and put my baby's crib together. Unless you want to help me with it,” I said standing up and shrugging my shoulders.

I walked over and picked up the box that contained the crib and carried it back to the baby's room to get started putting it together. I did not have time for any family reunion, Hee-Haw type bullshit that was going on with Olivia and her family.

Moments later I could hear a little light arguing going on but wasn't shit going to make me go out there to see what was going on. As far as I was concerned it didn't have a damn thing to do with me. So, I continued to work putting the baby's crib together.

Fifteen minutes later Olivia came to the bedroom holding Amaya; her face red and flushed with tears. I cut my eyes up at her and went back to what I was doing. I wasn’t doing the pity party shit with her tonight. Plus, Caresha had been blowing my damn phone up. I wondered had she gotten wind about the tax money. If she acted right and didn’t trip, I’d let her hold a little something. Only if she brought her ass back home...

“Did you really have to make me seem like such an idiot in front of my parents? The decent thing for you to have done, Damonte', was at least be humble and act like you really cared about me and your daughter.”

“Goddamn I curse the Lord for blessing me with two daughters because I already know at the end of the day when they grow up, they're going to be the same as all women out here. You women love talking about how you love the truth. Y'all want men to be honest until the shit applies to you. Then shit is too real and honest for you to handle. So, you want me to be a truthful type of nigga any other time, except when it comes to saying something to your parents and telling them the truth about us. You can miss me with that shit. Get the fuck out of here and let me finish up what I'm doing so I can spend some time with my baby,” I spat.

“Well, since you want to be so open and honest with my parents... have you even told your mom about Amaya?” Olivia spat.

“I sure the fuck did. I was gonna see if I could bring her and the kids over tomorrow to meet her.”

Olivia’s jaw dropped she seemed so shocked that I wasn’t keeping my baby a secret. Hell, Amaya wasn’t the secret. She was. But at the end of the day, I couldn’t hide Olivia forever. Or could I?


Caresha



My alarm on my phone went off for the second time this morning. The first time was at four am when I called in from work. Ain’t no damn way I could be bothered waiting on customers when my damn tax refund was somewhere in the wind, or rather someone else’s pocket.

I didn't feel bad about calling in because ever since I'd been working there, I never called in once. This was a mental health day as far as I was concerned because I was going to lose my mind if I didn’t get some solid answers. So, today I needed some personal time to handle my business.

I'd ended up staying out later than I expected with Kyrie. Only because every time I called Damonte’ or his mamas phone they didn't answer. I finally received a text from Damonte’ saying that they were out and he would talk to me tomorrow. I was pissed of course because I missed my baby and had planned on her spending the night with me but at the same time it gave me more time to spend with Kyrie.

I can't even lie; Kyrie shocked me. Anything I thought about him from just seeing him come in the store I ended up having to change my mind about. The suit was definitely hiding the man. Not that I think he was hiding; he was just good at navigating between two worlds.

Kyrie was so down to earth. After being in his presence for no more than thirty minutes, I could see that he hid his hood side five days a week when he was at work. Nonetheless, at the end of the day, this man was just as hood as me. I could appreciate the fact that he was a smart, educated Black man who wasn’t ashamed of where he came from. He was making money legitimately in the corporate world but when he got off work he was himself. I couldn’t knock that. Hell, every black person damn near in Corporate America lived their life like that.

I was just kind of surprised that he seemed to actually dig a female like me. But I was going to get out of my own head about that. I deserved a good man, too. I just would have bet money he was running trying to get a white woman or some bougie ass black bitch went to an HBCU. That definitely wasn't me.

The apartment was quiet. Jazmine and Hakeem had already left for the day. Her shift at work started at eight. I'd heard them moving around this morning getting ready and popped up to say good morning and then took my ass back to bed for a few more hours. It was now time for me to get to the bottom of what exactly was going on with my damn tax refund.

I called the number on the paperwork I've gotten from Liberty Tax and sat on hold forever before I was able to speak to someone regarding someone using my baby’s social security number. Long story short, what the man told me was that Isis had been claimed as a dependent. Which was no more than what I already knew. So with that being said I already knew Damonte’ had pulled some bullshit on me. I was not crazy enough to believe a complete stranger had snatched my daughter’s information out of the blue and used it. Yes, it could happen, identity theft was real but in this case I knew that’s not what happened. I just wanted to know why. My cell phone buzzed and I look down to see it was Kyrie texting me good morning.

I quickly sent him back a text telling him hello and wishing him a good day. Seconds later he was asking me did I want to meet for lunch. His office was not too far from where I worked so he gave me the name of a restaurant we could meet at and agreed upon a time. He was even sweet enough to ask me if I needed him to pick me up.

I did have some pride and declined. I’d take an Uber there. I got up and hopped in the shower trying to think of how I was going to handle this confrontation with Damonte’ shortly. How many lies would he try and tell me?

I was going to get dressed now because I was handling business first. I put on a long black maxi dress with a short cropped black and white asymmetrical striped jacket over it. The weather was still chilly outside but I could still look cute while staying warm. I used my curling wand all over my head to create loose waves and went with a neutral look for my makeup but I did go for a bold red lip. I was never the type of female that felt like I had to dress up for a man but I did want him to look at me and appreciate what he saw.

I’d stopped trying to get this type of reaction from Damonte’ for a while. I still dressed up of course because that was just me. But Damonte’ never took me anywhere or initiated us spending any time together. I felt like in a lot of other areas compared to Kyrie I was lacking. However, just in talking to him in one night he made me feel like I wanted to strive for more.  

I quickly picked up the bedroom and bathroom refusing to leave a mess in Jazmine’s house before I left. I opened up the door to the apartment and poked my head out. Damonte’s ass still wasn’t aware I was staying right down the hall and I wanted to keep it that way. The coast was clear so I quickly locked the door and made my way down the hall until I was standing in front of Dorothea’s front door and knocking. It was eleven am and everyone should've be wide awake. If they weren’t, they were about to be. I rapped on the door several times before the door swung open.

“Good morning,” I said.

For some reason Dorothea looked as if she was shocked to see me. I don't know why, after all, I did have a child that was staying over here and I wasn't a neglectful mother.

“Oh, hey, Caresha! How you doin'?” Dorothea asked but she still hadn't opened the door to let me inside. I was already starting to get pissed.

“I'm good...just over here to see Isis and I need to talk to Damonte’ and possibly you, too,” I said putting her ass straight on notice that I might have to have some words with her ass too.

Dorothea cleared her throat loudly and opened the door so I could step in. The second I was inside my eyes landed on a whole bunch of bags sitting around from various stores. I could already feel myself heating up even further. These muthafuckas had a nice shopping spree using the tax refund money that rightfully belonged to me.

“Mommy, where have you been?” Isis asked running over to me and grabbing me around the legs. I leaned down to pick my baby up and gave her a kiss.

“What do you mean where have I been? Where have you been? I wanted you to come to stay the night with me last night but you were so busy out and about. Where were you at?” I knew my baby couldn't hold water at just three years old she talked nonstop. It drove me nuts sometimes so I knew she was going to tell me all the tea about what they had been doing last night.

“Daddy took me and Granny out to eat and we went shopping. I got new shoes, new clothes and some toys and he bought baby clothes and a crib with his refund check! Daddy said if you were nice and came home, he’s gonna let you buy something too. Do you want some new shoes mommy?”

“I sure do! Go finish eating your lunch, baby, while I go talk to Daddy, ok?” I said lowering Isis to the ground and looking over toward Dorothea who was all in my damn mouth.

What the hell was Isis saying about crib and baby clothes? I quickly thought.

I went back to the bedroom to find Damonte’ sprawled over the bed in his boxer shorts watching TV.

“Ughh, nigga, you need to get up and wash your goddamn ass. That's what you need to do. It’s almost noon,” I said disdainfully. I'd been in the presence of a hardworking man one night and already I didn't have any patience for worthless ass, no job-having ass niggas. When you know better you do better, so they say.

“So, let me go ahead and get straight to the point, Damonte’. What gave you the right to list our daughter as a dependent for you to file some bogus taxes when you and I both know you ain't barely worked a day in your miserable, goddamn life? Give me my damn money because now when I go to file mine they're telling me I'm not getting anything back. I can clearly see that you done filed, got money back and are in the midst of spending everything that should have been mine. On dumb shit like clothes and shoes! This is exactly the hell why I can’t stay with your ignorant ass. You think mess like that is more important than having your child live under YOUR own roof. Not your damn mama’s.”

Damonte’ raised up from the bed and grabbed the pair of gray sweatpants lying next to him never taking his eyes off me is he pulled them up until they rested low on his hips. I ain't going to lie, the nigga did look good, I couldn't deny that but I wasn't here for all that. I was on to bigger and better things if possible and even if things didn't work with Kyrie, I knew I didn't want Damonte’s ass no more.

“Good morning, Caresha. Nice to see you. I thought maybe you forgot you had a child over here since you got your own daughter over here with no mama to look at…,” Damonte’ snarled “... and why aren't you at work right now? Where the fuck you think you going so dressed up? I knew your black ass was up to some shady shit. You out trying to fuck other niggas. Which is exactly why the hell I did what I did. You thought you were going to leave me, get that tax refund and be laid up with another nigga? I know yo slick shady ass, Caresha. You ain't making a move unless you got some shit in motion. So, yeah, I did use my baby as a dependent on my taxes. Why not? She’s mine. Fifty-fifty, baby! My name is on the birth certificate, too. Who told you that it was automatically you that got to claim her? The government didn’t. Fuck that. I claimed her this year and shit I might claim her next year too,” Damonte’ spat.

I was so frustrated all I could do was slap my hand to my forehead. I wanted to scream. I knew Damonte’ had his childish, petty ways about him but I really just never thought he would do me dirty like this.

For the last three years I’d been down for this man. Through thick and thin. Damonte’ was the reason we had to move from our last place. My lease was almost up at that time and I decided to just move before he got me kicked out and I had an eviction on my credit report. Management was catching on that he was selling weed out of the apartment and a neighbor I didn’t get along with I think snitched on me.

In hindsight, I realized that Damonte’ should have never put me in that position. Then he had this grand idea that we could save up money by staying here with his mom. It was just one thing after another with him.

“Damonte’, this is why I can't be with you anymore. You're so busy trying to be on some spiteful shit when all I'm trying to do is put a roof over our daughter's head! As I'm sure you already know because you already probably spent half the money you got. That money's not going to go far. All I wanted to do was pay rent and get a deposit so that our daughter can have a home that was hers and not just be living at her grandmother's house in one room. Why can't you understand that? If we can't even agree with that I know for damn sure I'm wasting my time here. I'm glad we're over with because I never want to be stuck with a man like you who doesn’t want shit out of life. Damonte’, don’t you want better for yourself? You have two kids that need you and you don’t seem to care. So, I know damn sure you don't want anything good for me or your daughter. What goes around comes around though, nigga. And you’re going to get yours sooner than you thought. You're going to wish you never crossed me believe me when I say that nigga.” I turned and swung open the door to the bedroom and Dorothea practically fell inside she was in the hall being so nosy.

