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   Previously in Sorry Ain’t Enough…
 
   Prince
 
   It was November fifteenth, Sierra’s birthday. I had a big surprise dinner in store for her at Le Mont with all of her family and friends. I decided to do it big for her.  While she was out getting her hair done, I picked up the engagement ring that I had specifically designed for her.  It was a platinum band in the shape of a heart. Two small diamonds about a half a carat were on the left and right side.  The actual solitaire diamond in the setting was five carats and was the clearest thing I had ever seen.  Inside of it, I had the words Always My Honey inscribed.  It was perfect.
 
                 We had been together almost a year.  I had dealt with every other female in my life way longer than that, but none of them made me feel the way that Sierra did.  She just did it for me.  Her smile, the way she laughed, her intelligence.  Everything about her made me want to be a better man for her.  I loved the ground she walked on.  She was perfect for me.
 
                 I had just pulled up to the crib when my phone rang.  I saw it was Bree and sighed.  She had been blowing me up ever since I had made things right with Sierra.  Since I was done with the arms trafficking business, I had no reason to talk to her anymore.  I decided that today was as good a day as any to let her know that anything we had going on in the past was a done deal.  I at least owed it to her to tell her that instead of ignoring her the way that I had.  She had been good to me and had looked out for me over the years.
 
                 “Yo,” I answered.  I tried to think of the best way to tell her I was done with her for good.  I was about to really be a one woman man, for real this time.
 
                 “Well Prince, it’s nice to finally hear your voice.”
 
                 I wasn’t even gone lie to her and tell her that it was nice to hear hers.  It was my woman’s birthday and I was ready to go celebrate it.  “I’m glad you called Bree.  Listen…”
 
                 “No, you listen.  I been looking out for your ass for years. I’ve known all about all your other women and never said a thing about them…”
 
                 “Why would you?” I cut her off.  “That’s none of your business.  I ain’t never said shit about your husband.”
 
                 “Did I ever tell you I had a husband?”
 
                 I looked at my phone like she was crazy.  “Uh yea, you told me you were married since day one.  What are you talking about?”
 
                 “Yes!  I said that I was married.  I never said to a man.”
 
                 “Okay…” I wondered where she was going with this.
 
                 “Prince, I’ll give it to you straight.”
              “Please do.  I have something important to do and you wasting my time,” I said shortly as I looked at Sierra’s engagement ring.  I couldn’t wait to see her beautiful face when I proposed to her.  I was so ready to make her my wife.
 
                 “The woman that was with us, she’s my wife.  She found out about you and wanted to see what it was about you that made me love you so much.  She wanted to know why I couldn’t leave you alone, even after she gave me an ultimatum to do so.  So I decided to share you with her.”
 
                 Even though I was about to take a major step in my life by asking Sierra to marry me, I couldn’t help but to think of that fine ass Tahiry lookalike. That was some of the best pussy and head I ever had in my life.
 
                 “She’s pregnant, Prince.”
 
                 I shrugged.  “So?  What you telling me for?  I hit that months ago.”
 
                 “Yea, back in July.  She’s four months pregnant Prince!” She sounded like she was crying.  “She tried to keep it from me but she can’t hide it anymore.  I want nothing else to do with her.   I can’t even look at her the same!  I was supposed to be the one that had your baby Prince!  It was supposed to be me…”
 
                 I didn’t hear a word she said after four months pregnant.  I sat there and thought back to the night in that motel room.  I was so infatuated with the Tahiry look alike that I broke my golden rule and slid in her raw.  I never planned on it, but when she sat on my dick in the Jacuzzi, I damn sure didn’t push her off of me.
 
                 I leaned my head back against my headrest and closed my eyes.  Thoughts of Sierra flooded my mind.  After the big blow out we had from that night, and the way she had really refused to speak to me for a whole month afterwards, I was so glad to be back to normal.  After Art’s, we never discussed that night again.  She thought I had been with Chloe and even though I hadn’t been, I let her think that.  It was better than her knowing the truth in my opinion, that I was busy having a threesome all night long.   Now I had to deal with this shit.
 
   I had no idea how I was going to tell her this.  We were doing so good.  I hadn’t been running around on her or cheating on her, nothing.  For once in my life, I was on the straight and narrow.  I was actually faithful.  I was doing everything I said I would.  I was ready to make this thing official and ask her to be my wife!  Now this shit.
 
   I had no idea how I would break this news to her but I knew that I would have to.  I didn’t want to hide anything from her anymore.  Even if this wasn’t my baby, I knew the fact that a woman could say that she was possibly pregnant by me was bad enough.  Especially since it happened on that night.  I would have to explain how I knew this chick and I didn’t even know her name.  Telling Sierra that chick in question was actually one of my sideline’s wife wouldn’t make the situation any better.  There was no way to break this shit to her gently.
 
   For me to even have to put her through this and hurt her again was killing me.  I owed her the biggest apology in the world but I had no idea where to start.  I knew sorry wouldn’t cut it.
 
   “Prince? Are you still there?  Prince! Maria said she’s on her way over there to tell you herself,” Bree was saying in my ear.  That brought me back to reality real quick.  “She should probably be there by now.”
 
   “What? Naw she can’t come over here!  My woman lives with me now!” I yelled.  Since they were law officials, I didn’t even bother wondering how she had gotten my address.  Both of them probably been knew it.  That ain’t mean shit and wouldn’t mean shit to Sierra if she saw this chick before I even told her what was going on.
 
   The moment those words flew out of my mouth, Sierra was pulling up in her Charger.  At the same time, a blue Jeep Cherokee parked across the street and a sexy Latina climbed out of it and headed straight to my car.  Sierra, who had been walking towards my car as well, cocked her neck back and glared at the chick.
 
   “Your woman?” Bree said in surprise, but I ignored her.
 
   It was about to go down, and knowing Sierra it wasn’t about to be pretty.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Now on to Sorry Ain’t Enough 2…
 
   Chapter One
 
   “Ooh I gotta hunch something ain’t right”
 
   Changing Faces “Foolin’ Around”
 
   Sierra
 
                 I couldn’t remember the last time I was as excited as I was today.  It was November fifteenth, my twenty second birthday, and my man had been dropping hints that he had something really special planned for me all week.  Just this morning he’d woke me up to breakfast in bed, a beautiful diamond tennis bracelet, and five thousand dollars.  I refused the money, but he insisted I take it to get myself ready for tonight.  Prince could be very persuasive, so that’s exactly what I did.
 
                 I found a bad ass orange bondage dress in Bebe, paired it with nude Jimmy Choos from Nordstrom’s, then went to get my hair, nails and makeup done.  I had been on cloud nine all day.  Prince kept saying that he had something planned that I would love.  I couldn’t wait to see exactly what that was.
 
                 We had gone through more than a few ups and downs in our relationship, but one things for certain and two’s for sure, Prince loved the hell outta me.  Of that, I was sure.  He had no problem showing me just how much he loved me either, which was why I was so excited to see what we were doing tonight.  With him being so secretive and all, I was knew that whatever he planned had to be something big.  I couldn’t wait to see what it was.
 
                 I pulled up to our house and smiled at the sight of my baby sitting in his white Denali.  Prince was the sexiest man walking this planet in my eyes.  Everything about him turned me on to the fullest, from his chestnut brown skin; to his sparkling dark eyes; those full lips I loved to kiss and suck on; and those long dreads that fell damn near to the middle of his back that he always kept shaped up.  He stayed fly but understated at the same time.  Prince would have on a basic white tee with some Levi jeans and some fifteen hundred Salvatore Ferragamo sneakers on his feet.  He didn’t feel the need to be flashy.  His whole aura screamed that he was a boss; he didn’t need all that extra shit and I loved that about him.  
 
   Prince had women from eight to eighty blind, crippled or crazy turn their necks to look at him when he stepped in the room.  His presence was just strong like that without him ever having to say a word.  I loved my baby to death.  Every time I saw him my heart melted, even when I was pissed off at him.  No matter what we went through I couldn’t stop the way I felt about him even if I wanted to; that man held the keys to my heart.  Every time I tried to leave him, I always ended up right back with him or just staying altogether.  It was all a front on my end anyway; I knew good and damn well I wasn’t going anywhere.  I loved him way too much to live without him.  Prince knew it too.
 
                 I hopped out of my Dodge Charger.  I didn’t even worry about the bags I had in my car; I knew that Prince would grab them, the same way he always did.  Whenever he was around, I didn’t have to lift a finger if I didn’t want to.  He would spoil me rotten if I allowed him to.  He didn’t even want me to work, but I still held onto my job at Macy’s.  Prince paid all of the bills; I had to maintain some type of independence.
 
                 The same time as I was approaching his car, I noticed a pretty Spanish chick marching across the street with a pissed off expression on her face.  I felt sorry for whomever she was going to see… until I noticed she was heading in my direction.  My attitude changed immediately.  I snapped my neck back and glared at this chick.
 
                 “Excuse me,” she snapped as she tried to get around me.  It was then that I noticed her heated expression was focused on Prince’s truck.  
 
                 “You ain’t excused,” I retorted as I folded my arms across my chest and refused to budge.  I normally wasn’t one to start a fight or anything like that unless I felt disrespected or threatened.  The way this chick looked definitely made me feel some type of way, especially since she attempted to get to my man’s ride. There was no way in the world I was about to let that go down.  I didn’t know who she was but I was determined to find out.
 
                 “Honey!”
 
                 I turned at hearing Prince’s nickname for me.  He had gotten out of his truck and was heading towards me.  From the look on this chick’s face, I could tell that I was right in my assumption that she was here to see him.
 
                 He walked up to me and gave me a hug and a kiss.
 
                 “Prince, I need to speak to you,” the chick said impatiently.
              I raised my eyebrow at her boldness, then glared at him.  Who was this broad?  I could tell from her demeanor that she wasn’t a family member or a friend.  She was here on some other shit and she certainly wasn’t impressed by his little public display of affection with me. It clearly didn’t bother her that he had a woman either.  I could only be but so mad at her though.  The fact that she was here spoke volumes to me.   In my opinion, it meant he was slipping while he was out here doing his dirt. Again. All of the loving thoughts I’d just been having only seconds before vanished as I entertained the that he just might be out here still fucking around on me.  I had decided to trust him again against my better judgment after the last time, when I decided to listen to my heart and not my head.  If he had gone and violated my trust again, I wouldn’t hesitate to walk out on him.
 
                 I wanted to go off on him for having any type of drama around me, and on my birthday no less but I wouldn’t dare show my ass in front of her.  Instead I just glared at her, then looked back at him and asked, “Baby, who is she?”
 
                 He looked at me but didn’t say anything for a few seconds.  As I returned his stare, I saw guilt creep into his eyes and slowly spread across his face.  I looked at the chick, then back at him again.
 
                 “Prince,” I said firmly, my voice growing louder as my heart raced and stomach sank at all the possibilities of why a woman that I didn’t know felt comfortable enough to confront my man in front of me at our home.  “Who.  Is.  She?”
 
                 He didn’t respond right away.  His grip tightened around my waist, as if he was trying to prevent me from escaping or getting away from him.  “Baby don’t even worry about who she is.  It’s not important.  It’s your day.  Go on in the house and get ready, I’ll bring your bags in.  She’s a nobody.”
 
                 “She’s a somebody if she could come to our front door to speak to you!” I snapped.  I felt myself starting to lose all composure, which was the last thing I wanted to do in front of this mystery chick but I couldn’t help it.  I knew deep down that Prince was bullshitting me and it was pissing me off.  “Now who the fuck is she?”
 
                 She sighed loudly.  “Since he won’t introduce me, I guess I’ll have to do it.  I’m Judge Maria Santiago and I have no time for these types of games.  I need to speak to Prince alone regarding a serious legal matter.  If you could give us about a minute or two of privacy, I would greatly appreciate it. We have an important issue to take care of, then I’ll leave and you two can go on about your day.”
 