“As for you, Dorothea, I'm turning this whole shady business of yours in. You helped him do this to me and you should be ashamed of yourself for doing that to me as a black woman. I know you said he was working for you and filled out some little fake, phony paperwork. Well, make sure that you have your bases covered, bitch, because I'm making sure they come after you. I'm going to turn everything in and report all this under the table money that you’re making. I'm reporting you to Section-8 that you’re running an illegal daycare and a tax service over here, too. I have all the tax information you filled out for me for the last three years and I’ma give them all your other daycare and tax clients too! Not to mention the fact we’ve been living over here paying money to stay when you don’t even pay much. You fucked with the wrong one!”

“Get out of my house! You young hoes don’t have an ounce of respect! You’re lucky I took you in. You better get this girl, Damonte’! I won’t be disrespected like this in my own home!” Dorothea shouted.

“Fuck you and your sorry ass son! I blame you for the way Damonte’ is. You did the wrong thing instead of telling your no-good -ass son to do the right thing and do right by me and your granddaughter. Instead you helped him steal from me. I guess you think it’s okay because you benefited from it though right, bitch?” I gave zero fucks about calling his mama out of her name. I’m sure she’s said worse about me.  

“What in the hell do I have to do with all these goddamn issues y'all got? Leave me the hell out of this, Caresha, you know I've been good to you…”

“And you've been bad, too. So like I said I'm turning everything in. I would do it today if I didn't have better things to do with my time. As a matter of fact you know what, let me pack my baby up so she can come with me right now. I don’t trust either of you.”

I turned back around walking to the closet and pulling out a large duffle bag. There was no way I was leaving Isis here.

“The last thing I want is you trying to pull some bullshit saying I've abandoned her or some crazy shit like that," I groaned.

Damonte’ and his mother stood there looking at me like I was crazy as I rushed around the room grabbing all of Isis’s clothes. I threw a few of her dolls inside but as long as I had most of her clothes I was good. Once I had the basics I lugged the duffle bag down the hall and called out for Isis.

“Baby, put your shoes on you’re coming with me.”


Caresha



Isis looked at me wide-eyed but scrambled down from her seat at the table and put on her shoes that were at the door. I could hear Damonte’ and his mom arguing in the back when I spied all the bags I’d seen when I first came in.

“Are these your new clothes, Isis?”

“Yes.”

I grabbed all those too and rushed out of the door pulling Isis with me.

“Hurry, baby!” I said as we ran down the hall. The last thing I needed was Damonte’ finding out I was only a few steps away the last few days. I quickly opened the door and we came inside. My heart was beating heavily and I could hear my cell phone ringing. I grabbed it out of my bag.

“What do you want, Damonte’?”

“Caresha, this is all just getting out of hand. Are you in the lobby? Just come back up so we can talk about all this. You know we belong together and what does it matter who claimed Isis? You know damn well you were gonna get some of this money. You made me do this anyways tripping the way you were.”

“We’re over, Damonte’. We’ll make arrangements soon for you to see Isis and I don’t care if they never collect a dime from you but I’m putting you on child support. File taxes again and see if they don’t snatch that shit from you. Get off my damn phone and don’t call me again.”

I felt like I’d been running a damn marathon. It was almost noon now. I was supposed to meet Kyrie at one.

“Baby, let me get you fixed up. You can come with mommy to meet her friend for lunch.”

I thought about canceling but why? I was a single mother and he knew that. I was about to start getting Isis ready when I stopped. What are you doing, Caresha? You have some real shit to handle not being worried about having lunch with a man. Jazmine did not sign up for this. I need to get a roof over me and my baby’s head tonight since obviously me getting my own place this week is not going to work out. I walked into the living room and turned on the T.V. for Isis.

“Baby, come watch T.V. while mama does a few things then I’m going to get you dressed.”

I grabbed my cell phone and walked to the back where I called Kyrie.

“What’s going on beautiful?” he answered.

I honestly felt like breaking down crying, instead I sat silently for a few moments trying to compose myself.

“Caresha, what’s going on?”

“Just everything is messed up for me right now, Kyrie. Thank you for inviting me out to lunch today but I need to cancel. I need to get me and my daughter settled over at my mom’s house. I just got into it with her dad and this nigga didn’t even try to deny he pulled the rug out from underneath me claiming her on his taxes. What man doesn’t want to provide for his family? I’m not perfect by any means either but at least I’m trying you know. At least I want better,” I sobbed finally breaking down.

Kyrie sat silently on the other end of the line giving me a moment to vent and have my break down. I had too much going right now to even be embarrassed, as soon as I got done I cleared my throat.

“Thank you for just listening, I appreciate that.”

“No problem at all. Look, I know you didn't ask for my opinion but I'm going to give it to you. You said you were staying with your friend, right? Get your things together and I'm going to take off right now and come and pick you and your daughter up to get you settled at your mom's house. I think you need to think a little long-term right now. I feel like you can't do that if you don't even really know where you're going to lay your head at. Get yourself settled and then we'll talk about the next step.”

I took a deep breath. It was nice to have someone rational to talk to since I knew at times I could be a hothead.

“You're right, Kyrie. I'm just mad because living where I'm at just really messes everything up for me. I'm going over to my mom's which I do realize I need to do. Isis needs some stability. I mean Jazmine is really cool and I appreciate her letting me stay here these couple days to try to get myself together but like I said, I thought I would be out by the weekend. Plus, she was doing a lot letting me stay here a few days. We just met recently and she just moved in here. I don’t want to impose on her like this.  It just messes things up because now I'm going to be so far from my job and with me not having a car, I'm going to have to let my job go. That's just going to be too much trying to catch buses and things like that then I have to consider what I’m going to do about daycare for Isis….”

Now embarrassment was starting to set in. I knew I sounded dumb as hell rambling on about not being able to keep a ten dollar an hour job at a deli when I was positive that was nothing to Kyrie. But right now it was all I had and gave me some sense of independence.

“The grandma is not going to keep her because you and her son broke up?” Kyrie asked.

Honestly, I really didn’t know after all I said. I wanted to give Dorothea the benefit of the doubt though. Isis was still her granddaughter whether we got along or not.

“I'm sure she would but at this point, she had a hand and what he did to me. I just think I need to break ties with her a little bit. I'm not saying I'm going to keep Isis from him or his mother but as far as his mother goes I'm way too dependent on her for things that I shouldn't be. I don't want to feel like I owe people something all the time. I feel like that's why she thinks she can talk to me any type of way. She thinks just 'cuz she was putting a roof over our heads I'm in constant debt to her. I been tried telling Damonte' this but he doesn't seem to agree. But listen, that's neither here nor there because I'm completely done with him. I would rather get my daughter in a daycare center. I just need to regroup to see what I'm going to do,” I said taking a deep breath trying to calm myself.

“Okay, like I said get all of your things together. I'm coming to get you.”

“Kyrie, I can't have you do that. You're at work right now this is not how you planned your day rescuing me from my bad situation.”

“We all need help sometimes, Caresha. Don’t ever be afraid to ask or receive it. So it's cool. I have set hours I come in, but if I need to leave early I can. So, it's really not an issue. I want to make sure you're settled I don't want to see you stressed out. Let me be here for you. Like I said, get your stuff ready and I'm coming for you,” Kyrie said before ending the call.

I sat there for a few minutes slightly stumped. I never had a man jump into action for me the way he had and he hasn't known me really but a short time. Since he did offer, I was going to take him up on it. I couldn't keep asking Jazmine to run me around. If I got myself settled at least I could clear my head and think about my next best move. Instead of worrying about all the things I couldn't change right now. My daughter and I would have a roof over our head at my mom's and I was going to take that time to really get on my feet.

I moved about the room gathering my things and organizing everything I had for Isis and pulled it all to the front door. I did take a minute to stop and get Isis together realizing this would be her first-time meeting Kyrie. The thought of that made me nervous. I didn't introduce my child to strange men and here she was getting ready to meet a man I was attracted to for the very first time.

“Mommy, where are we going?” Isis asked as I ran the brush through her hair securing her ponytail with a cute holder. The one thing I would always be thankful for with Damonte’ is it he did bless me with a beautiful, healthy daughter and I would never knock that.

“One of mommy’s friends is going to take us and all our stuff over to Nanny's house, okay? We're not going to be living with Daddy anymore.”

Isis seemed content with that answer for now.

As soon as I had Isis set up I also stripped Hakeem's bed so I could throw everything in the wash. I planned on coming back over here tonight just to make sure everything was settled but I was going to start right now because the last thing I wanted do after Jazmine had been so kind to let me stay was leave her son's room a mess. So, as soon as I got settled at my mom’s, I was going to come back over tonight to clean everything up and make sure it was exactly how it was when I got here.

My cell phone rang and I quickly grabbed it thinking it was Kyrie downstairs. Instead, it was Anisha.

“Hey girl,” I got out before Kyrie’s call actually did beep in.

“Oh, girl, I really do want to talk to you but my friend is here and I have so much going on. Let me call you as soon as I get settled okay?  I'll try to call you back tonight, if not, I'll call you first thing in the morning, okay?”

“All right, chick, but Caresha I really need you to call me back. It’s very important! I really need you to see something, okay? Don't play with me! I need to talk to you bad like for real, for real!”

“Okay, girl, I got you, I'll try to call you back tonight but I really do have to go my ride just came he's downstairs and I have so much stuff to take down to the lobby. So I'll holler at you later,” I said before quickly hanging up and clicking over. I told Kyrie what floor I was on so that he could come up and help me take some stuff to the car.


Damonte’



“Mama, I’ll be right back; I need to holla at someone real quick. Get ready while I’m gone so I can take you over to meet the baby,” I said before stepping outside the apartment.

Dealing with Caresha had my nerves shot. I needed to relax. I’d been avoiding going over here but I’d already ignored a few text messages. I was already in too much shit right now and Caresha was making it worse with all these threats toward my mama.

The thing with Caresha was she always did what she said she was going to do. Some females were in the habit of talking idle shit. Not my baby mama Caresha though. If she said she was jumping on you, your ass got beat the fuck down. She didn’t talk about you behind your back, if she had something to say, it took a lot of restraint to get her to not open her damn mouth.

So when she said she was gonna turn my mama in, she was going to do it. I couldn’t have my mama messed with so I knew Caresha and I were going to need to sit down and talk. I wondered who came and picked her up with all my baby’s stuff? By the time I made it to the door to talk with her, she was gone.

I knew I was going to have to give her some of the money to shut her ass up. Maybe she was right? We did need to move out and get our own place. I’m sure if I took some of the money and put down a deposit and first month’s rent down on a place that would shut her ass up. I was just gonna have to do it to get her mind off my mama. Caresha was still going to be mad. They may beef for a few months but if she got what she wanted, things would be back to normal in a few months.

I arrived on the fifth floor and knocked on the door.

“About time you came through. As many texts as I sent I thought I was gonna have to come knock on your door.”

“Shit, I just been a little busy. You know I always come around,” I said leaning in for a juicy kiss. “What do you have to smoke and where is you know who?”

“At work. We’re good for hours. You already know I keep something to puff on.”

We both sat on the couch puffing so hard the room was full of smoke. At one point before we really got going, a towel was placed at the door to prevent our smoke from filtering out into the hall.

All my stress started to float away and a nigga was finally smiling for the first time in days as we casually talked. Suddenly I felt hands rubbing all over my skin and my chest was being peppered with kisses.

“I like when you do that shit…,” I lightly moaned as my hips bucked and I lifted my ass slightly to move my jeans down around my ankles.

“Do you like how I do it better than your tired ass baby mamas? I still can’t believe you got another bitch pregnant on me. That’s enough, Damonte’. I mean that shit. You be stressing me the fuck out running behind these hoes and then I can’t even say shit about it.”