                 I looked at Prince as he breathed a sigh of relief.  I stood there wondering why a judge would bother to come see Prince.  Even though I knew he was into some illegal activity, that shit wasn’t normal.  I never knew exactly what it was that he did but he had plenty money, the swagger of a boss and no job.  I wasn’t naïve enough to believe that he wasn’t out there on the streets.  He swore he’d gone legit the day he opened a chain of Laundromats and dry cleaners all over the city.  With this judge popping up over here, I didn’t know what to think.   Had he lied to me?  Was she corrupt and he owed her some money for keeping him out of jail?  My mind was all over the place.
 
                 Prince kissed my cheek again.  “Baby go on in the house and get ready.  I just have a few things to speak to the judge about and we’ll be on our way to do it big for your day aight?  It’s still all about you.  Nothing will ever change that,” he said so seriously that I had no choice but to believe him.
 
                 That is, until I took another look at Maria.  Judge or not, this broad was bad as hell.  Her face was beyond beautiful and she was built better than a brick house.  Her waist was so small and her ass was so fat I could see it from the front.  For once I actually felt insecure around another woman.  I wasn’t a damn fool.  This chick looked way too good to leave alone around my man.
 
                 She must have sensed my apprehension because she rolled her eyes, sighed again and flashed her left hand, showing off a gleaming set of wedding rings. “Look, I’m married.  The sooner you let us speak in private, the sooner he will be all yours again sweetheart.”
 
                 The way she said sweetheart sounded very condescending to my ears.  I opened my mouth to say something else but Prince stopped me by planting a soft kiss on my lips.
 
                 “Trust me baby, he murmured.  “It’s nothing like you’re thinking it is.”
 
   Reluctantly, I walked away from them and towards the house.
 
                 “Babe I’ll get your bags from the car aight?  I love you!” he called after me.
 
                 I nodded and didn’t bother to respond as I entered our home.  I tried to get back into the same mood I’d been in all day but I just couldn’t.  Instead. I walked to the window in our living room and peeked out of it.
 
                 I couldn’t shake the feeling that judge or not, something wasn’t right with Maria Santiago.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
   “I gotta figure it out/ Can’t let no p***y come before my baby”
 
   Trey Songz “Last Time”
 
   Prince
 
                 I waited until Sierra was in the house with the door closed before I spoke one word to Maria.  
 
                 “Why the fuck would you come to my house yo?” I snapped at her.
 
                 “Oh please, don’t act like you don’t know why,” she replied with a wave of her hand.  “Bree told me she would call you to tell you I was coming over here so cut the bullshit.”
 
                 I looked back towards my crib.  I couldn’t see her, but I knew Sierra like the back of my hand.  She was definitely in there watching us.
 
                 I tried to be discreet as I turned my gaze back to Maria. I focused on her stomach.  The little bump there wasn’t that noticeable, at least not to most people.  People who had never seen her naked before wouldn’t notice it, but since I had, even though it was only once, it stuck out like a sore thumb to me.  I gotta be honest though… everything about Maria stuck out to me.
 
                 Now don’t get it fucked up.  I loved Sierra.  I swear to God I did.  Today I planned on asking her to be my wife.  I was not complete without her.  I could not function without her.  There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.  
 
                 Still… I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have a strong attraction to Maria.  I’d just learned her name when she said it to Sierra, so it was nothing but a pure physical attraction, but it was still there nonetheless.  The more I remembered the one night I spent with her, the stronger it got.
 
                 “It’s my woman’s birthday so I’m gone have to get at you later.  As you can see, it’s not a very good time for me.”
 
                 Maria just stared with me with those big dark eyes.  We were both silent, but the chemistry between us was so strong that I knew she could feel it too.  After a moment of silence, she finally spoke.  “I hope this doesn’t become a problem when our baby gets here, you putting your woman before your child.”
 
                 Talk about a sucker punch to the gut.  All of the lustful thoughts I’d been having towards Maria just seconds before disappeared as I remembered the real reason why she was here.
 
                 I ran my hand down my face and shook my head.  “I’ll get at you later,” I repeated.
 
                 She slid me a business card.  “Make sure you do.  I don’t want to have to play dirty, but you should know I’m well aware of your involvement with Jeff Simmons and his arms trafficking operation.  I would hate for that information to land in the wrong hands,” She shrugged her shoulders.  “A pesky DA looking for a come up would love for that information to land on his desk,” She patted my shoulder.  “So when you think about getting at me to discuss what we have going on here, you might wanna think about that as well.”
 
                 The more she spoke, the more I started to hate this bitch.  Every law enforcement official in the country would kill to hop on a case that involved a very popular and well-known U.S. Senator involved with supplying guns by the barrel.  Especially since he was a black man that wasn’t supposed to make it in Washington.  The good old boys were loving his downfall.  They were rounding up any and every one he had supplied.  I was one of the lucky ones that flew under the radar and my ego wasn’t so big that I thought I did that on my own.  Granted I was very low key but I knew that Bree played a big role in me being able to escape jail time.  And this was how I repaid her.    Even though I owed her no loyalty, a piece of me felt like shit that everything had gone down like this.
 
   I glared at this broad in front of me.  I understood her veiled threat loud and clear.  I bit the inside of my cheek and wondered how I was dumb enough to get caught up with this bitch and her bullshit.  “Tomorrow good for you?” I asked her in between clenched teeth.
 
                 “Tomorrow’s perfect,” she replied with a wide smile like she hadn’t just threatened me with my freedom. She turned and walked towards her car.  I was so pissed off at both her and myself that I didn’t even sneak a peek at her fat ass as she hopped in her truck and pulled off.
 
                 I walked in the house slowly.  I was pissed at Maria, pissed at Bree but most of all I was pissed at myself for allowing this to happen.  I was always so careful when it came to me sticking my dick in these chicks, even before I got with Sierra.  The reason for that was simple:  I didn’t want to have a baby out there and I wasn’t with the child’s mother.  A lot of that had to do with how I raised.  My father was something like a pimp but he had a million other hustles and I never knew my biological mother; she was one of my father’s working girls and was killed when I was a few months old.  The woman that raised me, Red, was my father’s bottom bitch.  She made sure I never lacked for love but still.  I didn’t want any child of mine being raised by anyone else besides me.  So I never slipped up.  And now that I had a smart, sexy, beautiful woman by my side, I couldn’t afford to slip up
 
                 I’d always been so careful with everything I chose to do that I wanted to kick my own ass for allowing this to happen.  I sold burners by the barrel and my connect was the best around, U.S. Senator Jeffery Simmons.  We’d had a good run for the last ten years.  I wasn’t flashy, didn’t spend my money recklessly.  I stayed out of the spotlight and two steps ahead of the law, once again thanks to Bree. I can’t even lie; I appreciated the hell out of her.  With a mother as an ATF agent, a father as an FBI agent, on top of being married to a judge, she was a gold mine to a nigga like me.  She was so connected that she could tell me when the cops or the Feds even murmured the word gun.
 
                 All this time I always assumed her husband was the judge.  She had never told me she was gay or bisexual so why would I think otherwise?  A few months back, when she brought a bad ass Spanish chick to join us in the bed, I thought she just on some freaky shit.  I was happy that she was; to have a threesome with a chick like Maria was a dream come true.  She gave me some of the best pussy and head I ever had in my life; it was so good that I seriously thought about keeping her around on my team for a while.
 
                 Come to find out the judge Bree was married to was Maria, who undoubtedly knew all about all the illegal shit I used to be into.   Now she was pregnant… and supposedly by me.  There was no way Sierra was going to go for this shit.  I planned on keeping it from her too.  At least until I found out if the baby was mine.  I know I said I wanted to keep things a hundred with us and keep everything on the up and up but fuck all that.  Why should I cause unnecessary problems when that could or could not even be my baby?  
 
                 “Prince!” Sierra yelled as soon as I walked in the door.
 
                 I closed my eyes at the sound of Sierra’s voice.  Yeah it was her day and I had promised to do it big for her, but I wasn’t in the mood for any of that shit right now.  So I didn’t bother to respond.  That ain’t stop Sierra though.
 
                 “What did that broad want? Who is she? Is she really a judge?”
 
                 I frowned as she walked towards me.  “Of course she’s a judge babe.” As I said it I felt a like shit, but hey she was a judge so it wasn’t a total lie; she just wasn’t here for the reason we told Sierra.
 
    I slid her Maria’s card.  As she read it, I just looked at her.  Sierra was already beautiful as it was, but the extra effort she put forth today made her even more so.  Her hair was in a bunch of curls that framed her perfect face and even though I could tell she’d gotten her makeup done, she still looked natural to me.  My baby was bad, even though she hated it when I referred to her as a bad bitch.  She felt that was beneath her and I agreed, but sometimes there wasn’t any other way for me to describe her other than saying my bitch bad. I loved it. I was so proud that she chose to call me her man.  As I had that thought, I knew there was no way I could let this “situation” with Maria take her from me.
 
                 Sierra finished reading the card and put it down on the coffee table before looking at me. Instantly some of my anxiety started to fade away.  There was no escaping Maria and her pregnancy and I knew that.  But today was still all about Sierra.  My woman.  My queen.  Just being near her and the sight of her gorgeous face melted a lot of my tension away.  I thought of the engagement ring I had waiting for her and smiled.  I couldn’t wait to slide it on her finger.
 
                 “Prince, you ain’t still running the streets are you?” Sierra asked me with her hand on her hip.  “You promised you were legit now but I can’t say that I believe you.  Why else would a judge come past here to see you?”
 
   “Just to tie up some loose ends, baby, that’s all.”
 
   “I don’t like her,” she said flatly.
 
                 I could only shake my head at that.  Sierra ain’t like her already and didn’t even know the real reason she came past.  There was no way in the world I was about to tell her that Maria might be pregnant with my baby.  
 
   I sighed, more at the mess I found myself in than at Sierra.  “She was on my payroll,” I lied before I could stop myself.  “She couldn’t say that in front of you.  I promised you I was going legit and that’s what I did.  Maria just came through to get her last payment.  I was tying up loose ends with her, making sure my name wasn’t on anybody’s radar and giving her her money.  That’s all.”
 
                 Sierra didn’t look convinced.  She tilted her head to the side and gave me a skeptical look.
 
                 “Baby I promised you I was going legit.  I did,” I said honestly.  At least that was the truth.
 
   Sierra looked doubtful, but with her hair and makeup all done up for tonight, she still looked sexy as hell to me.  I bit my lip and smacked her on the ass.  “Now let’s go get ready before I do some freaky shit to you.  You standing in front of me looking all good.  You know if I get started, we ain’t goin nowhere tonight.”
 
                 She laughed and headed upstairs.  “Naw we ain’t doin nothing freaky yet.  You been saying how you have something big planned for me all week.   I wanna see what it is.  You gone have to  wait until tonight for all that nasty shit Prince.”
 
                 “Maybe,” I replied with a smirk.  I was already thinking of all the freaky things I could do to her on the way to and from the restaurant.
 
                 On my way upstairs, Maria’s business card laying on the coffee table caught my eye.  I went back and grabbed it, then slid it in my pocket.  She came to bring drama in my life but I didn’t deal with that shit at all.  Tomorrow I’ll let her know up front, ain’t nothing up till I get a DNA test on that baby.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
   “Couldn’t we please be happily ever after…”
 
   Case “Happily Ever After”
 
   Sierra
 
                 When Prince said he had a surprise for me, I already knew it would be something extra special.  I can honestly say that when it comes to me, he didn’t half step.  So I knew I was in for a treat.
 
                 However, with all that being said, I still wasn’t expecting for him to rent Le Mont out for the night. Le Mont is an exclusive five star restaurant in Mount Washington that overlooked the entire city.  Reservations had to be made months in advance to even have dinner there and here Prince, my Prince, had shut it down for the night.  
 
   Who does that? 
 
    I’ll tell you who, my man does for me.  He spoiled the hell out of me and I still wasn’t used to it; but this was over the top. He had really outdone himself this time.  I looked up at him with a smile.  The ride over here had been awkward to say the least.  I still had a bad feeling about that judge that I couldn’t shake, like there was more to her popping up at our house than just picking up her money.  I didn’t say anything else about it though.  Now that we were here, I slowly felt some of the tension between us fade away.  For him to do this for me was definitely something like a big deal.
 
                 As the maître d led us to our table, I noticed that the restaurant was pretty dark.  “Babe,” I said to Prince as I tugged on his elbow.  “Why is it so dark in here?”
 
                 All of a sudden the restaurant was flooded with lights and I heard “Surprise!”
 
                 I looked around with my hands on my mouth.  My mom, dad, sisters, aunts, uncles and cousins were all there.  I turned to Prince in awe.  I couldn’t believe he had done all of this for me.  All of the suspicions I’d had nagging me in the back of my head about that judge disappeared immediately.
 
                 “Happy Birthday,” Prince said to me with that smile of his I loved so much.  He leaned down and kissed me on my cheek.
 
                 For a minute, we just stared at each other.  The love I had for this man was crazy.  A few short months would make it a year that we’d been together.  During our time together, we had definitely gone through some ups and downs.  The ups had been so great that at times I’d thought I’d been dreaming… but the downs hurt me so bad that I felt like I couldn’t pick myself up and go on.  Still at the end of the day, it was all worth it.  Every heartache… every tear I’d shed …all the pain I‘d gone through… I’d gladly go through all of that again plus more if being this happy with this man was my guaranteed outcome.
 
                 Prince stroked my face as we stared at each other.  I ran my fingers over one of his long dreads.  Besides the fact that I loved this man to death, the physical attraction I had to him was overwhelming.  There wasn’t a man alive that looked better than my Prince in my eyes.  He was beautiful to me.
 
                 “Break it up already!” my younger sister Kiana yelled.  Everyone laughed at her.
 
                 I had to laugh too.  Ever since we’d walked in, we’d done nothing but stare at each other.
 
                 He led me to a table located right by one of the large windows overlooking the river and the skyline.  I gave everyone a hug and kiss on the way.
 
                 Sitting at our table with us was my mom, dad, my sisters and his cousin Javon.  The only person missing from the immediate family table was his mother Red.  I wasn’t surprised that she wasn’t there.  There was no way in the world she would have ever agreed to come to a party with me as the guest of honor.  It would have been nice if we were able to finally get along, but I’d been with Prince for damn near a year and his mother never tried to hide the fact that she didn’t care for me.  I never knew the reason why, but after a while I stopped caring and the feeling became mutual.  I refused to kiss anyone’s ass, especially when I had no idea of why she didn’t care for me in the first place.
 
                 After everyone ate dinner, Prince stood up and tapped his wineglass.  “Can I have everyone’s attention please?”
 
                 Dressed in all black, from his black Burberry sweater with plaid patches on the shoulder, black slacks and black Burberry loafers with a strip of plaid on the top; his dreads braided back away from his face and spilling down his shoulders, he damn sure had mine.  My clit thumped a little and I started to twitch in my seat as I thought about all of the freaky things we were about to get into tonight.
 
                 Prince looked at me.  “I am so lucky to have you in my life, Honey.  You’re beautiful, smart as hell, ambitious.  You make me better in every way.  Every day I wake up happy as hell that I bumped into your car.”
 
                 Everyone laughed, including me.  I had met Prince over a fender bender at the gas station.  At first I’d been pissed but when I saw him get out of his Denali, his aura both turned me on and intrigued me, pissed and all.  Who knew that would always be the way I felt about him later on down the road?
 
                 “Naw but seriously, God sent me my rib that day.  I didn’t even know I was missing one until you came into my life.  Funny how you never feel empty a day in your life until you meet the right person.  Then you realize just how empty and meaningless your life was before them.”
 
                 A smile stretched across my face a mile wide.  He was laying it on real thick.  I planned on putting it on him real good tonight, he just didn’t know.
 
                 Prince returned my smile, then to my complete and utter surprise, he got down on one knee in front of me and pulled a velvet ring box out of his pocket.
 
                 “Oh my God,” I murmured as both my eyes and my mouth opened wide.  I placed my hand over my mouth.  Tears slid down my face as everyone gasped in surprise.
 
                 He opened the ring box and went on, despite the pandemonium going on in the room.  People were crowding around our table with their phones out, recording us and taking pictures.  No doubt this would end up on Instagram, Facebook and Twitter as soon as I gave my answer.
 
                 “I never want to feel that empty again, Honey.  Having you in my world is the best thing that has ever happened to me.  So today I ask you, in front of all of our family friends…  Sierra Lucas, my woman, my best friend, love of my life… Baby will you marry me?”
 
                 “Yes!  Yes! Yes Prince!” I responded as I grabbed his face.  I kissed him over and over again.  I loved this man to the moon and back.  There was nothing I wouldn’t do for him, and it was the best feeling in the world knowing that he felt the same way.  He was my equal in every way.  Any and every obstacle we faced, we always came out on top and better than ever.  God had put me here to be his better half; of that I was sure.  He completed me and I completed him; together we were everything, which was why when we were apart, we both felt like nothing.  I had never felt like this before and was sure I would never feel like this again.  There was no one else for me; he was it.  
 
                 Prince backed away from me and helped me out of my seat.  Then he grabbed a napkin off our table and made a show of wiping his face.  Everyone laughed again.  I had soaked his face with my tears.
 
                 “Look at the inside of your ring babe,” he told me as he held it up.  
 
                 I peeked inside and saw the words Always My Honey inscribed on the inside.  Once again, my tears began to flow.  I had all but ruined my makeup and didn’t really care.
 
                 He slid the ring on my finger.  I looked down at the beautiful platinum heart shaped ring in awe.  It had two small diamonds on either side of the main diamond, which was huge.  It looked to be at least five carats to me.  The size of the diamond didn’t matter though.  He could have proposed to me with nothing but a shiny gold band and I would have felt the exact same way.  While his boss swag was definitely a turn on, I never counted Prince’s pockets.  His money had nothing to do with how I felt about him.  His money wasn’t what kept me warm at night or kept a smile on my face during the day.  That was all him.  There wasn’t a materialistic thing on Earth that could make me feel as good as my man did.
 
                 I held my hand up with a wide grin and everyone clapped.  I couldn’t stop smiling.  All my life I guess you can say I had been something like a hopeless romantic.  My parents were high school sweethearts and had been married for almost thirty years, so I had a great example of true love to look up to.  They were still happy and very much in love after four kids and all those years together.  I wanted the same thing for myself, and even though for a while it seemed like I wouldn’t get it because I continuously ran into liars and cheaters, but I never gave up hope that true love was out there for me somewhere.  Now I was glad that I hadn’t let all those disappointments turn me off towards love and make me bitter.  I finally had my very own Prince Charming.
 
                 As the wait staff brought everyone champagne in for everyone, and all of our guests came up to congratulate me (and get a close up of my ring of course), I noticed one person in particular did not look happy for me.  My older sister Trina was still sitting at the table with a frown across her face as wide the grin on mine.  When she caught me looking at her, she tried to give me a fake smile but it was too late.  I had already caught the hate on her face.  I shrugged her off but I would definitely address that at a later date.  I was too happy to deal with negativity right now.  The man of my dreams had proposed to me in a way that I always would remember, and on my birthday no less, making this the best birthday I had ever had.  I fell in love with him even more, if that was possible.
 
                 As I looked at the ring on my finger, the happiness that took over me overwhelmed me.  I was going to spend the rest of my life with a man that completely adored me.  Nothing or no one could come in between us now.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Four
 
   “Boy you so special, I don’t mind being disrespectful”
 
   Trey Songz ft. Mila J “Disrespectful”
 
   Bree
 
                 I put the last of Maria’s bags in the foyer by the front door and wiped a stray tear away from my eye.  It hurt my heart that it had come to this.  I loved my wife dearly.  We had weathered the storm together and always came out on top.  I had given up so much to be with her.  She was everything to me, but as much as she meant to me, there was one person that meant way more.
 
                 While I might have loved Maria with every bone in my body, I loved Prince from the depths of my soul.  I had never had any misgivings about the type of relationship we had or what we were.  As long as I was apart of his world, I was happy.
 
                 I had been bisexual for as long as I could remember.  I started to deal with women exclusively though after the first time a man broke my heart.  The way he would constantly lie to me, cheat on me, plus beat on me, on top of all the mental and emotional abuse he served to me on a daily, turned me off towards men so much that I wanted nothing else to do with them.  So I only dated women.  Most of them were just something to do.  I had my fun with various females but I never took any of them serious and didn’t plan on it until I met Maria.  She was the total package: beauty with brains and booty.  A triple threat.  In her I found a match and my true soul mate… or at least I thought I had until I met Prince.
 
                 I hadn’t had the desire to sleep with a man in over ten years until I laid eyes on Prince.  I could tell he was about five years younger than me but his presence took over the room without him even having to try.  Everything about him screamed that he was a boss.  That was a quality that attracted me to both men and women.  It was one of the main things that attracted me to Maria.  That’s all I was drawn to: bosses.  I guess you can say it had a lot to do with my upbringing.  My mother was an ATF agent and my father was a deputy in the FBI.  Being raised in a family of high-ranking law officials, I was used to being surrounded by power.  It was an aphrodisiac for me; I absolutely loved it.
 
                 I gave Prince the sexy eye all night but he never said a word to me.  Either he was gay or wasn’t attracted to me.  I didn’t believe he liked men at all and knew my looks weren’t the case.  I was the color of milk chocolate with gray eyes.  My short hair was always laid right and only the finest designer clothes graced my body when I was off duty.
 
                 When all of my subtle looks to him didn’t work, I decided to try a different tactic.  I’m used to getting what I wanted so instead of waiting for him to come to me, I decided to approach him instead.  I sent him a drink and the rest was history.
 
                 Prince handled my body like a pro.  No one had ever sexed me the way he did.   Plus on top of that, the man was smart as hell.  He had my mind gone.  Here I was, a highly decorated officer on the Pittsburgh Police Force, married to a judge, daughter of an ATF and FBI agent, and I was screwing the man that flooded Western Pennsylvania with pistols and assault rifles.  We all saw the increasing availability of firearms to both the street kids and street generals over the last ten years but we had no idea where they were getting them.  Come to find out they were getting them from him.
 
                 As an officer of the law, I should have hauled his ass in but there was no way in the world I was about to do that.  To keep him off the radar, I turned everyone’s focus on a motorcycle gang based in Lawrenceville.  They were something like the Hell’s Angels and a few of their leaders had various weapons charges.  It didn’t seem implausible that they could be supplying the city with guns.
 
                 After successfully busting a few of them, I was able to focus full force on my affair with Prince.  My mind told me to stop before I got too caught up with him but my heart and my body were on a different page.  I couldn’t leave that man alone if I tried.
 
                 I got so caught up with Prince that I basically neglected Maria.  I definitely didn’t do that on purpose; it was just that I was so in love with him that pleasing him took precedence over my marriage.  I knew that was wrong but I couldn’t help it; I’m not ashamed to admit the young boy had me open like that.
 
     Even though we were technically on the creep, we didn’t act like it.  We did everything that regular couples did.  We went to the movies, comedy shows, restaurants, everything.  I never asked him if he had a woman in his life because he treated me like I was his woman.  He knew I was married but since I didn’t talk about it, neither did he.  We had the perfect “situation” until Maria caught me leaving our little spot out Harmarville with him.  My suspicious ways had made her follow me and as a result, I was busted.  She didn’t say a thing in front of Prince and waited till he drove off to confront me.  She basically gave me an ultimatum:  her or Prince.
 
                 I chose my wife that day but that didn’t mean I stayed away from Prince.  I couldn’t stay away from him if I tried but I didn’t try; I felt like I was addicted to him.  I loved him more than Maria and I guess I was showing it.  When she caught me a second time, by going through my phone, she was devastated.  She threatened to leave for good.  I knew I was being selfish but I couldn’t let that happen.  I definitely wanted to have my cake and eat it too.
 
                 In hindsight, it was definitely one of the dumbest decisions I had ever made to invite Maria to come to bed with me and Prince.  At the time, I didn’t want to lose her and I guess for whatever reason I thought it was smart for her to see why I loved him so much.  I thought if she could experience him the way that I had, she would see why I couldn’t just walk away from him.
 