“Look, are you gon’ suck my dick or not? I came here to get away from the stress. Not talk about the shit. Oh yeah, I came up on some money, too. I’ma break you off a little so you can handle some shit on your end. You know I always got you,” I said leaning back in the couch, wrapping my hand around my hard, thick cut ten inches.

“Goddam, that dick is pretty.”

I leaned down shoving my tongue down Trey’s throat. Damn I’d been missing this nigga; we licked and slurped each other’s tongue until I finally guided his head to my lap where his mouth engulfed my dick. I told no lies when I said he sucked me better than any female I’d ever been with. He should -- I’d been having sex with Trey since we were both fourteen. I fucked him before I ever had sex with a female.

My head rolled back and my eyes closed it felt so good. The sound of Trey slurping my dick echoed throughout the room. I reached down and into my jeans pocket for the bottle of lube I’d thrown in my pocket when I decided to come see Trey. Surprisingly this nigga’s boy pussy did get wet but I was thick. Last time this nigga had the nerve to text me his ass was hurting. I leaned over his back and squirted a generous amount in my hand before slathering it over Trey’s asshole.

“Come sit on daddy’s dick,”

I leaned back in the couch as Trey stood up, turned around and straddled me backward slowly easing down on my dick.

“You know you love this bussy, Damonte’,” Trey moaned as he slowly rode my dick.

“You ain’t gonna ever hear me say I don’t,” I moaned. Damn this nigga’s ass felt good on my dick. Nice and tight.

I spent the next hour fuckin’ the hell out of Trey. After we were done, we showered and I threw my clothes back on. I felt good as hell.

“Damonte’, we’ve been fuckin’ since we were fourteen. How long are we going to keep doing this? I care for Anisha but if you said we could be together; I’d leave her in a heartbeat. All I need to do is be a father to my child.”

“Trey, why do you do this shit every time I come over here? How many times do I have to tell you I’m not gay? I have a woman and kids….,”

“Nigga! So do I! That doesn’t mean when I close my eyes at night I don’t wish I was laying next to you instead of Anisha. And don’t tell me you don’t feel the same way when you’re with Caresha or any of your other baby mamas. I’ve had a longer relationship with you than any of them have. I hope you don’t think if you keep making babies that’s going to make you stop wanting my dick. It’s not. We could really be together you know. No one cares about people being gay anymore.”

I looked up and could see the sadness in Trey’s eyes. He’d been talking to me about this for years. Maybe he felt gay but I didn’t. I did the fuckin’ I didn’t get fucked! Ain’t a nigga ever put a dick up my ass. As for head, a mouth was just a mouth. I didn’t have to come out of the closet because I wasn’t in one.

“Trey, why can’t we just have what we’ve had since we were kids and leave it at that? We both have families…”

“We have situations and lies, Damonte’. I want more than that. Things are going bad with Anisha and I. She’s taking my daughter and leaving me. I know she is.”

“Well, just because your shit is fucked up with Anisha don’t mean you got the right to try and put that shit on me. And you better keep your fuckin’ mouth closed,” I said scowling at Trey.

“Well I’m done then, Damonte’. It’s been years. Nigga, you may want to fool yourself into thinking you ain't gay because I’m the one taking the dick but don’t forget all the other niggas you jumped on behind me every time I’ve tried to end it.”

“I just don’t want you out here acting like one of these faggots out here fuckin’ any and everything,” I yelled.

“Yeah, you only want me to be a faggot with you. I’m done, Damonte’. I’m not ashamed of who I am. I love you but if you think I’m going to spend the rest of my life loving you in shame I’m not. I hate myself for doing this to Anisha all these years. She deserves a faithful man and every time I try to be that you come calling and I fuck her over each and every time so you can fuck me and leave. It’s over. I’m done.”

I could see unshed tears in his eyes for me but I wasn’t giving in to that.

“Stop sounding like a bitch. You don’t mean that. We have feelings for each other, you have a part of me no one else does. Be content with that.”

“I have been since we were fourteen. We’re twenty-six, Damonte’. You know something? I tried to holler at Caresha a few days ago. I was hoping she would take the bait so I could tell you and you would leave her ass alone….,” Trey started to laugh low. “…she turned me down flat. You don’t even deserve her.”

I smiled inside knowing Caresha didn’t fall for it. I knew she wouldn’t. Caresha was loyal to only me. Had been for almost four years and was going to keep being that way. Trey wasn’t taking his black ass nowhere either. I pulled the $1500 I was giving him out of my pocket and placed it in Trey’s hand before I pulled him into a tight hug and placed a kiss on his neck.

“Here you go, nigga. I appreciate you coming through for me all those times I needed you. Take Anisha and the baby out to a nice dinner or something. I’ll come through in a few days. Nigga, get out your feelings and stop trippin’”

“I love you, Damonte’”

I just turned and walked out the door. I loved Trey, too; I was never letting him leave my life but all that extra public shit he wanted from me I just couldn’t do.


Jazmine



Ientered the breakroom glad my day was almost over. On my first break I called Mr. Andrews back. He’d left me a message earlier while I was on the phone lines stating he had some interesting revelations in regard to my grandmother’s house.

Mr. Andrews said that he had the papers from the courthouse stating the house was legally mine. He’d already enlisted the help of one of the partners at his old firm to file an emergency injunction on my behalf to prevent anything from being done with the house. There was also a meeting set up with my grandmother's lawyer. Or at least the lawyer my aunt claimed was my grandmother's. I’d never been informed there was a reading of the will at all to know exactly what had been left to me. My Aunt just showed up with a check trying to act like she was being generous toward me while informing me I had to quickly vacate the house.

A group of people began filing into the break-room. Among them were Mikayah and Belcalis. I rolled my eyes and stuck my face in my phone. I had too much on my mind to be bothered with these two.

“Hey, Jazmine!” Belcalis said helping herself to a chair at the table I was sitting at. Mikayah sat down across the table from me.

“So, look I was thinking why don’t we all have a girls night out? I just really hate that I moved all the way here from the Dominican Republic and the girls I thought I would be hanging with are barely speaking! Let’s all have some drinks and work all this out. I know you may think I need to mind my own business…,” she smiled.

“I really was just thinking that, it’s nice of you, but really I’m good on all that,” I said almost laughing out loud.

“I know you were, girl,” Belcalis said with her lil Spanish accent.

“How is Hakeem and Lamont doing?” Mikayah chimed in and asked. I pinned my eyes on her hard.

“Now you see this shit right here, Belcalis? This is part of the reason I’m not fuckin’ with your cousin right now. If I’m not even speaking to you right now. Hoe, why the fuck are you asking about my son and baby daddy?”

“Oh my God! when did you get so ghetto, Jazmine? You’ve changed since you moved into those apartments and started hanging around that little hoodrat neighbor of yours. Since when is it a crime for me to ask about Hakeem and Lamont? I always ask about them.”

I sat there looking at this bitch like she’d lost her fuckin’ mind. See this is the type of shit that was liable to make me snap. I really didn't want to have to go off on her ass at the job like this but if it happened, oh fuckin’ well. Once the chairs started flying in this break-room we were all going to get fired today.

I’ll be damned if this bitch thought she was going to sit in my face and talk shit. Hell, I was sitting here minding my own business. At this point, I felt like this hoe was harassing me as much as she stayed in my face when I’d been very clear about the fact I just wasn’t fuckin’ with her like that anymore. I wasn’t even dropping hints. I’d straight up told her. Why wasn’t she picking up what I was putting down? As my grandmother used to say.

“Actually, bitch, you don't always ask about Hakeem and Lamont. The last four months the only name that has stayed in your mouth is my baby daddy’s name. Not our son. No genuine words about the loss of my grandmother, just my man. You always got something slick to ask or say about him. That's what the fuck you’ve been doing, so don't act like you’re all concerned about Hakeem. You're not, but you’re damn sure concerned about his daddy. So, bitch, what’s really good?”  I said placing my arms on the table and leaning in toward her.

Mikayah looked at me smirking with her thin lips pressed tight.

“You know what? It took me all this time to see just how ghetto you really are. I'm not even going to worry about you at all. If we're not friends anymore I’m good with that, too. I actually prefer it that way. As for Lamont, if you think there’s something going on between us, you should know. Ask him and see what he tells you,” Mikayah said with a big ass smug plastered across her face. My blood was boiling by this point.

“You ain't said nothing but a word, bitch,” I seethed.

I had five more minutes left on my break but I sure did pull up my cell phone and punched in Lamont’s number. He answered on the second ring and I placed it on speaker.

“What's up, baby, how's your day going?” I cocked my head at Mikayah. This bitch looked sick to hear him call me baby. Goddamn! Caresha may have been on to something.

“Well, my day was going good before Mikayah chose to come and antagonize me while I'm sitting over here on my break trying to mind my business. Now you know that I haven't said anything, but a little bug was put in my ear and now I think there’s something is to it. I just asked Mikayah why she always asking about you and this hoe just looked me dead in my face and told me to ask you what's going on between you two. So now I'm coming to you with it and she's right here too. So, is there anything going on between you and Mikayah that I need to be aware of?”

The line crew quiet.

“Oh, you didn't hear what I just asked you? I'll repeat myself, is there anything going on between you and Mikayah that I need to be aware of Lamont? More so to the point, have you been fucking her?”

Two older black women who sat down to eat their lunch were now openly listening to our conversation and I gave zero fucks.

“Jazmine, you are really tripping, I'm sitting over here quiet because I'm shocked you would even ask me something so outlandish! Hell no ain't nothing going on between me and Mikayah! I wouldn't fuck Mikayah with another nigga’s dick. If this is the bullshit you called me with, I'll talk to you another time because you may be on break but I'm not. I just make it a point to answer my woman’s calls. I have to get back to work. I'll be over when I get off so we can talk about this nonsense. The fuck you mean am I messing with Mikayah…,” Lamont muttered under his breath before hanging up the phone.

Mikayah sat there with her face red.

“Is there anything else you have to say because you know what, I’m totally done with you. Don’t even attempt to speak to me anymore. Period. I don't fuck with you anymore. I'm not trying to get this friendship back I'm done with it. And you know what, no hard feelings, Belcalis. I understand that this is your family so you have to take her side of things, I'm cool with that too. Let me tell you something, I’m not stupid. You can’t put murder past anyone. But you’re a damn fool if you screwed me over to fuck Lamont. Because if he was lying just now, you see he didn’t claim you at all. You're a damn fool because you just sat here and heard him deny you. To go behind my back with my man after all these years when I've been like a sister to you since we were kids, you're the fool because look how you just played yourself. You lost. I didn’t.”

“Oh, you think I'm stupid? You're the idiot, you dumb bitch. I've been fuckin’ your man every chance I got for the last four months. I'm the reason he broke up with you. So who looks like a fool now? All those times you were crying to me about why he broke up with you bitch, I'm the reason he broke up with you. I'm the reason your baby doesn't have a dad anymore so I suggest you stop sitting there staring at me like you're so smug and secure. Yes, he may want you back still but the fact is he screwed around on you and he'll do it again. If he messed with your best friend, he'll mess around on you with anyone. Believe that, so if you want to walk around like you have some type of prize, I suggest you really know that you don't. Lamont is trash just like you.  You two deserve each other.”

I was shocked as hell but I had to keep my composure because I was not going to let this hoe have the last word. Instead, I just laughed at her

“Did you really just think you said some shit to me? I'm really sitting here laughing because at the end of the day, like I said bitch, the nigga denied you. Lamont did not claim you at all. So while you’re over here trying to jump bad with me, you need to face the fact your pussy and your head game must be garbage. Let that sizzle in your spirit while you’re on the phones the rest of the day. All the fucking you were doing and you still didn’t out fuck me bitch.”

“Whew, chile! Irma, I’m glad we had lunch right now! These young girls are pure entertainment!” I heard one of the women say as I grabbed my phone and purse to walk back to my desk.

I took the long walk back to my desk shaking with rage. I felt like crying 'cuz I was so mad. I was the type that when I got angry I cried. People who knew me knew that if you saw me drop a tear from my eye the rage was soon to follow and it was best stay out of my way.

Mikayah knew that about me very well. So, she's lucky she wasn't in my presence at the moment because I would have gone smooth off on her ass and tore this whole building up, swear to God. Instead, I was just shaking with anger.

I clocked in on my computer and then logged out for my QC meeting with Vincent. It hadn't even been a week yet since the last time I saw him but I guess there was no regular schedule to how this all worked. I just knew that I was supposed to go check in with him once a week so I guess that was today.

I grabbed my chair, notepad and went to his desk. When I arrived there was no one else there and I quietly pulled my chair up and sit down with my pencil poised over my notepad only murmuring a hello.

“Good afternoon...,” Vincent said, “... how are you today?”

“I’m good.” Was all I managed to say.

I just sat there with a deadpan expression on my face waiting for him to get started so that I could get back to my desk and zone out with these calls. I was in no mood for idle conversation.

With all the other shit I had going on, I couldn't believe now I had to deal with Lamont's betrayal. I'd already decided I didn't want to be with him anymore for the most part, but that still didn't take away the sting of him actually sleeping with my best friend behind my back. I knew I didn't even have to ask him to his face to know if it was true. I believed it, there couldn't be any other explanation for the way Mikayah had been treating me the last few months. It also explained Lamont breaking up with me out of the blue.

At first, I was convinced he’d grown bored with me because we’d been together so many years. I guess that was partly true, but I had no idea Mikayah played a part in it, too. The whole situation hurt me to my heart because I looked at them both like family. And they both knew that. I guess they didn’t care. Now I had to spend the rest of my life trying to co-parent with this low-down, lying ass nigga. So I knew it was true and there was nothing he could say that would ever justify his shady actions toward me.

All the times I asked him what I needed to do to make our relationship better for us to get back together, this nigga was out there dicking down my best friend. Unbelievable. Just one short month ago I would have sworn this was the man I was meant to marry and spend my life with. The Lord surely does work in mysterious ways.

I cleared my throat. Mikayah and Lamont actually did deserve each other. They had no loyalty and people like that belong with each other so they could drive each other nuts not good people like me. He could search all over and he would never find another woman as good to him as I was.  If he ever did, it was going to take him a long time and Karma was going to take her away from him when he least expected it.

“So, how did I do this week?”

“You did good you got another certificate. Is everything okay? Do you need to talk? We can chill a little bit,” Vincent said trying to lighten my mood. But I’d already decided to not let Lamont or that bitch get to me. I had bigger fish to fry.

“Well, I mean not too much. I just found out that my ex-best friend and my son's father have been screwing around behind my back. So yeah, that was an interesting revelation to the day. Even though he tried to deny it when I asked him about it but he's a liar. Oh and my grandmother died a month ago and I’m just finding out she left me the house free and clear but my evil aunt is trying to steal it from me. So there’s that,” I said crossing my legs.

“Well, damn. That's rough. So you said your ex right, I mean I know it doesn't make it any better because there are boundaries that should never be crossed but just be glad you know and you found out before you went a day further with him. If you ask me, based on looks alone, he's a fool.”

A smirk played at the corner of my lips.

“Thanks for trying to make me feel better but how do you know? You haven’t seen the so-called competition.”

Vincent looked at me letting out a low whistle.

“Stop playing! She works here, too? Which one?” he asked nosily.

Men killed me talking about women gossiping all the time when every guy I knew loved getting the tea too! I quickly told Vincent Mikayah’s name and where she sat.

“Oh shit. He definitely took an L. She’s not ugly or anything but I do her QC, too. And she’s weird as hell. I be trying to get her in and out as fast as I can. Matter of fact, she might be getting let go because I heard her...nah let me not say anything,” Vincent said trailing off.

I leaned forward grabbing his arm.

“Tell me!” I whispered conspiratorially.

“If I tell you, you can’t tell anyone. You have to promise me.”

“I got you!”

“Okay, on one of her calls today I heard her say clear as hell, “fuck these people,” I think she thought the customer had hung up but they hadn’t and when the customer said 'excuse me?' She hung up on them. I had to play that shit back twice just to make sure I heard that shit correctly. But I had to report it because even though I monitor your calls, the calls I monitor get listened to in order to make sure I’m rating you all properly and I’m not losing my job for anyone. They’re going to be escorting her out of the building pretty soon. So look at that. Won’t he do it? God took out the trash for you,” Vincent said winking at me. I was grinning hard as hell. All of a sudden my day was looking up.

“Now like I said, you get another certificate for this week. Let’s go over your calls.”

“Okay,” I said smiling. Yes Lord! Won’t he do it! Now I won’t have to look at this whore five days a week!

An hour later I was back on the phone lines in the middle of a call. I smelled his cologne before I saw him and turned in my chair to see Vincent standing over me looking good as hell motioning for me to put the caller on hold. I quickly did as I was told and he leaned down and whispered in my ear. “Stand up in your cubicle and take your calls like these other agents do. You can see them escorting ol’ girl out of the building? They just fired her.”

I covered my mouth to stop myself from screaming in delight. I went back to my call and sure enough, I saw two security guards walking Mikayah through the building holding her little box of I guess knick-knacks she had on her desk. Our eyes met and I just smiled and waved at her. Bye bitch.


Mikayah



Icouldn't believe I’d been fired. It was humiliating as hell walking through the building doing the walk of shame like I was some criminal. The entire building knew I had been let go. I honestly blamed Jazmine for this entire situation.

If I hadn't been so stressed out all weekend long trying to call Lamont I wouldn’t have been so frustrated this morning. Every time he did pick up he was cursing me out and telling me he was in love with Jazmine. I wouldn't have been so stressed out today had it not been for that. It was a difficult call and yes, I'd gotten frustrated but I thought the call was over when I’d cursed. When they called me into the office there were four people there including my fine ass QC Vincent. I wanted to call him ugly because I knew he was the one who had to have turned me in. It's not like I could deny saying it, but I could have sworn that the call was over with. I tried to explain that to them over and over again but I guess it didn't matter.

They said I shouldn't have said it. Even if the call was over I shouldn't have had that type of attitude and they felt like they couldn't trust me to service their customers any longer. To add insult to injury, as I was being walked out like a criminal and that bitch Jazmine was looking at me while she was on her call with a satisfied smirk on her face. She even had the nerve to wave at me.

Truth be told, Jazmine wouldn't have even had this job had it not been for me. I should have shut my mouth and let her sit there miserable and jobless that black bitch. But I knew she’d be on hard times soon. The money from this job wasn’t going to be enough for her to pay rent and bills and live good. So she may have thought she one upped me now, but she was going to fall hard as soon as her dumb ass spent up all her tax money.

To make things even worse, my old job hadn’t been willing to give me part-time evening hours so I’d gone ahead and quit that job. So now here I was with absolutely no income. Rent was almost due and I was screwed. Belcalis was staying with my parents because they had a bigger place, all I had was a one-bedroom so I really didn't have any room for her to stay with me. We talked about getting a two-bedroom apartment I guess that would have to wait. As it stood now, I didn't know if I was going to be able to afford my one bedroom.

Security said that I needed to completely leave the premises. So, the first place I saw once I left the property was the Taco Bell right across the street. I pulled into their parking lot and sat there crying. What was so wrong with me? The only two guys that I've ever shown any real interest in; Joseph back in high school and now Lamont, his best friend, and my ex-best friend's baby daddy. They had both spurned me and I couldn’t figure out why.

What was so wrong with me? I thought I was nice looking. I dressed decently and I was mixed. As far as Black men went, I was the more desirable between Jazmine and me. These niggas should have been flocking to me for the simple fact that I was biracial. Everyone knows the biracial girl always got picked over the all black girl but that just didn't seem to be the case when it came to Jazmine and me.

I'm sure by now she’d spoken to Lamont again since our confrontation at work was during her first break.   I could only imagine what he was saying to Jazmine about me. Fuck the both of them.

What was I going to do for money? I was at a loss until a thought sprang to my head. Jesus! I'd almost forgotten I hadn't filed my taxes yet. It was never a big deal to me because I only got no more than $600 and I'd only gotten that amount back once. That was after working all damn year because I didn't have any dependents like the rest of these welfare queens claiming ten dependents and getting back thousands of tax dollars they didn't deserve. Well this year I needed my damn money. I immediately cranked up my car and pulled out of the parking lot.

I placed to call to my parent’s house while I was driving.

“Hey, honey, are you off work early today?” My mom asked her voice was gravelly as hell. I knew she wasn’t doing shit but watching the View and smoking a cigarette with her coffee. That was her all day routine when she was off. Hell, when she was at work too. My mom worked the front desk at Motel 6.

“No, I'm heading to the house to go grab my W-2. I want to go get my taxes done so that's what I'm about to go do now. Mom, I did have a situation come up today at work and they let me go. Do you think there's any way that I can borrow $1,300 for my rent this coming month? Because I know right now that I'm going to be short.”

I heard a long sigh on the other end of the line.

“Mikayah, what have I always told you about saving up for a rainy day? You know damn well we don't have that kind of money just lying around. We're barely paying rent ourselves and they already cut your dad's hours at the factory so we're pinching pennies over here. I just got home from the food bank an hour ago and you should have seen the line. They didn’t even have anything good, but I had to take what I could get. I actually had planned on trying to borrow a few dollars from you. I'll talk to your dad about maybe he has some cash I don’t know about, but I highly doubt it. You really think we have $1,300 sitting around to help you pay your rent when we have to pay ours? Maybe it's time you just let that place go and regroup. You can move back home get in your old bedroom and save some money. Shit, it can help all of us out. Belcalis will be contributing to the household as soon as she gets a check, too. Besides you're going to be graduating pretty soon and then you can get a better job so why don't you think about doing that?”

“Okay, Mom, I'll just think about it and see what I can do in the meantime. Thanks anyway. I'll talk to you later,” I said before hanging up on her.

I don't even know why I bothered asking but they're my parents so one would think you could ask them for something. Yeah, I clowned Jazmine about her mother being a crackhead and me having my parents and everything like that but Jazmine didn't really know the real deal on my parents even though we've been friends for years.

Jazmine was always so caught up in herself, I don't think she ever noticed that we were always at her grandmother's house. Her grandmother always cooked us food and gave us afterschool snacks and things of that nature. She would see my parents at the occasional school event but my dad's a fucking drunk. Has been all my life and beats my mom's ass every chance he gets for the slightest indiscretion.