                 At first she refused.  Like me, she’d been in an extremely abusive relationship that had had turned her towards men. After much convincing, she finally gave in.  I was thrilled.  I could really have my cake and eat it too.
 
                 Or so I thought.
 
                 The threesome went completely opposite of the way I planned it.  Prince couldn’t get enough of Maria.  I felt like I was the outsider instead of the other way around.  I tried to blame it on the fact that my wife was beyond beautiful, plus she was built like a porn star.  Any man would be enthralled with her.  Yet when he slid up in her raw in that Jacuzzi, something he had never done with me, I knew it was because he was really feeling her.  He’d always been so careful when we had sex, even going so far as to pull out of me before he came and he would have a condom on!  But that night he was so far up Maria’s ass that when she started to bounce on his dick in that Jacuzzi, he didn’t make a move to push her off.  They were so into each other that they barely paid me any mind.
 
                 Needless to say, things didn’t return to normal after that.  No matter how many times I called Prince, he didn’t answer.  My relationship with him wasn’t the only thing that changed though.  I could tell from the way Maria reacted to him that his persona and magic stick had her under his spell too.  We only slept together two, maybe three times after our threesome.  I knew why.  We were both craving Prince.
 
                 The tables had turned, and this time it was Maria that became the distant one.  She left for work earlier and came home later.  I barely saw her anymore.  On her days off all she did was sleep, all day long.  I noticed she was getting a little thicker around the hips and her breasts were a little fuller but paid it no mind… until one day I came home early and she was standing in front of the mirror butt ass naked, rubbing her stomach.  The bump was barely there but it was noticeable.
 
                 “What the fuck?!” I’d yelled at her.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her bulge.
 
                 She’d jumped like I startled her.
 
                 “When were you planning on telling me?” I asked her as my heart broke.  I knew without a doubt she was carrying Prince’s baby.  That hurt more than the fact that she was actually pregnant.  If anyone was supposed to have his baby, it was supposed to be me!  He didn’t even know Maria and had only fucked her once; why was she the one that got to carry his baby?  Why wasn’t it me?
 
                 I didn’t even want to look at her as she put her clothes on.  She didn’t offer an explanation because one wasn’t really needed.  I already knew who she was pregnant by and I knew exactly when it happened.
 
                 “I was going to tell you, Bree, I just didn’t know how.  I honestly thought that I needed to tell him first,” was her response.
 
                 “For what?  I’m your wife!”
 
   “Yes you are my wife but he is my baby’s father,” she replied smartly.  “You don’t have anything to do with this baby.  This is something that I needed to discuss with him before you, seeing as how we created this child.  You had nothing to do with it.”
 
   “I introduced you to him!  If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t be pregnant right now!” I yelled at her.  I felt so betrayed by her.  It was one thing for me to share Prince with her; it was something entirely different for her to go and get pregnant by him.  He had been mine for years; she had no right to make any claims to him.
 
                 Maria was dressed by now.  She shook her head at me and chuckled.  “I know right?  Isn’t it ironic?  The man that you couldn’t stay away from, the man you couldn’t keep your hands off of, the man that you put before our marriage, is the father of my baby.  Kinda funny when you think about it right?”
 
                 Steam was coming from my ears.  If I didn’t know any better I would swear this bitch did this shit on purpose.  It seemed like she was getting a kick out of it.  She knew how much I loved Prince so she knew just how much this was hurting me.  “Get the fuck out!”
 
                 She grabbed her Prada bag and threw me a disgusted look.  “Bree, please.  This is both of our house, and it has more than enough room for me to raise my baby.  If anybody leaves, it’ll be you.  You know you can’t keep this house up without me.”  She smirked, hitting me where it hurt.  She knew that it bothered me that she made more money than I did.  No matter how many promotions I received or how much I moved up the ladder at the force, I would never make as money as she did as a judge.  
 
                 “Now I’m going to see my baby’s father to tell him about this.  We can talk when I get back.”  
 
                 My baby’s father.  You would think I would be more hurt at the fact that she was pregnant, but I wasn’t.  I was torn that she was pregnant by the love of my life, and from the smug look she had on her face before she left, I knew that she was perfectly aware of that fact.  It seemed like she was gloating about it to me.
 
                 Heartbroken over the fact that Prince had a baby on the way, and with my wife no less, I called him to warn him that she was on her way over there.  I expected him to be sympathetic towards my feelings since I had been rocking with him for so long.  Instead I was thrown for a loop once more when he told me he had a woman.
 
                 A woman?  Now where did this bitch come from?  I was so heartbroken over him that I could do nothing but sit there and wail as I put Maria’s clothes into her bags and suitcases.   Her smug ass had to go. Yeah I might struggle to keep appearances by keeping this house knowing damn well I couldn’t afford it without her, but her backstabbing ass wasn’t going to live here with me.  She was bold as hell to think that having a baby by my man was okay with me.  What did she expect us to do, raise the child together?  No.  If anyone deserved to have Prince’s baby, it was me.  I wanted her out of my house and out of my life for this shit.  She knew how much Prince meant to me.  I started to think she did this shit out of spite just to hurt me.  She had always been jealous of the way I felt about him.
 
                 I went to my bar and poured a shot of Crown Royal.  I was going crazy wondering what Prince said when he saw her.  It made me mad all over again.
 
                 I know I should have been upset with him too, but something in me just wouldn’t allow me to be.  I guess I loved him too much.  
 
                 I did know one thing though.  I was tired of our “situation.”  It was time for me to start playing for keeps.  I didn’t care about his woman or Maria for that matter.  He was all I really wanted.  I was confident in my ability to get him too.  
 
   I always got what I wanted. 
 
   Chapter Five
 
   “Cause it’s not about love, it’s all about revenge…”
 
   K. Michelle “Cry”
 
   Chloe
 
                 “Can I have my change please?”
 
                 I looked at the drunk girl in front of me.  It was two thirty, and all the partygoers that didn’t hit the after hours spot seemed to always make it to the Sunoco on Negley Avenue where I worked.  I hated dealing with all their drunk asses.
 
                 The girl in front of me probably weighed a hundred pounds soaking wet.  She had to have about six bundles of the best Brazilian hair money could buy in her head, a pound of makeup on her face and her fake lashes were crooked.  She was swaying from left to right to keep her balance in her cheap heels.  Still, she had the nerve to put her hand on her hip and glare at me.  
 
                 She had purchased a ninety-nine cent Arizona Iced Tea with a dollar bill.  Most people didn’t want the penny that was their change, but here she was acting like I didn’t give her one hundred dollars back instead of one cent.
 
                 Sighing, I reached into the drawer and got her penny.
 
                 “Mmmph, she got the nerve to have an attitude about your money,” one of her friends said with a snort.
 
                 Of course that comment, combined with her liquid courage, got her hype.  “Right!  Her attitude is probably why she got that scar on her face.”
 
                 Her friend, and a few people in line behind them, snickered.  
 
                 I was pissed.  Any mention of the scar on my face immediately set me off.  I slammed her penny on the counter and glared at her.
 
                 “Oh you mad?  What, you feeling froggy?  If you that bad, leap,” she challenged me.
 
                 I shook my head.  If she knew what was good for her, she would shut up… Quickly.  “You really don’t want these problems.  Go home and sleep it off.”
 
                 “Naw since you got such an attitude and so much to say, I wanna know if you mad!”   Her voice grew louder with each word that she spoke, making my temperature rise.
 
                 I leaned over the counter.  “You wanna know what I do to smart mouth little bitches like you?”
 
                 Before the girl could respond, I felt someone pulling on my arm.  “Chloe its time for your break,” Gerri said with a smile.  The drunk girl yelled obscenities as she walked out and I had half a mind to follow her and take all of my frustrations out on her.  I had plenty, starting with this damn job.
 
                 It wasn’t really my break time.  Gerri had just said that to save my ass… again.  I waited a few minutes then walked out to the front to smoke a cigarette.
 
                 It was the middle of November but it felt good as hell outside.  I wished I could climb in my whip and pull off but I couldn’t afford to leave.  I needed every single hour I could get since Prince had cut me off financially.
 
                 It still seemed unreal to me.  This was the first time in my life that I actually had to work to support myself.  I hadn’t wanted for shit since I was sixteen; Prince had taken care of me financially ever since we hooked up.  Now that he called himself getting a woman and settling down, I had to take whatever job I could get to pay the bills.  With no GED or high school diploma, the pickings for me were slim to none.  I didn’t want to work at Sunoco at all, especially during the graveyard shift, but I really had no choice in the matter.
 
                 The little paycheck they gave me should have really been considered a stipend but I needed it.  Gerri knew that too, which was why she took over for me when I was ready to leap over the counter and beat that drunk girl senseless.
 
                  I finished my cigarette and went back into the store.  It was pretty clear now.  I walked behind the bulletproof glass.
 
                 “Thanks, I’m good now,” I told Gerri.  “You can go head.”
 
                 “Are you sure?” she asked me, her face full of concern.  “I hate to see you let these folks get to you like this.”
 
                 I was about to tell her yes, I was sure until the door swung open and two more drunk customers came in.  I recognized one of them right away.  I touched the scar that ran down the length of my cheek as I glared at her.  “Sierra,” I mumbled.  
 
                 I wanted to run from behind this counter for the second time and whoop her ass as payback for the shitty situation I was in.  The scar on my face was from her.  I was working for minimum wage because of her.  I was miserable because of her.  I hated that bitch with a passion.  She had stolen Prince from me, which was basically stealing my way of life.  I blamed everything on this hoe.
 
                 “You are not ready,” Gerri told me with a shake of her head. “Go on in the back, Chloe.  I’ll handle them too.”
 
                 I stepped aside but didn’t go in the back.  I couldn’t. I looked Sierra up and down from head to toe.  The orange dress and jewels she had on showed me that she was clearly living it up with Prince, living the life that was supposed to be mine.  I was the one that had put in ten years with him and accepted all of his bullshit, but here this bitch had came out of nowhere and he put her ass on a pedestal.  That burned me up to no end.  What about me?
 
                 Sierra approached the counter with wobbly legs.  The girl that was with her was holding her up, laughing.  They both put Wild Cherry Pepsi’s on the counter.  
 
                 “I can’ wait to get home to my man,” Sierra sang in a drunk voice.  “He’s gone put it on me soooo good…”  She swayed her hips back and forth like she was dancing.
 
                 “Si!  Cut it out!” The girl looked at Gerri with a laugh.  “Sorry ma’am.  My big sister is a little drunk right now.  It’s her birthday and her man just proposed to her, so we’re celebrating her engagement too.”
 
                 Proposed?  I looked at Sierra’s left hand, which she had on the counter.  Sure enough, a huge rock was shining on her finger.  I was literally sick to my stomach.
 
                 “Yup!” Sierra held her hand out to Gerri and sang, “He liked it so he put a ring on it!”
 
                 Gerri laughed at her drunk version of Beyoncé’s “Single Ladies” and rang them up.  “Congratulations,” she said with a smile as they left out.
 
                 Sierra, still stumbling, turned back and grinned.  “Thank you!”  Then she left out of the store.
 
                 Gerri turned towards me.  “You can take over now, Chloe.”
 
                 I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t get the image of Sierra’s ring out of my head.  Absently, I stroked the scar on my cheek.  It was a souvenir from the fight me and Sierra had back in the summer.  I had told Prince about her being all hugged up with some nigga in the bar and instead of being mad at her, they left the bar together.  Where they do that at?  The bitch had some sort of spell over him that didn’t cause him to think straight. 
 
   When I approached her, the bitch pulled a punk move and slid out of my way, so I tripped.  She took advantage of the fact that I was on the ground and started kicking me in my face with her heels, which is where the scar came from.  That was the biggest punk move in the world to me.  She couldn’t even fight me like a woman.
 
                 “Chloe!” 
 
                 Gerri was calling my name but I didn’t hear her.  I couldn’t believe that Prince had really put a rock on that bitch’s finger.  After all we had been through together, he continued to choose her over me.  What was so good about her?
 
                 I walked away from the counter and Gerri.  I had to get the fuck outta there, even though I really couldn’t afford to leave early and lose any money on my paycheck.  I still left though.  The news about Sierra and Prince’s engagement through me for a loop.
 
                 Even though it was the middle of the night, I texted the one person who I knew would be even more pissed about this engagement than I was.
 
                               Me: Your son is getting married.
 
                 Not even a minute went by before I got a response.
 
                               Red: To who?
 
                               Me: His bitch, who else?
 
                               Red: Over my dead body!  I’ll call you tomorrow.  We definitely putting a stop to this.
 
                 I grinned devilishly.  I knew just how close Prince and his mother were.  He might have carried a relationship on with Sierra against his mother’s wishes but there was no way he would marry her without Red’s blessing.  
 
                 I was determined to end their relationship for good.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
   “I’m feelin you, still feelin you right now…”
 
   50 Cent ft. Ne-Yo  “Have a Baby By Me”
 
    
 
   Prince
 
                 I arrived at Buffalo Blues on Highland Avenue twenty minutes earlier than the time I was supposed to meet Maria, but as I parked, I noticed her truck was already parked across the street in the lot.  I shook my head and got out my whip.
 
                 As I was walking into the restaurant, my phone buzzed.  I pulled it out and saw that it was Sierra calling me.  I hesitated for a second before I pressed the silence button and kept it moving.  I felt a small twinge of guilt as I made my way to Maria. I hated to ignore her, especially since I had just proposed to her the day before, but it was a necessary evil. I had bigger fish to fry right now.
 
                 Maria was sitting in a booth in the corner.  I walked back towards her.  She sat with her head held high, never once taking her eyes off of me.  I slid in the booth across from her.  No sooner had my ass hit the seat than a perky waitress came to take our order.  I ordered the spicy garlic Parmesan wings, then leaned back and stared at Maria again.
 
                 After a few minutes of silence, she shook her head and said, “We didn’t just come here to look at each other, Prince.”
 
                 “I didn’t want to come here at all,” I said bluntly.
 
                 She raised her eyebrow and looked at me like I amused her.  “Oh yeah?  So the welfare and well being of your baby means nothing to you?”
 
                 My entire face frowned up at the mention of the word baby.  “Man look here, I don’t know for sure if that’s my damn baby.  I only fucked you once.  I didn’t even know your name until you popped up at my crib yesterday.  Who does that shit?”
 
                 “Me,” she replied simply without a trace of regret.  “Talking about this over the phone wouldn’t have done either one of us any justice.”
 
                 “I don’t see why not,” I grumbled.
 
                 “Cause that’s not the way I do things.”
 
                 This time I raised my eyebrow at her.  “Look, I know you used to shit going the way you want since you a judge and all that but you don’t run me.  I do shit how I want or I don’t do it all.”
 
                 She laughed.  “You sure have a lot of growing up to do.  When there’s a child involved, you compromise for the sake of him or her.”
 
                 I grimaced.  She was laying this baby shit on me heavy and I still didn’t know if that was my baby or not.  “Like I said, it’s yet to be determined if that’s my child or not.”
 
                 She sighed impatiently.   “Look, what we’re not going to do is keep back and forth over this.  You are the only man I’ve slept with in eight years.”
 
                 I immediately thought of how tight her pussy was when I slid in her.  She was tight like a glove and felt like a virgin.  Judging by how snug my dick fit in her, there was a good chance she was telling the truth.  Still, I wasn’t about to admit that to her.  I had a beautiful fiancée that she could easily run off with this baby drama.  There was no doubt in my mind that Sierra would leave me when all this came out.  I couldn’t have that; no way would I allow that to happen.
 
                 “I’m not claiming a baby I ain’t have a DNA test for.”
 
                 She rolled her eyes and sighed again.  I noticed she didn’t seem to have much patience when it came to me.  I could give less than a fuck that she did.  She came into my life with this bullshit and purposely waited until she was too far along to consider getting an abortion to tell me.  What did she expect, for me to be happy about it?  I barely even knew her ass and just learned her name.  I wasn’t happy about shit!
 
                 “Listen, I don’t mind giving you a DNA test.  I don’t want to hear that the entire time I’m pregnant, so why don’t we just get the damn test done next week?”
 
                 The waitress sat our food down on the table.  I was glad that she did.  I had never heard of getting a blood test done before the baby arrived.  I had been banking on having those months to think of a way to tell Sierra about this, just in case this was my baby.  Now this broad was sitting up here telling me we could find out a lot sooner than when she delivered the baby.
 
                 “How do we do that?”
 
                 “We’ll get a non invasive prenatal paternity test done so you can lay all your doubts to rest.  All they have to do is get a sample of blood from the both of us.  It’s very expensive, but don’t worry about the cost, I got it,” she told me with a small smirk as she started to eat some of her bacon cheese fries.
 
                 That way she looked at me when she said that, not to mention how she said it, had me feeling like she was mocking me; like she thought I couldn’t afford the test or something.  I glared at her and wondered how I had ever considered keeping this smart mouth bitch around on my team.  She looked good as hell, pussy was great and head was fire but her mouth and bossy attitude like she ran shit was pissing me off.
 
                 Still I had to admit, even though I wanted to have the time to prepare Sierra for this, I wanted to know if she was carrying my baby even more.  Maria was so ready to give me a DNA test that I was starting to doubt that she was carrying anyone else’s baby but mine.
 
                 “You ain’t paying for it, I got it,” I snapped at her.  “And the sooner we get this done, the better.”
 
                 “We can go tomorrow.”
 
                 I shrugged.  “Aight.”
 
                 It was silent as she dug into her food.  I wasn’t the least bit hungry.   I stared at her.  I had to admit that pregnancy agreed with her.  Her hair was longer and her skin had that pregnancy glow, making her look even more beautiful than she already was.  Even though I couldn’t stand her, I couldn’t deny the fact that I was still very much attracted to her.  It was going to be hard to keep denying my attraction to her if this was my baby.  I would have to find a way to keep my distance.  I said a silent prayer to the man upstairs to look out for me one more time.  This broad had me by the balls and I needed a way out. I was trying my best to fly straight and an act of God was the only way I would be able to stay on course and resist this chick if she was carrying my baby.  I desperately needed a way out of this.  The only out I had was a negative blood test.
 
                 “Eat up, Prince.  Your food is getting cold,” she said as she looked up and locked eyes with me.
 
                 I held her gaze for a minute before picking up a wing.  She smiled a little and said “Relax.  I don’t think this situation is going to be half as bad as you’re making it out to be.”
 
                 I couldn’t help but to smile back just as my phone rang again.  I looked at it briefly.  It was Sierra again. Even though I knew ignoring her calls would start another argument, I still pressed silent.  The smile faded from my face.  “Yes it is.  You don’t know my woman.”
 
                 That sexy smile left her face and was replaced by a smirk.  She picked up another one of her bacon cheese fries and said in a bold tone,  “No, amor.  She doesn’t know me.”
 
                 Y’all know I like em a lil crazy.  That comment right there should have made me run out the door.  Obviously this bitch was a little off.
 
                 It didn’t.  It actually turned me on a little bit.
 
   Chapter Seven
 
   “And I admit I thought about creeping / So you could get a dose of how I feel”
 
   Keyshia Cole “Enough of No Love”
 
   Sierra
 
                 “Really Prince?” I snapped in disbelief as his voice mail picked up for the second time.  I tried to start my car again, pissed.  Once again it wouldn’t turn over.
 
                 Normally I would have called Triple A but I was running late this morning when I left out the house.  As a result, my wallet was still in the Louis Vuitton bag I carried yesterday, instead of sitting in the Gucci bag I had on my passenger seat right now.
 
                 I tried not to be too pissed off since Prince usually always answered his phone.  If he didn’t, he was calling me back within five minutes.  The fact that the one time he didn’t was when he was out until damn near five in the morning did not escape my thoughts at all.  I hoped he wasn’t up to no good, but the fact that I had been calling him for about a hour with no response definitely made me think the worst.
 
                 I decided to worry about what Prince was up to when I saw him and walked back into Vento’s, the restaurant I had just grabbed a steak hoagie from.  I couldn’t sit in my car; it was the middle of November in Pittsburgh and freezing.  With my car not turning over, that meant I couldn’t turn my heat on.  I had been going back and forth to my car ever since it started acting up.
 
                 Walking in, I bumped into someone who was walking out.  I had been so preoccupied with sending an angry text to Prince that I wasn’t watching where I was going.  I looked up, ready to apologize to whoever I bumped into.  The words caught in my throat once I saw who it was.
 
                 Leon smiled at me.  “Well hello stranger.”  He opened his arms for a hug.
 
                 I smiled back at him and tried to ignore the butterflies in my stomach and the quick thumping of my heart.  I put my phone in my bag and gave him a quick hug.  The smell of Guilty Gucci embraced me, endearing him to me even more.  I always loved that cologne.  
 
                 Feeling a little too comfortable in his arms, I pulled away quickly.
 
                 He looked at me and stroked my cheek.  “How you been?”
 
                 “Good,” I murmured.
 
                 “Yeah?  That’s wassup,” he nodded.  He looked at me intensely.  “I miss the shit out of you.”
 
                 I bit my lip and looked away.  Leon was a man I met while I was at work.  I never slept with him, but our chemistry was so crazy that I knew whenever I did, there would be no turning back.  So, to keep my feelings for him in check and my relationship intact, I decided to keep my distance from him.  Besides, after the last time me and Prince made up, we had been so busy falling in love with each other all over again that I had barely had time for my schoolwork, let alone creeping around.
 
                 Leon had known all about Prince since day one.  When I told him I had a man, he slid me his number anyway and left it up to me to make the first move.  I didn’t think I would ever have to but still kept his number anyway.  The first time I used it was the day after Prince almost let the sun beat him home. We began to talk and text everyday.  He came up to my job at Macy’s a few times out the week, bringing me lunch and all that.  Even though he always asked to take me out, I refused each and every time.  I didn’t want to disrespect Prince like that; it was bad enough I was giving another man my attention.
 
                 After the confrontation me and Prince had at Arts, ending with me beating Chloe’s ass, it was an unspoken agreement that we were giving our relationship another chance.  It had basically been on life support before that.  Anyway, since we were starting over, I decided that any communication with him had to stop.  So I began to ignore all of his calls and texts until they eventually just stopped coming altogether.  I can’t lie, I missed him, but not enough to risk my relationship with my Prince.
 
                 “I miss you too,” I told him.
 
                 He grabbed my hand gently.  “You ever gone let me take you out on a real date?”
 
                 I snatched it back before he could notice my engagement ring.  Don’t get me wrong, I was very proud to be engaged to Prince… I just didn’t want Leon to know about it yet.  “You know I have a man.”
 
                 “You have a nigga,”  Again, he stared at me intensely.  I had to admit, I loved the intensity of his gaze.  He would stare at me, dead in my face, like I was the most beautiful woman in the world… just like he was doing right now.  There was so much passion in his eyes that even though it was freezing outside, I felt myself starting to warm up.  This man was a dangerous temptation and I knew it.  Being around him was like playing with fire, hoping not to get burnt.
 
                 I decided the best thing for me to do was to get away from him before I got myself in trouble.  “We can talk later.  My car won’t start and I need to call my dad.”
 
                 “Your dad?”  He scrunched his face up.
 
                 “Yeah, I left my wallet at home and it has my Triple A card in it,” I explained.  
 
                 “Why not call your man?”
 
                 I rolled my eyes.  “He’s busy right now.”
 
                 He raised his eyebrow.  “Busy doing what?  He should never be too busy to help his woman. Did you even call him?”
 
                 “What you think?” I snapped.  I felt bad afterwards for using that tone with him.  He wasn’t doing anything but speaking the truth
 
                 Shaking his head, he held the door open for me.  I walked out and looked at him.
 
                 “Don’t worry about calling your dad.  You probably just need a jump.  Come with me to my car.   I got some jumper cables.  I can get you up and running,” he offered.
 
                 I smiled.  “For real?  Thanks Leon.”
 
                 “No problem.” 
 
                 He pulled his car around so it was facing mine, popped both of our hoods and hooked up the jumper cables.  The whole time, I sent one angry text after another to Prince.
 