So why I was asking these two losers for a loan was beyond me. I suffered silently my entire childhood not breathing a word about what went on behind closed doors. Even though I hate to be over there around them but if it's my last resort it beats being put out in the streets. I'm going to have to go over there I thought to myself as I drove around. It had the nerve to be trying to snow again and here it was the middle of April. I hated Chicago. I quickly reached my apartment, ran in and grabbed my W-2 and jumped back in the car and drove to the nearest Liberty Tax I could find. I didn't have anything to claim no dependents or deductions, so I was in and out of there in thirty minutes. My estimated refund was $323! I was pissed!

This time of year Jazmine got $5,000 back and she barely kept a job. I mean before her grandma got sick she had been constantly working and a lot of times when she did move around jobs, it was for better pay. Yet I’d been working at Macy's for three years straight before I found this other job. Now here I was entitled to only $300 measly bucks. I can't do shit with that. I got straight in the car and headed back home it really was time for me to just start packing my shit to go stay with my parents.


Caresha



The day may have started off crazy as hell, but it ended much better than I could have ever anticipated. Kyrie had been the perfect example of a good man from the second he arrived at Shady Lane and picked Isis and I up. He made sure all our belongings got in his car, then escorted us directly to my mother's home. There, he brought out every bag we had and got us settled inside.

It was so sweet to see how he interacted with Isis, always including her in on the conversation asking her questions about herself and what she liked to do. Isis didn't appear to be shy at all toward him and was talking to him nonstop, he didn’t seem to mind. Kyrie told me he had three nieces so he was used to the chatter.  Kyrie was also very polite with my mother and two sisters who happened to be at the house trying to be nosy as hell and make sure they knew all the tea on why I was back home.

Of course, I didn't mind telling them but I was just happy to know that they didn't try to make me feel like a failure or burden for having to come back home. Matter of fact, my mother said she wished that I had come back sooner. Though I already knew that because she never liked Damonte’ anyway.

Kyrie and I were now sitting outside in his car talking before he left. I had work in the morning and he promised me that he was going to pick me up for work in the morning to make sure I got there on time. At first, I tried to argue him down about it. Honestly, I had prepared myself to just call in and quit. I would find something closer to my mom’s house to keep myself going. Kyrie talked me into not doing that so I had to be at work at 6 am. That was way too early to expect him to get up but he insisted.

“Thank you for doing all this, Kyrie. You don't understand how much I appreciate you just stepping up for me the way that you did. With words of advice and encouragement Just everything, I really appreciate you for that,” I said sincerely.

“You don't have to thank me. That's what friends are for right? I do want you to do something for me though.”

“What's that?” I asked. I was trying to decide if I was offended by him calling me just a friend. I chose not to be. After all, with everything I was going through, a good friend is what I needed at the moment. I wanted someone who just cared about me for a change. Of course I was more exposed to him that I would have liked to be, but Kyrie seemed to know all my flaws and he was still right here.

“I want you to let all this tax shit go. I mean I know your mom and your sisters got you messing with those people but I want you to trust that God got you and he’ll handle them as well. Just believe that what goes around comes around and then man is going to get his in more ways than one for doing this to you. Caresha, you are going to come out on top. That tax money was only going to be a temporary fix, here today, gone tomorrow. But I’ma pray on some permanent blessings in your life. You’re going to have a reliable car, a good job and a safe and beautiful home for you and your child. I believe that and so should you.” Kyrie’s voice sounded so soothing I wanted to believe every word out of his mouth.

“Is that him who keeps calling you? I wanna know something. I realize you have a beautiful daughter with this man but are you ready to walk away from him? I’m not talking about your daughter, but you as a woman. Are you ready to leave him alone?”

“Yes, this is him but actually everyone is blowing my phone up right now. Anisha, Jazmine, and his crazy ass. I’ll call them when you leave. I’m ready to walk away from the whole situation. I don’t want to because it’s not my style to let someone just walk all over me like that. But I do get what you're saying. I really do. Yes, I’m ready to move on from Damonte’. I don’t even know what I was holding onto with him in the first place. But I know we’re in two different places mentally.”

I sat there shaking my head because I was not going to lie, I’d been thinking about all the calls I was going to make to get revenge all day. It was consuming my thoughts. How did he know I needed to hear these words right now? I was ready to take down anyone I could I was so angry. Kyrie knew how to send a message to me in a manner that I could actually receive it. He didn’t talk down to me. I appreciated that.

I stared at my hands folded in my lap before I looked up and saw Kyrie looking dead in my face laughing.

“I can see your mind going a mile a minute and you don't want to do this but trust me when I say what goes around comes around and if you keep that bitterness going it ain't never going to get good for you. I know we just met but trust me on that. I want you to get to the good shit with me, Caresha. Believe me when I say this, things are going to work out for you in ways you never imagined. Starting right now.  You just moved into your mother's house right, you’ve been on your job for four months and I know someone who has a little used car lot. When you get off tomorrow I’ll be there to pick you up. I'm going to take you by there to get you a little something nice and dependable. Let this situation work for you. Stack your money while you’re here.”

I just shook my head. This man was something else. But at least he was looking out for me. Doing more for me and encouraging me more in a few days than it seemed Damonte’ had done in four years.

“Okay, Kyrie. I’m going to listen. Look, I’ma go inside now. You need to get going. We have an early day tomorrow and since you said you were doing this, don’t be late!” I scolded looking at him as I reached to open the door.

“I’ll be here. Let me walk you to the door real fast,” Kyrie said getting out and rounding the car towards me. He loped his arm lightly across my shoulders pulling me close. I placed my arm around his waist and we just fit.

“Kyrie, don’t walk me to this door and get all gentlemanly on me. I do want a kiss.” I decided to let his ass know so we were on the same page.

When we reached the door Kyrie pulled me close to him.

“I’m nice, Caresha, but I’m still a man, I wasn’t going to not taste those lips,” he said before tilting my chin up and placing his lips softly on mine, when his tongue slipped into my mouth I completely melted everywhere.

My heart was thudding in my chest and when he was done kissing me my knees felt week. I had to lean against the door for support.

“Yeah, let me get out of here before I snatch you up and take you with me,” Kyrie murmured before giving me another quick peck on the lips and saying goodbye. I walked in the house feeling like I was floating on air. I walked into my bedroom grinning hard as hell.

Isis was already in the bed asleep so I sat down at my old vanity and looked at my phone. Anisha is blowing me up. I’ll call her back, never mind, I’ll just talk to her at work tomorrow. No let me check on her, she sounded kinda weird this morning, I thought  quickly pressing her number, Anisha answered on the first ring.

“Bitch, what took you so long to call me back? This is an emergency! I can’t even talk now. We’ll talk on the way to work in the morning…,” she said.

“Okay, girl, but just leave when you want. I had to leave Damonte’s ass. I couldn’t stay over there a second longer. But I have someone helping me out so I will be at work in the morning. Meet me in the break room. I’m sorry I didn’t get back to you earlier girl. Holla at you in the morning,” I said before hanging up.

Damonte’ -- I wanted to block him completely but we did have a kid, I couldn’t really do that. Next, I called Jazmine back.

“Hey, girl, what’s up?”

“Gir,l I’m so glad you called me back!”

“What’s up? You know I came back over there and fixed Hakeem’s room back for you. I sure appreciate you letting me stay.”

“Girl, that was nothing. I wish you were still here. You should have just told me what went down. I know it’s going to be hard for you to get back and forth to work. I didn’t mind you being here. But girl listen. You were right! Mikayah and Lamont have been going behind my back!”

“I knew it!” I shrieked before I composed myself so I wouldn’t wake up Isis. “I knew it was something about that bitch I didn’t like! How did you find out? Girl don’t tell me you caught them in the act!”

Jazmine told me everything that went on at work today. I wanted to howl with laughter when she got to the part about her waving at Mikayah as she was escorted out of the building.

“Girl, you know God don’t like ugly and what is it with these men? No one is perfect but they have good women right in their face and don’t know what to do with them but that’s okay. We’re moving on to bigger and better. This Vincent guy sounds very interesting! And you said he’s tall too? You know what that means!” I said sniggering.

“Girl, I know you have to get up early in the morning and all but tomorrow I want us to sit down and talk. I went by Mr. Andrews after work to look at all the information he gathered for me and sure enough. My aunt is living in MY house. That’s my shit over there. Even the ten thousand dollars she gave me was part of a small policy my granny had and it was only $50,000. This bitch gonna give me $10,000 of my own damn money. I guess it was a policy from years ago that my granny put her in charge of thinking she would do the right thing. So, we’re filing charges on all this shit. I have to leave work early tomorrow because we already have it set up with the Sherriff to go to the house. She needs to vacate immediately. I met with the other lawyer as well. Even though I can’t stand my aunt, it makes me so sad that she would do this to me and my son. She’s always hated me and I don’t know why. She crossed the line though,” Jazmine said softly.

I could hear the hurt in her voice. It was a messed up situation for damn sure. I don’t know what made some people so evil. I could admit my attitude wasn’t always the best, but I never went out of my way to intentionally hurt people.

“We’re going to talk about it more in depth but I wanted to ask you something. Once I get in this house tomorrow, would you consider moving in with me and Hakeem?”

My eyes bucked.

“What? Are you serious, Jazmine?” I was stunned.

“Dead-ass! Hell I know I’m an adult but I really don’t have any family that cares about me or my son. I was on the fence with Mikayah but I thought for sure I at least had Lamont, whether we were together or not. But not after this. I can’t trust him. So what are Hakeem and I going to do in a four-bedroom house all by ourselves? The house is completely paid for. Now I’ma be straight up, I don’t want a roommate forever or no shit like that, but we’re both two single mothers. Our kids are the same ages and everything. All you need to do is contribute to the monthly household bills which we’d split evenly. You can think about it and let me know, girl.”

“Okay, we’ll talk more tomorrow. Let me go to bed before I’m dragging in the morning. I really want you to think more about your offer, too. The last thing I want to do is impose. I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said before hanging up. My hands were shaking, I was in complete shock. This was the Kyrie effect I was sure of that. Blessings on blessings coming my way.
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Iwoke up this morning on cloud nine. Just as he said, Kyrie was at my mom’s house bright and early to take me to work. I felt so guilty when I got in the car I immediately leaned over to give him a kiss.

“Good morning,” I said my voice chipper as hell.

The second we pulled off, I started talking. I was telling him all Jazmine’s business but I felt like he needed to know the whole story. When I got to the part about her wanting me to move in he started laughing and banging the steering wheel.

“Didn’t I tell you? I mean I hate to be an ol’ I told you so ass nigga but didn’t I tell you, Caresha? Let the old shit go so new things can flow!”

I started laughing.

“You did say that. I mean I ain’t completely forgot. It’s only been a day but you’re right. I was thinking about it last night when I got in the bed. This works for me way more than just moving in a place and struggling to pay the bills. Don’t get me wrong, I’m going to figure out a long-term plan for myself. I realize I need to do that. But for right now with the job I have, I can actually afford to pay some utility bills and still be okay. I would still have some freedom from living with my mama, too.”

We chatted a few more minutes when we pulled into the employee parking lot at the back of the store. I could see Anisha’s car already there.

“Kyrie, thank you so much for this. I really appreciate you,” I said leaning in for another kiss.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll be here at two. Let’s get this next blessing,” he said giving me a wink. “I already went by the lot yesterday and picked out three cars I want you to look at. But keep in mind, you’re looking for reliable. Not a ride to flex in. A safe car for you and Hakeem.”