   Me: I know you saw my calls and my texts.  I’m out here stuck in the cold, my car won’t start and I left my wallet at home.  You supposed to be my man and I can’t fucking depend on you!  What kind of man are you??? 
 
   I waited a minute and when I got no response, I sent another one.
 
   Me: Oh we back to this shit again?
 
   Two more minutes.  No response.
 
   Me: Okay, you got it.  Whatever bitch you wit I hope she’s worth it nigga!!
 
   “Okay Si, we ready!”
 
   Leon’s voice snapped me out of my funk.  With each text I sent Prince, I got angrier and angrier.  Why should another man be out here doing Prince’s job?  The more I thought about it, the more upset I became with my man.
 
     At Leon’s signal, I turned my key in the ignition.  My Charger came to life.  I smiled.
 
   Leon walked over to my car and to my surprise hopped in the passenger seat.
 
   “Thank you,” I told him graciously.  “I would have been stuck.”
 
   “Yeah you would have been,” he agreed.  “So you know what this means right?”
 
   “No but I’m sure you gone tell me.”
 
   He gave me that dimpled smile.  “This means you gotta let me take you out on a real date.”
 
   I hesitated.  Texting him, talking to him on the phone and even seeing him when he came to shop at the Macy’s where I worked was one thing.  Going on an actual date with him was something entirely different.  Crazy as it sounds, when I did those other things, I didn’t really feel like I was cheating on Prince.  A date, on the other hand, would be crossing the line.
 
   “I don’t know bout that Leon…”
 
   He looked at me skeptically.  “You don’t know?”
 
   My phone vibrated.  We both looked at my cup holder where it was sitting.
 
   “If that’s ya man finally calling you back, I won’t ask you out no more.  I promise.  And if it ain’t, you gotta let me take you on a real date.”
 
   I wished I had turned the ringer back on my phone from when I was in class earlier.  Prince had his own ringtone; if I could hear it then I would know for sure if it was him or not.
 
   I picked it up and saw my sister Trina’s face flashing across my screen.  I chuckled and put my phone back down.  The fact that it was her and not Prince definitely pissed me off.  
 
   I looked back at Leon, looking at me with that intense glare of his and said fuck it.  My birthday was yesterday, my man had proposed to me, and not even a full twenty-four hours later, he was back on his bullshit.  Only this time, it would be different.  I wasn’t about to sit around waiting on him to act right and appreciate what he had at home.  A picture of that damn judge from yesterday flashed in my head.  I didn’t care what he told me, I had a bad vibe about her.  There was definitely more to her story than her being on his payroll.  I would have to find out the real tea on her.   In the meantime, I would just have to have my own fun.
 
   I looked away from Leon and checked my phone to see if I had any missed texts from Prince.  There were none.  That’s what made me decide to just go ahead and go out with him.  Why not?  What was good for the goose was good for the gander.
 
   I met Leon’s intense gaze.  He had never taken his eyes off me.  I was turned on to the fullest by him and wasn’t about to hide it anymore.  
 
   “Where we going?” I asked him.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
   “Bittersweet / She was up, I was down”
 
   Kelly Rowland “Dirty Laundry”
 
   Trina
 
                 “Come on Si, pick up the phone,” I murmured as it rang over and over in my ear.  When it rolled over to voicemail, I shook my head and put my phone in the cup holder.  I watched as Prince and some Latina chick walk out of Buffalo Blues looking a little too close for my liking.  
 
                 They walked to a blue Jeep.   I watched as they talked for a little while. My eyes widened as I looked her up and down.  She was built better than a porn star, but it was her stomach bump that got my attention.  Was this chick pregnant?
 
     Prince opened the driver’s side door and put his hand on the small of her back as she got in.  He leaned in the window, talked for a minute, then walked away and got into his car.  I waited until he pulled off, then got out to get my order.
 
                 People were looking at me crazy as I walked in and out the restaurant.  My hair was all over my head, my white T-shirt was stained and my gray sweatpants had holes in them.  Ask me if I gave a fuck.  I didn’t.  I mean who was I really trying to impress anyway?  
 
                 I went back to Sierra’s old off campus apartment where I had been staying since my sorry ass fiancé Andrew left me at the altar.  I had been locked away in this apartment for months and didn’t care to face the world after the way he humiliated me.
 
                 It was bad enough that I had to find out through Sierra and his best friend Murphy that he got his side chick pregnant and would rather build a life and family with her than be with me.  But the nigga had the nerve to actually marry her the same day and take her to St. Lucia where we were supposed to spend our honeymoon!  I found out from the pictures his sister posted of their tacky ass courthouse wedding.  The St. Lucia pics I saw when I was snooping on her Instagram.  Her page wasn’t private or nothing no more.  It was like she wanted me to see that she had my man.  She had won.
 
   The crazy thing about that whole situation was that I left him numerous times because he couldn’t stop fucking with Netta.  If he wanted her so bad he could have been with her!  I wasn’t trying to keep him if he didn’t want to be kept.   He was free to go!  He could have been with her and spared me the pain in the process.
 
   But no.  Instead of leaving me, he proposed to me.  When he did that, it was like all of his past indiscretions didn’t matter.  He had to love me if he wanted to make me his wife right?  He was finally ready to take me serious.  I went to town and planned the biggest wedding I could with my mother and my sisters.  My father happily footed the bill.  I was going to have a fairytale wedding.  
 
   I gotta admit though, the closer it got to my wedding day, the more I got a bad feeling that I just could not shake.  No matter how hard I tried to ignore it, I just couldn’t.  When I told Sierra and my mother, they both assured me that it was just wedding jitters and I would be fine.  They were way off with that one weren’t they?
 
   If I learned one thing from that whole situation, it was to never ignore your gut instinct.  I had been feeling like that because something bad was about to happen.  Now I was feeling that way again, only not for myself.
 
   Prince was a good man to my sister.  Anyone with two eyes could see how he catered to her.  He made sure she was well taken care off and wanted for nothing.  That’s how I was able to live rent free in my sister’s old apartment; before Sierra had moved in with him, he had already paid the rent for up to a year on her place.  I can admit that I was always a little jealous of the way he catered to her, even before Andrew left me.  Drew’s pockets weren’t as deep as his so he would have never been able to offer me the things that Prince gave Sierra.  Still, it was easier to hide that I felt some type of way about it when we were still together.  It got harder after he left.
 
   I never left the crib and definitely didn’t want to when my mom called and told me about the surprise birthday party Prince was throwing Sierra at Le Mont.  I mean for real, why would I want to see just how much he loved her again while I was all alone?  I refused to go at first but my mother wasn’t with it.  I don’t care how grown you are, when you one of Felicia Lucas’ kids, you still did whatever she told you to do.  I was the oldest but there was no exception for me.  So I went, reluctantly.
 
   I hated to see how he had everything set up for her.  It wasn’t that I was hating on my sister, because I loved her, but something in me just wouldn’t allow me to be happy for her.  How could I celebrate her happiness when I was still miserable?
 
   The proposal threw me for a loop.  That rock he put on her finger cost more than everything Drew had ever bought me combined. I couldn’t be happy for her on that.  No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop the envy that crept through my body.  I made sure to keep a smile on my face but inside, I was seething.  Sierra had everything while I was still trying my best to get over the only man I had ever truly loved.  It wasn’t fair.
 
   I bit into my chicken and paid no attention to the barbecue sauce that dripped on her white suede couch.  Seeing Prince so friendly with another woman – a pregnant woman at that- definitely showed he was no better than the typical nigga running these streets.  I couldn’t wait to share this little bit of news with Sierra.  Her man was no better than mine.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
   “…This is how you made me”
 
   Fabolous “You Made Me”
 
   Maria
 
   I sat in the parking lot of the clinic, tapping my fingernails on my steering wheel as I waited for Prince so we could get this blood test over and done with.
 
   Truth be told, I wasn’t completely sure what the outcome of the test would be.  Prince was not the only man I had been with in eight years like I had told him at Buffalo Blues.  There had been one other man, an assistant D.A. that worked downtown at the federal building with me.  I had started to see him when Bree continued to neglect me for Prince, and more than a few times we had been sloppy when it came to using protection.  This baby could very well be his and much as Prince’s, but I wasn’t taking any chances on pinning it on a colleague.
 
   One, it was messy.  The assistant D.A. was way too possessive, even though he was married, the same as I was; only he had a wife and two kids.  They also had a baby on the way.  I would definitely be breaking up a happy home if I announced I was pregnant by him, but I didn’t really give two shits about that.  Prince was just a better candidate to be my child’s father all across the board for a few reasons.
 
    If word got out that I was sleeping with the lawyers and district attorneys that worked beneath me, all hell would break loose.  No one would take my career or me seriously.  It would be assumed that I always ruled in favor of the lawyer I was sleeping with, regardless of any evidence that was presented to me.  I would have a scandal of Olivia Pope’s proportion on my hands. I had worked too damn hard to get to my position to let that happen or to let my name get drug through the mud.  Being Judge Maria Santiago meant something dammit.  I pumped fear in the hearts of lawyers and criminals alike, and I loved that shit.  The power I gained from my position was only second to busting a nut.
 
   Besides the fact Jay, the assistant D.A., being my baby’s father would be career suicide; Prince had a much better purpose to serve here.  My baby being his would kill Bree.  It would positively destroy her and break her heart.  She deserved that and so much more for how she did me.
 
   I used to love Bree so much that it shocked me.  Now I couldn’t stand to be in the same room with her.  Her refusal to leave Prince alone and focus on our marriage is what got us here.  It made me sick to my stomach whenever I thought about the way I had begged and pleaded for her, my wife, to be faithful to me and only me.  I should have never had to do that, but to me, she was worth it.  So I put my pride to the side to save my marriage and pleaded with her to be loyal to me.  And with a straight face, she swore that she would!
 
   She always was good at lying.
 
   Sharing Prince had been her idea.  I wanted nothing to do with him, but for whatever reason, she thought it would bring us closer if I saw why she couldn’t leave his young ass alone.  So being a sucker for love, hoping it would bring the spark back into my marriage, I went along with it.
 
   The first time I saw Prince, I was surprised at how turned on I was.  Now don’t get me wrong, I had been sleeping with Jay maybe twice a month for a few months but it wasn’t really because I wanted to.  I didn’t even like his ass; I was just starving for attention since I got absolutely none at home and he was giving it to me.
 
   Sleeping with Prince was different.  I was attracted to him instantly, and once he laid eyes on me, I felt a chemistry I hadn’t felt with a man in a very, very long time.  Bree was all but forgotten as I made my way to him.  And from the very first stroke, I was a goner.  He was much longer and thicker than Jay and I loved it.  I understood immediately why Bree hadn’t left him alone.  Shit.  I was tempted to keep fucking with him on the side my damn self.
 
   This pregnancy threw a slight wrench in my plans.  I wanted to see Prince again, but not under these circumstances.  Yet I was thrilled at the chance to be a mother.  My ex husband had been so abusive to me years ago that I constantly miscarried.  I didn’t think I could get pregnant again.  The fact that I was and was unsure of who the father was didn’t bother me the slightest.  I had a way to make sure Prince showed as the father of my baby, whether he was or not.
 
                 The DNA technician owed me a few favors for making sure her baby brother stayed out of jail.  After paying her and making sure I threatened to lock her up for the shoplifting ring she had going on, I made sure she knew that whatever documents came from this blood test made sure to show Prince as the biological father.  I’m no fool; I had this thought out from the moment I approached him about this baby.  An election year was coming up and I couldn’t afford any scandals if I wanted to be re elected to the bench.  So to save everyone’s ass, Prince was going to be my child’s father… whether he actually was or not.
 
                 I knew and understood that he had a little girlfriend at home.  I could care less about that little girl. In the grand scheme of things, she really didn’t matter.  This was bigger than any little relationship they had going on.  Besides, she would more than likely forgive him and stay with him, even though he may have made a baby on her.  I’ve seen it happen a million times.
 
                 I watched him now as he got out of his Denali.  He had on a black North Face hoodie, black jeans and black Nike ACG boots.  A black and white Nike thermal hat was on his head.  He certainly didn’t look like he ran one of the most successful arms trafficking rings in Pennsylvania but I knew better than anyone that looks could be deceiving. 
 
                 He walked towards my truck.  I unlocked the door.  He opened it for me and like a perfect gentleman he helped me out.  I could smell the Armani Code cologne he wore and my pussy started to tingle.  Still, I had to stay in character like he had no effect on me.
 
                 “Are you ready to do this?” I asked him with a straight face after we had signed in.
 
                 He was leaning in his chair, his hands in his hoodie pocket, biting his lip.  He looked too damn good. I thought of Bree briefly and wanted to call her just to say Yes Bree.  I understand now.  But I didn’t.  
 
                 “I’m ready to get this over with,” was his dry response.
 
                 I nodded and picked up an old People magazine that was laying on the table beside us.  I held it up so he couldn’t see the smirk on my face.  
 
                 Either way it went, the results were going to show Prince as my baby’s father… whether he wanted to be or not.  
 
                 I had too much to lose to chance it
 
   Chapter Ten
 
   “I been at the crib with the phones off”
 
   Drake “10 Bands”
 
   Prince
 
                 Two weeks after we got the blood test done and I was able to see why Maria was so confident.
 
                 The results came back that the fetus she was carrying was ninety-nine point nine nine mine.
 
                 I didn’t know what the fuck to do.  I’ll give Maria credit; she didn’t keep rubbing the results in my face.  Once we got them she simply looked at me and stated, “My baby won’t be a secret, Prince.”  Then she pulled off.
 
                 I knew what she meant by that.  She wasn’t going to keep quiet until I figured out a way to tell Sierra.  I didn’t agree with that but at the same time, I understood it.  No child deserved to be kept a secret, no matter what the circumstance.  The only thing was I didn’t know how to break this news to her.  So I began to pull away from everyone and everything, including Sierra.  This baby was the only thing on my mind, but I didn’t want to talk about it with anyone.  I was stuck between a rock and a hard place.
 
                 Sierra had been acting distant towards me lately anyway, even though she thought I didn’t know for whatever reason.  I noticed everything about her.   I understood why she was mad at me; she had every right to be.  The day I met up with Maria and ignored her she had actually needed me.  Come to find out her car wouldn’t start and she left her Triple A card in her wallet, which was at the crib. She didn’t tell me how she’d ended up getting home and went back to not speaking to me.  Again.  That shit was old but since I had so much on my mind, I really didn’t care.  We would get back to us eventually; we always did.  At least I hoped we would.
 
    Plus even though I had proposed to her, there was still a level of distrust she had with me that we never talked about.  I knew the fact that I had not only ignored her calls and texts but didn’t bother coming home till about one in the morning made it no better.  Without a doubt, she thought I was cheating.  I tried to make it up to her but she didn’t want to hear it.  So I didn’t keep trying.  She assumed I was out here cheating on her again but that was far from the case.  I was trying to wrap my mind around the fact that I had possibly gotten a woman I barely even knew pregnant.  I had been praying like hell that the baby wasn’t mine that day, so much so that I ain’t answer any phone call or text I got from anyone, not just Sierra.
 
                 Today I was finally meeting up with Javon.  I knew he was hot at me because I had been stalling on expanding the line of dry cleaners and Laundromats we had all over the city.  I had other shit going on but he was right, I needed to focus on business more.  Especially since I was about to have a mouth to feed.
 
                 I pulled up to his crib in Lawrenceville and walked in without knocking.  He was on the couch playing Madden.
 
                 “Nigga you slippin’, I could have been anybody,” I said as I dapped him up.
 
                 “I left it open for you.  Trust me I’m never slippin,” he assured me as he pulled his nine from under his couch and showed it to me.  He slid it back under and tossed me a joystick.  “You ready to get beat on?”
 
                 I pulled the loud pack and some Swishers out my pocket.  “Gotta roll up first.  You ain’t gone believe the shit I got goin on in my life right now.”
 
                 He looked at me with wide eyes.  “How you having drama right now?  You just proposed to a beautiful woman.”
 
                 I split the Swisher open, dumped the guts in a plastic bag he had laying next to the couch and started breaking the bud down with a shake of my head.  “Yeah I did.”
 
                 “What, you regret it now?”
 
                 I shook my head.  “Never. I love my woman to the death of me,” I said seriously.
 
                 He looked confused.  “So who’s the drama with?  Red?”
 
                 I laughed a little.  “I wish it was that simple.”  I finished rolling the blunt, grabbed a lighter and sparked it.  Red didn’t approve of Sierra for whatever reason and hated the fact that we lived together.  It had definitely put a strain on our relationship; we weren’t as close as we used to be.  Still she was my mother and I missed her.
 
                 “She know y’all engaged?”
 
                 “I think she do cause she been hinting around that she needs to talk to me, I just been avoiding her.  I have no idea who could have even told her if you ain’t tell her.”  I shrugged.  “I don’t want to hear her mouth about it.”  I hit the blunt a few times and passed the blunt to Javon.
 
                 He looked confused again.  “So what drama you got then?  You need to tell your partner cause I’m trying to make moves and you holding shit up.”
 
                 I didn’t respond cause I knew I had been wrong in the way I had been conducting business with my cousin lately.  Javon was busy trying to keep out the streets since he came home from prison.  At first, he wanted to get in on moving guns with me.  I shut that shit down before he could get any big ideas about it.  I wasn’t about to put him on with me; the nigga was entirely too flashy.  He would draw attention too much attention to himself, therefore drawing attention to me.  I wasn’t having that.  
 
   I gotta give him credit for loyalty though.  Whatever I was willing to do, he was down.  When I decided to hang it up for good and go completely legit, he was right by my side ready and willing to do whatever I wanted to do. He was actually the one that put me on to all the abandoned Laundromats and dry cleaners in the city.  I bought them, remodeled them, put Wifi in a few and let him run everything to keep his nose clean.   He was doing a damn good job of it too.  So I could see why he would be a little impatient with me stalling him on making our next move. I ain’t mean to bullshit him or give him the runaround. I just had a lot on my plate right now.
 
                 I passed him the blunt.  “I’m bout to be a dad.”
 
                 He hit it and a grin a mile wide stretched across his face.  “That’s great news my nigga!  Tell Si I said congratulations!  Why you look so upset?”
 
                 “Sierra ain’t the one having my baby.”
 
                 He had just hit the blunt when I told him that.  He coughed for what seemed like forever before saying, “What?”
 
                 “Sierra ain’t the one having my baby,” I repeated.
 
                 He passed the blunt back to me with a frown.   “Well who is?”
 
                 “Maria.”
 
                 His frown deepened.  “Who the fuck is Maria?”
 
                 “Bree’s wife.”
 
                 His scowled.  “Bree?  The married cop you been fucking for years?  That bitch is gay?”
 
                 I nodded.  
 
                 “And this whole time you thought she was married to a man?”
 
                 “Yeah man!” I snapped, annoyed at his questions.  “Why wouldn’t I?  She never said shit about being gay, liking women, nothing.  One day she pops up at the telly with a bitch.  I thought she was just on to some freaky shit.  Come to find out, it’s her wife.”
 
                 Javon burst out laughing.
 
                  I wasn’t amused.  “Nigga I don’t see what’s so funny.  Sierra ain’t gone accept this shit at all.  I don’t even know how to tell her.”
 
                 “Well at least wait till you know that the baby is yours before you tell her.”
 
                 I shook my head.  “Tried that.  We did a prenatal blood test cause shorty was tired of me saying I wasn’t claiming her baby without one.  She wanted to get it out the way more than I did.”
 
                 Javon started laughing again.
 
                 I was getting pissed.  This nigga wasn’t helping matters at all.  “The fuck is so funny?  Did you not hear what the fuck I just said?  I got a baby on the way by a broad that’s not my woman!  I barely even know this chick!”
 
                 Javon grabbed the blunt out of my hand.  “Yeah I heard you.  That’s what makes this shit so funny.  Most niggas get they side bitch pregnant.  That’s the way of the world.  Side bitches get pregnant every day B.”  He looked at me and shook his head. “You got to be the only nigga I know that takes it one step further and get your side bitch’s wife pregnant.  I ain’t never heard of no shit like that man.  Only you.”  He laughed some more.
 
                 I failed to find the humor in the situation.  All I could think of was Sierra and how much this would hurt her.  “Yo, what am I supposed to do about Sierra?  I can’t lose her.”  I couldn’t.  Losing her wasn’t even an option.
 
                 “Just go head and marry her.  Y’all engaged anyway.  If you marry her before the baby gets here, she won’t be so quick to walk out on you.”
 
                 I thought about what he said.  It seemed like the answer to my dilemma.  I would be able to bring peace to my house, at least until the baby got here.  Then when she found out about my baby, she wouldn’t be so quick to leave.  At least, I hoped she wouldn’t be so quick to leave.
 
                 Getting married would mean hanging it up completely.  No more fucking around or cheating on her.  I didn’t think that would be too hard because for the last few months, I had been on the straight and narrow.  I fucked with her and only her for once and didn’t feel the need to get with anyone else.  I didn’t want to fool around.  I think it was because I had gotten so close to losing her before; I didn’t want to risk it again.  I was ready to be all the man that she needed. I was legit, I had cut all my side pieces off… I was truly all hers.  In a way, it was like we were already married. She had my heart.
 
                 Planning a wedding in a few short months before my seed got here probably wasn’t the way Sierra wanted to do things, but I saw Javon’s point.  A woman was quick to leave her boyfriend or her man; she would be hesitant to leave her husband and throw her marriage away.
 
                 “You’re probably right,” I admitted slowly.
 
                 “I know I am,” he assured me.  “The sooner you get that done, the better.  I need your head clear.  I’m ready to set up a power move that’ll have us straight for a minute.  My nigga Bleu I was locked down with put me on to his big brother, Nas.”
 
                 I perked up.  “Nas that used to run with Trey and Amir?”
 
                 Javon nodded enthusiastically.  “Yea, and you mean Trey and Amir used to run with him.  He’s clean now, completely legit, and his company M and N Enterprises owns damn near everything in the city.  Some clubs down the Strip, bars, barbecue spots in Homewood, Wilkinsburg, Penn Hills and East Hills, shoe stores, cribs… Man anything you can think of, he owns it or a piece of it.  He wants to do business with us.  I think it’s a good move.”
 
                 I stroked my chin but didn’t say anything.  I knew exactly who Nas was; he was something like a legend on the Eastside.  He’d been hustling since he hit puberty and hadn’t looked back.  I used to look up to him and his pops, Kevvy Kev back in the day.  My father was real close with Kev until he started to get high on his own supply.  
 
                 Nas had taken off like the hood Donald Trump.  The nigga owned everything.  I was definitely looking forward to meeting up with him and seeing what business he wanted to do with me, but it had to be on my terms.  Javon seemed a little too eager to get in bed with him.  That was my cousin and I loved him, but sometimes I had to remind him who was running this show when it came to business… for his sake.  I wasn’t trying to hold him back or make him feel like he couldn’t make any decisions as far as our businesses were concerned; I would never do that.  My reason for stalling was simple: Javon was extremely flashy and a hothead, which was how he ended up in jail in the first place.  He didn’t think things through, and although doing business with Nas was definitely a good move, I couldn’t help but think that there was something else behind his eagerness to do it.  Me stalling would slow him down from whatever he was about to jump into with the extra money he would receive on the back end from this partnership.  Besides at the end of the day, it was all of my money that was invested into the cleaners and Laundromats.  So even though I basically let Javon run the show, it was ultimately up to me to decide to do business with him.
 
                 “I’ll think about it and get at you,” I told him, even though I already knew I would do it.   Dude was real low key just like me, plus he was money in the bank.  So even though I was stalling for Javon’s sake, I would be a fool to turn that opportunity down.  
 
                 I stood up and stretched.  I would definitely see what Nas was talking about at a later date. Right now I had a more pressing issue to deal with.  I had to go home and go make things right with my lady… Again.
 