“I know Kyrie,” I said closing the car door and turning to walk in the building. This nigga think he’s slick with the quiet flex. But I liked that shit. Not that Damonte’ would have helped me out this way but if he had, I’m sure it would have been along the lines of 'You know we ain’t got no money for this? I don’t know why we’re over here looking any way!' Just some ignorant talk that would have made me go off and stress the hell out.

It always pissed me off how Damonte’ made sure HE always had a piece of transportation but never made it a priority for me to have any. Yet it was like pulling teeth for him to take me to work or pick me up. Shit I was an unmotivated ass bitch because my man was! Never again would I put myself in that situation even if Kyrie and I remained strictly friends. I wanted a better circle of people around me from now on. The second I walked into the breakroom I headed straight to Anisha. She was sitting at one of the rows of tables with her back toward me.

“Hey, girl. Good morning, how are you?” I practically sang. I almost didn’t recognize the sound of happiness in my own voice.

Anisha turn around and my face immediately frowned up; her eyes were red and swollen, you could tell she had been crying. I pulled up a chair and sat down right next to her.

“Oh my God! What's wrong girl are you okay? Did you and Trey get into it?”

As of late, most times when Anisha was upset, it was always due to Trey. This nigga just stayed doing some fuck shit. He was worse than Damonte’ if you asked me. At least Damonte’ came home every night and was there for his kids. Anisha said Trey barely interacted with their daughter Kiana.

“No, I am not okay! Caresha, I’ve been going through it for the past three days but I have had enough of this bullshit.  I just saw some shit the day before yesterday that I need to talk to you about. I’m out of there tonight. I won’t stay another second. I got my tax refund in my account yesterday and I’m taking my baby a moving to Atlanta with my cousin.”

“Okay, girl, talk to me; we have thirty minutes before we clock in. What's going on?” I asked getting genuinely concerned I hope this nigga wasn’t over there putting hands on Anisha. Because we could jump on him quick. I had no qualms about jumping on a nigga if I had to. We could tag team his ass.

“Well, as you know because I talk to you about it. Trey and I have been having some issues for quite some time. I don't know what the problem was exactly. It was just like there was nothing I could do right for this man. I mean I went out of my way to do everything for him. I'm over here fighting bitches over him. Anytime I think he's looking at another woman I'm out here making a fool of myself. I’m cooking and cleaning everything, Caresha. But it just seemed like I could never do anything right. This has just been building up over time to the point I just can't take it anymore. Like it's literally torture walking into that apartment every day and I don't have anyone to talk to but my daughter because this man won't talk to me at all. Just walks around ignoring me. One wording me on some emotional abuse shit, you know what I mean? Now I finally know why. It’s because I’m not who he wants.”

Anisha wiped the tears rolling down her face. She was rocking in her chair now so I knew shit was all bad. Once a woman got to the point all she felt she could do was rock away her pain? The hurt was deep!

“I certainly know what you mean. I've been there before. Damonte’ shows his ass like that every once in a while,” I said slowly rubbing her back.

“So I just knew this nigga was cheating on me. I just knew it, Caresha, so girl, I went on Amazon two weeks ago and bought one of those home security systems. You know where you can put the little cameras all around the house or whatever and you can see everything going on in your house from your cell phone. One day while he was gone I set that shit up. It hasn't been up that long and I haven't seen too much but I did have it on. You set it up and you can save the videos you know if it goes too long they'll go to your cloud and all that kind of stuff. Well, the shit that I seen yesterday just took me for a whole muthafuckin’ loop, girl. I'm so shocked I don't even know what to do. I don't know what to say. I just know I have to get out of there, me and my daughter because this man is a straight savage. I'm living with a straight muthafuckin’ savage that's all you can be to live with someone for years and do this type of shit!”

Anisha had me really interested at this point I was leaning in for the rest of the tea. Just what the fuck had Trey been doing? Probably in my girls' bed having all kinda damn orgies while my girl was at work! Ol’ nasty bastard.

“Anisha what the hell happened?”

Anisha pulled out her cell phone.

“I can show you better than I can tell you.”

Anisha started messing with her phone a minute or two later, she turned it towards me so that I could watch. I saw Trey get up he must have walked to the door, a few seconds later Damonte’ walked in.

“Okay, what's going on here? You know they ain't doing shit but over there smoking. Both of these niggas need to be on a damn job. We’re over here this time of morning working, they should be too. I don't give a fuck about what's going on with the Damonte’ now. That's another bitches problem. So what's the big deal? Was Kiana home and they were smoking in front of her?” I was confused and Anisha knew damn well I liked to drink a cup of coffee when I arrived in the morning.

“Just keep watching…,”

My eyes flitted back down to the small cell phone screen. Damonte’ sat on the couch and it appeared that they were just talking when all of a sudden Trey leaned over and started rubbing on Damonte’s chest. My head snapped back and my eyes bucked. Wait a minute what the fuck is this? Next thing I knew Damonte’ had pulled his jeans down around his ankles and Trey was on his knees sucking his dick. My heart felt like it was about to jump out of my chest. I jumped up from the chair my mouth wide with shock.

“Oh no...,” I said shaking my head, “... this cannot fuckin’ be!”

“Oh, yes, bitch! It is!”

I went back to the screen to continue looking at what to me was a horror show given the fact I've been with this man four years and he was supposed to be straight as hell. Trey was now riding him cowgirl style and Damonte’ was fuckin’ the shit out of him. Trey was leaned back and they were kissing. I leaned over my hands on my knees my stomach roiled and I felt like I could throw up.

“Oh my God, Anisha what are we going to do? Oh my God, oh my God” I said over and over. I couldn't find any other words to say. I was in pure shock.

“You know what, I mean shit I'm not even going to lie to you, Anisha. I had heard some rumors that Trey was out here doing something with men. I never said anything to you for one, I didn't know if it was true or not and for two, to be honest with you I know people are into all kinds of things and you and Trey been together longer than me and Damonte’. So I thought that maybe if it was true, maybe you already knew he was into men. I don't know girl but this shit right here with Damonte’, I'm in total fuckin’ shock. I feel sick right now oh my God.”

I was shaking as I paced the breakroom before it hit me.

“Anisha, we need to go get tested. Like today, I cannot stay here at this job working like ain't shit going on or like one of these niggas may not have given me something. If they lying like this all on the down-low it ain't no telling what they have been doing behind our backs. I can't do this I got to tell them I'm leaving. I don't know what you’re about to do, but I'm outta here. I'm going to go find the nearest clinic and sit my ass there because this is some bullshit,” I said.

Anisha was still sitting there with tears streaming down her face.

“Caresha, I just played you the video but there is sound…”

“Dammit, what else could there be? That’s enough!” I damn near shouted. Other employees were starting to enter the break room.

“Caresha, they’ve been legit fucking since they were fourteen years old. These niggas are both twenty-six. Over ten years now they’ve been steady fucking each other. Trey told Damonte’ he’s in love with him, and Damonte’ has a new baby out here too girl. Trey was getting on him for having babies on him. Can you believe that shit? He’s trying to convince Damonte’ to come out of the closet to be with him but Damonte’ won’t. That nigga been fucking a man for years but insists he’s not gay because he has a bunch of kids. Trey mentioned trying to move on to other niggas and that Damonte’ would run them off. They are in love with each other, Caresha. Damonte’ also handed Trey a wad of cash.”

I swayed and had to stop myself from falling to the ground. This was too much. I had to get out of here.

“Anisha, send me that video please. I don’t know what you’re about to do, but I need to go tell Annie I’m sick and have to leave. I stumbled out to the floor in a cold sweat. At the rate I was going, I really was sick. My stomach was in knots by the time I reached the deli and I wanted to burst out crying.

Annie was sitting at her desk playing on her cell phone.

“Annie, I hate to do this to you a second day but I need to leave. I should have just called in again but I’m really sick. I can’t stay,” I managed to choke out before I burst into tears. Annie jumped up.

“Goodness, of course you can’t stay if you’re this sick Caresha. Actually why don’t you step out of the deli, I don’t want you getting anyone else sick or spreading germs to any of the food,” Annie said shooing me away from her.

“You just go home and take care of yourself, Caresha. Next time just stay home, hon! Yesterday was your first-time missing work since you’ve been here. You have plenty of PTO and sick time. I hope you feel better."

I was barely listening anymore. My mind was all over the place. I just needed to make sure I was healthy for now. I speed-walked back to the break-room and sat down lowering my head to the table. My head was pounding. I wanted to call Kyrie but how much could he take? It was one thing after another dealing with me it seemed. Isis was with my mom. No I was going to confront this nigga. He was going to take me to get fuckin’ tested. He put me in this position. Granted we really hadn’t been having sex the last month, but that didn’t erase all the years we’d been fucking like rabbits with no protection. Like an idiot, I let him stop using condoms a month after we first has sex.

I walked out to the floor and saw Anisha at her register getting ready for the day. I don’t know how she was remaining calm because I was about to lose it.

“Anisha, did you send me the video? I need that.”

“I sent you my password and the link to the cloud. Memorize the password. Don’t leave it on your phone or anything. You know these down low niggas are going to go crazy at being exposed.”

I nodded my head.

“What are you going to do, Anisha? I don’t want to confront Damonte’ and then you have to go in the house with Trey and he tries something with you. Are you safe?” I asked.

“That nigga didn’t come home last night. I’ve been slowly taking clothes out of the house for weeks before I even knew this. Kiana is with my sister today and the last bit of our clothes I put in the trunk last night and this morning. I’m good girl. I took off for tomorrow so I’m going to get tested.”

I leaned in and gave her a quick, tight hug. I’d already sent for an Uber so I went outside to wait.

The entire ride over to Shady Lane apartments, I mulled over in my mind exactly what I wanted to say to Damonte’ and his mother. A mother knew her child so I found it hard to believe Dorothea had no idea that since Damonte’ was fourteen years old, he had been out here laying up with men. I wasn't blaming her, she had nothing to do with his lies but if she knew woman to woman that her son was going behind my back and sleeping with men, I don't care if it was just one man, I had an issue with that. It was fucked up to me.

I rode the elevator up to the third floor and stopped in front of the door, instead of knocking I chose to use the key I still had to the apartment. It was 7:00am now and of course, the apartment was quiet because they were still asleep. It’s not like anyone in here got up to work. I eased down the hall and cracked the door open to the bedroom I once shared with Damonte’ and Isis. He was home. That was never an issue with Damonte’. He always came home. Now I was just finding out exactly what he was doing out in these streets the entire time. The nigga was out here making more babies and fucking men. Yeah, I had to address this shit.

“Damonte’, get the fuck up!" I said loudly.

He laid there in a dead sleep. After calling his name several more times with no movement out of him, I picked up a shoe and chucked it straight at his head he jumped up then.

“What the hell, Caresha. What's wrong with you girl?”

“I need you to get up and come to the kitchen. I need to have a talk with you and this is serious. So please meet me in the kitchen,” I said before walking out of the room and knocking on Dorothea’s bedroom door.

After a few raps on the door, she slowly opened it. Peeking out her eyes full of crust.” I frowned just looking at her.

“Good morning, Dorothea, I really need to have a chat with you and Damonte’ in the kitchen so if you could just throw something on, I need to have a serious talk with the both of you.”

“After the way you spoke to me the other day, what are you even doing in my house? You’re going to need to hand over my keys, young lady.”

“I'm more than happy to do that, Dorothea, as soon as we have our talk. Once again can you please meet me at the kitchen table.”

I was really trying to keep my composure given the situation that had been dropped in my lap this morning. I was trying to have good vibrations and not cause any trouble. I was trying to listen to Kyrie and just let shit ride but this right here, could not ride. This had to be addressed. I walked into the kitchen where I proceeded to pull up the video to have it ready to push play. Five minutes later they both filed into the kitchen one after the other.

“Whew, Chile! You got me up early this morning and I ain't got no kids to watch. I need to put me on a pot of coffee,” Dorothea said shuffling over to the sink filling the coffee pot. I didn't say a word she could have a little cup of coffee on this one because she was damn sure going to need it. Damonte’ was just sitting at the table with his head in his hands like he had a damn hangover.

“What's this all about?  I was up late last night, I'm tired as hell and I'm glad you came over here anyway because we need to talk about you moving out. I know you’re mad about the tax money and everything but like I said before Caresha, it’s not like we aren’t together.  You’re going to benefit from that money and I've been thinking about it and you’re right. Mama, we are going to move out of here and get our own place. I’ma give you what you want, Caresha. You still get to do exactly what you wanted to do with the money in the first place. So bring my daughter back over here and stop tripping please. Where is Isis at. Your mama’s?”

This nigga was really sitting in front of me like he was in a position to make some type of demands. I didn't know what I wanted to start with first so I decided to go with the easiest topic.

“So I heard you got another baby?”

Damonte’s head snapped up.

“Where did you hear that from?”

“It doesn't matter where I heard it from, Damonte’. Is it true? Did you have another baby on me because let's keep it real, I've only been out of here about a good week so if you have a new baby that means that you've been cheating on me for damn near ten months. So do you have another baby?” I asked.

When I looked around the table Dorothea's head was hung low so that told me right there she was well aware that she had a new grandchild.

“Okay, Caresha, I'm not going to lie to you, we were arguing one time and I fucked up. It was only once, baby. I cheated on you one time and she got pregnant. I thought I had the shit handled. She told me she was having an abortion and then come to find out she didn't have it. So yeah, I do have another child I know it's fucked up. I know you’re angry with me but we can get through this. You know I'm not going to turn my back on my baby regardless of the circumstances, just like when you got pregnant with Isis. It’s a baby girl. Her name is Amaya, she's a week old and I want you to meet her.”

This nigga is dumb as hell! What the fuck did I need to meet a new baby for? The only child of his I was concerned about from this day forward was the one I pushed out.

“Now let's get to the main issue that I'm having here this morning. My day was ruined when this mess was brought to my attention. So I don't want to feel like I'm the only one having a fucked up day.”

I handed the phone over to Dorothea and pressed play. I just stood there looking at Damonte’. I really didn't see a reason why I needed to even show him the video, he was well aware of what he been doing behind my back.

“Oh, baby, no! What is you doing? Oh my goodness, son! What is going on with you, Jesus!” Dorothea shrieked as she held my phone with shaking hands. Her empty hand with now covering her mouth as she was so shocked at she was seeing.

“Now this is what I would like to know from you Dorothea,” I said speaking to her yet never taking my eyes off of Damonte’. He was still there looking stupid not aware of what his own mother had just witnessed.

“Exactly how long have you known that Damonte’ and Trey had been fucking each other? Because I'm just trying to figure this out. I already know the answer because see what I didn't click on here Dorothea was the sound and what the sound will tell you is that your son right here and Trey have actually been having sex with one another since they were fourteen years old. That's a fact out of the Damonte’s mouth, Treys as well. They've been having sex since they were fourteen years old I'm just trying to figure how long you knew? You are one sick bitch to know your son is out here fucking men in the ass and fooling me, Tara and any other woman that your son has involved himself with into believing he actually likes women! He’s fucking gay!”

Damonte’ jumped up from the table and snatched the phone out of his mom's hand where he proceeded to look.

“Man, where did you get this shit from? It ain’t me!” Damonte’ shouted.

“Oh but it is you! You a gay ass lie! Don't even make this any worse by trying to lie to me. That's the absolute worst thing that you can do right now is lie. Haven’t you already done enough of that? Your own mama took one look and knows it’s you! Come the fuck on!  You can't be trusted and I don't want anything to do with you. I barely want my daughter to have anything to do with you but she is your daughter and I can't keep her from you. But I will be watching you very closely because just because I don't trust you it has nothing to do with you being gay. It has everything to do with you lying to me since the very day I met you evidently. You’re a liar through and through and I can’t trust you due to that"

“I'm not gay, I don't know who you keep calling gay around here!”

I just rolled my eyes.

“Like I said it has nothing to do with you being gay, but it has everything but you being a liar and me not being able to trust you. So when Isis is here, I will be monitoring her visits from your house very closely if I see a scratch on her I'm taking you to court.”

Damonte’ looked so pissed I knew he wanted to slap me. I wished he would give me a reason to stab his ass up in this damn kitchen. Because that’s what I wanted to do.

“Son, I know this is true. I walked in on you and Trey doing the 69 when you were fiftene. I hadn’t been home in over a week. Out smoking crack and Lord knows what else. Y’all didn’t expect me to come home and y’all were so into it, you damn sure didn’t notice me. I eased my ass right back out the door. I can recall standing there wondering if I was just having a delusion. But no, y’all were sucking each other’s dicks,” Dorothea said nodding her head adamantly.

“You were delusional! I’m straight…,” Damonte spat looking down at his feet.

“Baby, don’t you know I love you either way? This video doesn’t lie. I’ve seen you in action. It’s out here now. Is this why you run through so many women trying to prove something to yourself? It’s 2019, for the most part no one cares. People don’t like being lied to, son. You have to know that. Now, Caresha, I understand you’re mad. I would be too; I swear to God. I saw that one incident and never anything else. I thought he was just experimenting or something. Then as the years when by, all I saw both Damonte’ and Trey with were women. Mostly gorgeous women and becoming fathers,” Dorothea said shaking her head.

For some reason I believed she was telling me the truth. Even if she wasn’t I could only put so much blame on her. Damonte’ was the one to blame. I started feeling emotional again.

“Damonte’, you need to get dressed right now and take me to get tested…,” I stated.

“Me and Trey are clean! You don’t have anything,” Damonte’ groaned.

“Damonte’, two minutes ago you said it wasn’t even you! You put me in this position, you’re taking me to get tested. Right now! Trey in a whole video taking dick like a porn star and you’re convinced yours is the only dick he’s riding? Just like I told Anisha, I already heard rumors that Trey was out here messing with men! Your name was never associated with it so that means there is someone else. Nigga what? You thought you were the only one allowed to cheat? Go get dressed! It’s bad enough I’ma need to get tested for months just to make sure I’m clean,” I shouted. “You could be killing me right now and you don’t even care. You don’t care if my baby grows up without a mama? You don’t even care about yourself, Damonte’. You’re out here fuckin’ everyone with no protection,” I said finally breaking down into sobs.

Dorothea sat at the table with her head in her hands.

“Caresha…”

“Dorothea, please don’t say anything. Because if you were doing your job as a mother when you caught him at fifteen Damonte’ wouldn’t be as fucked up as he is. I didn’t want to take it there, but I do blame you. You could have took your ass in that room and said something then and there. You could have let him know if he was gay or felt like he liked boys that was okay and you wouldn’t love him any less. Instead you were out feeding your own addictions. Damonte’ is fucked up and selfish because he had to raise his damn self. Then when you did get clean he was running you. Period. Don’t say shit to me.”

[image: ]


Two hours later we were walking out of the clinic and back to the car. I’d never been so nervous in my goddamn life but the quick HIV test I’d been given was negative. I was still going to come back over the course of several months to be tested again to make sure I was really in the clear. The day had started off so good for me but I felt like I’d been rode hard and put away wet.

“Caresha, please don’t do me like this,” Damonte’ said once we started driving. I was annoyed he thought he could ask me for anything.

“Like what?”

“Like what you’re doing, the cold shoulder. Silent treatment. This is exactly why the fuck I never wanted anyone in my business. It doesn’t matter what I do with Trey. I do love you. I never lied about that ever. There are people who like both sexes. I don’t want you getting it in your head that I don’t really enjoy women and are using y’all as a cover up. I’m not. People treat you different and I ain’t like all these other gay people. I swear on my kids, Caresha, all my kids, Trey is the only dude I ever been with in my life.  I don’t even think about other dudes like that. That’s why I don’t want anyone knowing. People think they know you when they don’t.”

I turned in the seat to look at him.

Damonte’ didn’t even realize how he sounded right now which made it worse.

“You need to listen to yourself. You cheated on Tara, me and whoever this new woman is that has your baby…,”

“Olivia.”

“Okay, Olivia. You cheat on all of us Damonte’ but you’ve stayed faithful to this one man for years. Listen to what you’re saying. Trey clearly said he’s in love with you and wants to be with you. Has treated Anisha like shit for years because he’s actually in love with you. Stop making every woman around you miserable because you don’t feel like you can be with the one man you want. You can have that complete happiness, Damonte’, but not if you keep lying to yourself and everyone around you.”

I pulled out my cell phone and punched in Trey’s number. He answered on the first ring sounding fake and phony as hell. Knowing damn well he’s been fuckin’ my man for years. I could see the vein in Damonte’s neck throbbing.

“What’s up, Caresha?”

“A whole lot. So yeah, Anisha and I found out you and Damonte’ have been fuckin’…,”

“CARESHA!” Damonte’s shouted. We swerved slightly on the road when he tried to knock my phone out of my hand.

“Nigga, stop! Anyway, there is no need to try and deny it. We have you and Damonte’ on video fuckin’ and sucking the other day. You two are real pieces of work but I wanna tell you something, you did a number on Anisha. You should have left her years ago if you were GAY, gay. Since this nigga over here is claiming he’s not and that you’ve been the only one. Y’all need to start strapping up. Just because I don’t love or want him anymore, doesn’t mean his kids don’t love him and I’ve heard rumors about you.”

“What Damonte’ and I have going on don’t have shit to do with you though. We’re going on thirteen years and when every last one of you bitches and your kids are gone, I’ll still be here, bitch.”

“Now see you just showed how much of a queen you are,” I said laughing before I hung up. “You’re going to need to watch him. Karma is going to come for you big time. And just so you know, I sent that video to Tara and I’ma tell your new baby mama as soon as I know who the fuck she is.”

“Why? It’s no one’s business but mine!”

“That’s where you’re wrong. It’s any one you’re sleeping with business. If you at least strapped up it would be one thing. But you don’t so fuck you. I’m not obligated to keep your secrets. Drop me off at my mama’s house. You can see Isis for a few minutes then you need to leave.”


Epilogue



Olivia

Ialways knew I wasn’t big on motherhood but it took me actually having a kid to realize I really didn’t want one. Which was exactly why I was scrambling around my townhouse now gathering up all this baby shit. I’d loaded my car up and I was taking Amaya to her Dad. He could have her full-time and I would come visit when it was convenient for me just like he did. My parents had stopped helping me financially and it was just as my father said, I was depending on everyone else to get by. I think Damonte’ was seeing another woman at this point because he never touched me again. So if that’s the way he wanted it then he could take his baby, too.

Anisha

Kiana and I had been in Atlanta two months and we loved it. I don’t know why no one told me exactly how many openly gay men there were in this city. It was shocking to say the least especially after spending the last eight years of my life with a man on the downlow. I was suspicious of every man that approached me but I didn’t care. By no means was I ready to date at all. But when I was ready, I had a whole list of questions I was asking and I didn’t give a damn who got offended. Sadly, Kiana didn’t miss Trey at all. After all, why would she? He completely ignored her when we lived together, basically nothing had changed. He wired some money every now and then, but I suspect he only did that when Damonte’ told him to.

Mikayah

For some reason it was taking me forever to get a new job. I thought I could just go back to Macy’s and get my old position back but it wasn’t that easy. In the meantime, my mom got me hired on in the housekeeping department at the Motel 6 where she worked. I hated it. Not to mention I hated looking at my mom’s face 24/7 now. Yeah, I loved her but I hated the fact I lived with her. Belcalis had already met some guy and moved in with him, now I was just the loser living at home with my parents.

The day I got fired I tried going by Lamont’s house several times but he refused to see me at all. He was so mad that I’d exposed his cheating ass to his precious Jazmine, he wouldn’t say a word to me. So I slit his tires and put a brick through the window of his car. Unfortunately for me someone’s security caught me clear as hell and I was arrested the next day. I’m currently sentenced to a years’ probation for vandalism.

Why does it seem like everything works out for other women? Several times a day I go on Instagram and snoop on Jazmine and her hoodrat friend Caresha. I guess they live together. I like going on there and leaving them nasty comments under my fake account. Who cares? They’re both bitches.

Lamont

I was heartbroken when Jazmine completely cut me off but I knew it was coming. Mikayah had shown me long ago she was unstable, and it was my fault for betraying Jazmine for a woman who never meant anything to me. I’m just trying to get my shit together and be a good father. I was pissed when Jazmine put legal child support on me. That $1100 versus $350 I’d been giving her stung. But Jazmine told me that was yet another instance that I’d been fucking her over. I don’t know, I’m hoping that one day we can come back together and be a family but I’m not sure she’d have me. I need to get rid of this tall ass nigga she got coming around first.

Jazmine

Two months ago everything in my life changed for the better. When I got off early to go to MY house with the Sherriff, it was a whole hot ass mess. Bumping into old Mr. Andrews that day was nothing but my grandma looking out for me I’m convinced. My grandma actually left me everything including several small life insurance policies, not just the one Caroline gave me a portion of. I guess she was holding on to them trying to figure out exactly how she could cash them in. Only one of my policies had her on it. The other only had my name listed as a beneficiary so she was trying to hold out on giving them to me until Mr. Andrews suggested running my name through the data base and we became aware of three more policies.

Since my Aunt had taken unlawful possession of the house, she wasn’t given a time frame to be out. I could have given her extra time but I chose not to. Initially I thought about being nice because of my Uncle Charles but no, he’d stood by and allowed my aunt to steal from me for his families benefit. Evidently, they were about to lose the home they’d been staying in and had to do a short sale which did make them any money. Yet they couldn’t afford to stay in the house so they decided to steal mine.

I stood in the house and watched them carry all their belongings to the curb. The only thing I allowed out of that house were the actual items my grandmother had left to her. Sadly Caroline got to loud talking and said “she didn’t want that shit! Where the fuck was she going to put it? Bitch I’m homeless!” I hope she didn’t think I gave a damn? I knew in my heart she would have done me the same way.

Zero fucks given by me. I was more than happy to keep treasured mementos of my beloved grandmother.

I was shocked to find out the following week Vincent was no longer my QC. I took my ass right over to his desk on my lunch break to find out why. He was just about to eat lunch at his desk. I’m glad I didn’t go all off because apparently that could happen at any time but he did tell me he requested to have me moved. My feelings were hurt until he told me he did it because he wanted to ask me out and didn’t want there to be any conflict. Dating co-workers was allowed but he couldn’t be over me in any capacity. It was still early but I was enjoying his company a lot. After so many years with Lamont it was strange actually being around someone new, but it was a welcome change. Vincent and Lamont met one day when he came to pick up Hakeem for the weekend and it was awkward to say the least but that’s life.

Everything about my home life was going great. Caresha and I made perfect roommates and my house was big enough that we barely saw each other and still had our own privacy, yet I knew I wasn’t alone.

I hadn’t heard from Mikayah, but I knew she was all over my IG snooping and leaving nasty comments while she observed me living my best life. She could set her ass right there and do just that…observe.

Damonte’

When Caresha said karma was coming for me she wasn’t fuckin’ joking. Two months ago, as soon as I got home from taking Caresha to the clinic, my mama came with her bullshit. Talking about maybe she had done some things wrong and coddled me. So she told me to pack my things and go out and live my life, be the man I was meant to be. On God I think she wanted to tell me to be the gay man I was meant to be. That shit had me tight!

When I called Tara to see if I could post up over there, I had to hear her mouth since Caresha had sent her the video of me and Trey. Oddly enough after that day, they became the best of friends. I guess they could finally agree on something. They both hated my black ass. I wasn’t tripping though. They kept my babies together with play dates and shit because for a solid month Tara wouldn’t let me see my own son. That was some hurtful shit to me. I can’t even repeat the foul shit she said to me about not wanting HER son around me and that I might do something to fuck him up.

I always knew Caresha would be my ride or die. Just in a different way. She talked to Tara and told her she was dead wrong for coming at me like that. I was too broken up about the shit to even defend myself. I just called Caresha and told her what happened and she came over to talk to me. I ain’t even gon’ lie, I’d fucked her over but I was so hurt I had to cry in her arms. She got in my ass and told me I brought it on myself by lying to them, but she didn’t turn her back on me and that’s why I’ma always fuck with Caresha heavy. I ain’t got much but baby mama number two, I’d lie, cheat, steal and kill for.

As for Trey and me, he kinda got what he wanted. Kinda. After Tara wouldn’t let me stay there, I just went up there and moved in with him. This nigga was happy as hell. I told him we could be one way with each other in the house and in private. But out in public it had to stay the same. That’s how I was comfortable being and I don’t give a fuck who agrees. Who knows, in time I might relax my stance on it. But I was never going to be one of those flagrant fags walking around acting like a woman. I wasn’t with that shit. I told him he could take it or leave it. He took it.

But damn did this nigga get on my nerves. Caresha was right. Trey was a whole queen right down to how he kept the house, cooked and his jealousy. I keep trying to tell this nigga he don’t know me like that! I guess all these years he’s been sitting around thinking I really was putting on a show being with women. Because we had our first fight when he saw me with a female in the club. I had to let him know, I don’t know who gassed him the fuck up, but ass and pussy were not the same and I was used to having both and I was going to keep having both. He could take it or leave it. This nigga legit whined and cried. Now he’s tripping about my kids being over here tearing the place up. I had to let that nigga know, I don’t give a fuck what you do with your kids, I love mine! And as long as I’m over here, they’re all welcome. Olivia’s pasty ass straight abandoned Amaya. I couldn’t believe that white bitch. So here I am a stay at home dad…I mean I slang a little weed, I have kids to take care of as best I can but Caresha was right. Karma is a muthafucka’. Oh and who the fuck is this new nigga with my woman? Kyrie? What kinda gay ass name is that? I went over to pick up Isis one day and there he was, sitting like he was part of the damn family. Me and Caresha went toe to toe about that nigga. But she defended the hell out of him so I know he must mean something to her because she used to do the same for me. I think about Caresha a lot and hate I fucked shit up so bad with her. But when I met her four years ago, I’d already been fuckin’ with Trey for years at that point. He was hard to give up, still is.

Caresha

It’s crazy how you can totally turn your life around in a short time if you want it bad enough. Sometimes when I look at Isis playing in her room or across the table at Kyrie when he takes me out to dinner, I can’t even believe I’m the same person. Two months ago when Kyrie picked me up to go look at cars I actually thought about lying to him about the whole Damonte’ situation. I was like damn this nigga is going to drop me fast with all these issues I have. A bitch only has a piece of a job, no car I mean I literally don’t have shit but clothes and a mouth to feed that doesn’t belong to him. What does this man want with me? I mean don’t get it twisted, I knew I had looks and a bangin’ body but that’s all I felt I had going for me. Yet a man who has worked hard to earn everything he has in life is really fuckin’ with me the long way. It was on some Pretty Woman type shit but I wasn’t no damn hooker.

I was like if I tell this nigga I’m scared Damonte’ gave me something it’s going to be the last straw. On God I was gonna lie to him. Just to keep the happiness and motivation he was giving me a little while longer. It’s what I needed and if he took that away from me I knew I was going to stumble back into my old lazy ways at the worst possible time. Then I came to myself.

Kyrie said he wanted a down ass woman like the ones he grew up with. Even though he had money now, he hadn’t forgotten where he was from. I didn’t have shit! So how dare I contemplate sugar-coating my life and I damn sure wasn’t going to do to Kyrie what Damonte’ had done to me which is lie. In a short time Kyrie had been too good to me to treat him like that. So fuck it. I’m a real ass bitch with some real ass problems.

So I told him what was going on. Showed him the video and everything and you know what this man did? Instead of going to the car lot first, we went back to the clinic and he got tested too. Blew my fuckin’ mind! Kyrie said he already knew we were going to be together, so he’d just go with me once a month for the next four months, hopefully by then we might be ready to take things to the next level.

When I tell you this man had me ready right then and there. Shit I was cool with a 30 day waiting period for some pussy privileges but Kyrie had me moving different from day one. So I guess when it came to sex it would be no different.

Afterward we went to the car lot where Kyrie negotiated with the owner for me to get a 2012 Jeep Compass. I was shocked. It was used but it was in great condition. It did look “mommyish” but I was a mommy so who cares. They did taxes there so I put my little bit of a refund down I was getting back plus $400 I had managed to squirrel away without Damonte’ knowing. A bitch drove off the lot like I was pushing an Ashton Martin! You couldn’t tell me shit.

Guess what else?

Tell me how fat ass Annie from the deli got fired for stealing ham, roast beef and all kinda expensive cheese from the deli? YES! Annie! And guess who after only five months was offered her job as a shift manager? That’s right me, Caresha Wright. I was proud of myself. Now I’m only 23, I ain’t saying I want to work there forever and I am looking into taking some college courses, but it felt good to get that promotion and raise all on my own. I was appreciative and grateful for the opportunity. Oh and let me tell you something else since I know this nigga didn’t. Probably holding on to the past when he used to actually make some money selling weed. Guess who I got hired on full-time at the deli? My tired ass baby daddy. Nigga knows damn well he needs a legit job to take care of all these damn mouths he has to feed. Nigga got me fucked up.

I was taking it easy on him for now not putting him on child support but that was only as long as he was giving willingly. Nigga came propping that little white baby of his in my face telling me she needed a mother figure! The nerve. I let his ass know, I’ll deal with her as much as I deal with DJ. Funny enough, after shit went down, Tara and I became cool and DJ did a complete 360. Which let me know like I said all along, I knew she was telling that little boy to be nasty to me. We got along good now. It was kinda like we were on some happy family type shit but everyone still had some fucked-up things happening.  It was cool though. Matter of fact let me get outside now, the guys, Vincent, Lamont, Trey, Damonte’, and Kyrie are helping us with the yard today while Jazmine and I BBQ and the kids play in the yard. We’ve never had everyone here at once so I just hoped it stayed drama free. It’s crazy how one tax season brought on so much drama. But my plan was to follow Kyrie’s advice and never be dependent on a once a year, easy come, easy go come up. A woman had to have more than tax season hoe dreams!
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