                 Javon looked at me, his disappointment clear as day across his face.  “It’s a good move for us, Prince.”
 
                 Once again, his eagerness was a red flag to me. I had already decided I wanted to make that move, but I didn’t want to with him.  I could feel something wasn’t on the up and up.  
 
   I held my hand out to him. “I’ll think about it and get at you,” I repeated firmly.
 
                 He looked like he wanted to say something else but he didn’t.  He dapped me up but I noticed some of the sincerity from his eyes were gone.  
 
                 I left out.  I would deal with whatever his issues were later.  Right now, my top priority was Sierra.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
   “I want the money / Money and the cars/ Cars and the clothes/ The hoes, I suppose”
 
   Drake ft. Trey Songz “Successful”
 
   Javon
 
                 My fake smile dropped the moment Prince walked out the door.  The tension between me and my cousin had been building for a minute now, only he seemed oblivious to it.  I probably would be too if I had all the drama he had going on with the females in his life.
 
                 I went to hop in the shower.  Prince’s whole demeanor about this business opportunity didn’t sit well with me at all.  He acted like I wasn’t bringing a valuable deal to the table.  My life, the whole situation had me vexed.  I was a grown ass man but it felt like I had to go to another man to make moves the way I wanted to. Prince acted like he knew every fucking thing and nothing could go down without his stamp of approval.
 
                 I mean aight, yeah it was his money that bought all the dry cleaners and Laundromats.  But he wasn’t the one putting in the work making sure they were ran successfully.  That was all me.  Who gave him the idea to put free WiFi in the Laundromats so more people would want to do their laundry in our spots?  Me.  Whose idea was it to make Wednesdays Women Crush Wednesday at the dry cleaners?  Mine.  Any woman that brought in any item to be cleaned, no matter what it was, received fifty percent off.  Whose idea was it to make Thursdays Senior Citizen’s day?  Mine.  Same rules applied.  Any senior citizen could bring in any item and would receive fifty percent off.  Our business at all the dry cleaners across the board tripled because of that.  Shit, who gave him the idea to buy the dry cleaners and Laundromats when he was looking for a way to clean his money?  Me, that’s who.  And now that I was ready to do things even bigger on a grander scale with Nas, he wanted to act like that was a bad idea or some shit.  
 
                 I didn’t get it at all.  Nas owned a little piece of everything in the Burgh.  None of his businesses or investments had flopped, and those were just the ones I knew about.  Word on the street was the nigga had his hand in damn near every successful business in town.  Who would turn down an opportunity to work with someone like that?
 
                 I got out the shower, still heated.  I was sick of being under Prince’s thumb.  If I had the money to venture out on my own, I would say fuck Prince and go into business with Nas myself.  I didn’t have the capital to do that though.
 
                 Keeping it a hundred, I can admit that I spent my money as soon as I made it.  I knew that wasn’t the smartest thing to do, but after going so long without having anything, I wanted it all.  So with my first big check, I copped a Range Rover.  A Benz followed about a month after that for the days I wanted to be a little more low key.  I got my house for the low, but it had been completely renovated from top to bottom, so I ended up spending more than I should have.  After hitting the clubs one night in Philly, I felt like my wrists weren’t shining the way they should be.  Watches from Patek Phillipe and Audemars Piaget fixed that minor problem.  But then while I was picking those watches up, different colored diamonds caught my eye.  So I got a few different colored stones to rock in canary yellow, chocolate and black.
 
                 Stepping my game up like that attracted the baddest bitches.  I used to want a nice girl like Sierra, but these broads were willing to do more than something strange for a piece of change and I was more than willing to let them.  The more change I dropped, the more things they did, and I dropped a lot of change.  I was making up for lost time.  Can you blame me?
 
                 Whenever I went out, which was about four to five nights out the week, I had to have bottle service.  And that was when I home in the Burgh.  Whenever I went to New York, Jersey, D.C., Bmore, VA or Miami, I was spending ten to twenty racks a night easily to rent out a VIP section.  I spent it how I got it because I had way more coming in.  It didn’t even cross my mind to save a dime.  I didn’t need to.  Anything I spent was easily replaced.
 
                 Then there was something else that was eating away at my money.  Nothing major, just a little something I decided to treat myself to frequently.  It was my way of rewarding myself for a job well done.
 
                 I reached into my nightstand drawer and pulled out a bundle of coke.  I pulled out one stamp bag, opened it and snorted it.  Then I sat back and waited for the euphoria that I loved to consume my body.
 
                 I knew that without a doubt my little habit was costing me way more than I could afford. I wasn’t talking about just money either.  When I was locked up, one of the young street legends of the Burgh, Kareem, was transferred to my prison.  They felt like he had too much power over everyone, including the guards, at his previous jail.  The transfer was pointless because the same power he wielded over there, he welded at Camp Hill too.  Anyway, he got there during the last three months of my bid and we instantly connected on the strength of my aunt.  Red was an O.G. in the game and everyone respected it.
 
                 I told Kareem how I was about to go home to nothing.  He offered to plug me in with his little brother Kaseem.  At first, I laughed.  Everybody knew Kas wasn’t shit but an errand boy for the crew that Kareem left behind.  I refused to beg niggas for a handout the same way that he did.
 
                 Kareem told me things had changed for his little bro.  He didn’t give me the specifics, but he assured me that Kas was the nigga to see.
 
                 I ain’t hit him up when I first touched down.  To me that was pointless when my cousin was out here killing em moving barrels of burners.  I expected Prince to put me on with him when he saw a nigga ain’t have nothing.
 
                 He didn’t.
 
                 He got out of the arms trafficking business, then drug his feet when it came time for him to do the legit shit.  What was I supposed to do in the meantime?  Play with myself?  I was a grown ass man waiting on another grown ass man to make a move so I could eat.  That shit ain’t sit right with me at all.
 
                 So yeah I hit Kas up.  He fucked with me on the strength of his brother’s word.  That’s all he needed.  He gave me some work to move without hesitation.
 
                 I knew for a fact that the young white kids in the suburbs were sniffing that boy like forty going north.  So that became my primary clientele.  That was probably one of the smartest moves I made in a long time.  They had unlimited access to Mommy and Daddy’s money.  I was eating lovely off of them.
 
                 A funny thing happened though.  While I was out in those uppity neighborhoods getting my shit to the white kids, I met this fine bitch named Lissa.  She had the body of a black chick and lips like Angelina Jolie.  She was bad as shit!  I had never messed with a white chick before but I had to have her, no question.
 
                 I started fucking with her heavy.  She showed no signs of being a junkie, so imagine my surprise when one night while I was chilling at her crib, she pulled out a bundle and started sniffing that shit right in front of me.  I was at a loss for words.  For real, that shit turned me off.  I didn’t like females that did anything harder than weed.  
 
                 “Just take one toot,” she’d said with a sexy smile, her eyes low.  “Your dick will be hard all night!”
 
                 I’d frowned and sipped my yak.  “My dick is hard all night anyway,” I bragged.  “Besides, I don’t fuck around.”
 
                 “Just a little bit,” she pleaded.  “The sex is crazy when you off this shit!  I’m talking bout busting five or six nuts, baby.”
 
                 That sold me!
 
                 After that first high, I was a goner.  I wondered why I hadn’t been tried this shit!  Snorting it was way better than shooting up; only junkies did that shit.  Besides it wasn’t like I was addicted to it.  I could stop and leave it alone whenever I wanted to.  I just didn’t want to yet.
 
                 The problem I had now was that me and Lissa had snorted a lot of Kas’s product, and I hadn’t paid for any of it.  That was one of the main reasons I wanted to get into business with Nas, besides the obvious fact that we would make a shitload of money with him. I could pay Kaseem’s punk ass his money back, whenever the mood hit me to do it, without having to put a dent in my own pockets.
 
   To keep it funky, I had the money to pay Kas right now, but I had better things to do with it that didn’t include paying him.  He would get his money when I felt like giving it to him.  Kas posed no threat to me; he was still the same blue eyed pretty boy pussy from back in the day in my eyes.  I wasn’t giving him shit until I was good and ready.
 
   “Fuck Kas and Prince,” I mumbled as the euphoria I had been craving took over my body. I leaned back against my headboard and fell into a slight nod.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
   “I’m on an emotional rollercoaster/ Loving you ain’t nothing healthy/ Loving you was never good for me/ But I can’t get off…”
 
   Vivian Green “Emotional Rollercoaster”
 
   Sierra
 
                               Leesha: Baby I had such a good time with you last night.
 
                               When can I see you again?
 
                 I smiled as I read the text message from Leon.  I had him saved in my phone under Leesha because even though Prince was so laid back and calm, and he trusted me completely, you could never be too careful.  Even though lately I suspected that Prince really didn’t care about anything I did anyway.  Which was why I had been having my own fun with Leon on the side.  I was no longer hesitant about letting him take me out in public. Quite the opposite, in fact.  If he wanted to see me, he had to be taking me out somewhere and doing something with me.  I didn’t feel bad about it either.  Prince had driven me to this point with his bullshit.
 
                 The last month or so in my house had been filled with tension.  Again.  It seemed to be a routine with us.  The night I’d needed a jump, Prince hadn’t seen fit to bring his black ass home till one in the morning.  This was after he’d ignored every single one of my calls and my texts.
 
                 I was so tired of arguing with Prince over his bullshit and his lies.  That’s all he ever did was lie to me.  Not even a full day after he proposed to me, he was back to doing him again.  I don’t know why I thought the ring would change things.  I couldn’t even enjoy the fact that he had asked me to be his wife.  Instead I was left to wonder, what was the point of the relationship anymore?  It seemed that he was losing respect for me by the day.  I started to think if I really wanted to build a life with and marry a man who acted the way that he did.
 
                 When he walked in, I didn’t even give him a chance to explain.  Who wanted to hear the same old bullshit all over again?  I locked myself in the bathroom with a glass of wine, soaked in a hot bubble bath, and allowed my hot tears to chase each other, one by one, down my face.  I cried because I was sick and tired of being sick and tired.  With any other man, I would have walked away by now.  I don’t know what it was about Prince that wouldn’t allow me to do that, but I knew this situation wasn’t healthy.  I was slowly but surely losing myself in him to the point where I was accepting things from him that I knew were wrong… and going along with it just to save our relationship.
 
                 But man was I tired of being the only one putting in the effort to make sure things continued to go smoothly.  It drained me, just like this crazy rollercoaster of a relationship.  One minute I was up, the next I was down.
 
                 I knew there had to be another woman involved no matter how much I wanted to think there wasn’t.  I was no fool.  He swore he was done with Chloe.  Sometimes I believed him, sometimes I didn’t.  That only left one question: if it wasn’t her, who was it?  Because it was someone.  I could feel it.
 
                 My mind drifted to that judge that stopped by on my birthday.  For some reason, even though she hadn’t confronted me about him or seemed like she wanted him, I couldn’t shake the feeling that she was nothing but bad news.  Especially since he had been gone once again with no explanation.
 
                 When I got out of the tub, dried off, wrapped a towel around my body and walked out of the bathroom, Prince was sitting down against the wall holding his head in his hands.  For a moment I wanted to kneel down and comfort him, until I remembered that he had left me stuck out in the cold, literally.  So I slammed the bathroom door shut behind me.  Hard.
 
                 He looked up and even though I was mad at him, my heart fluttered and my stomach did somersaults.  No matter how I felt towards him, I loved this man to infinity and beyond.  While my head was considering whether or not I wanted to continue my life with a man I obviously could not trust, my heart made it painfully clear to me that I didn’t want to be without him either.  All that, just from looking in his eyes.  I had it so bad for him.
 
                 “Honey, I know you’re mad…” he started.
 
                 I shook my head and held my hand up.  “I’m not doing this same song and dance with you tonight, Prince.  I’m sick of it.”
 
                 “I know baby, but I swear I didn’t intentionally ignore you today.  I promise.  I just have a lot on my mind right now.”
 
                 I read the expression on his face and could see that he was telling the truth.  I decided to lighten up a little, pushed my ill feelings about the situation to the side and asked, “What is it?”
 
                 He looked away from me for a split second, which was a split second too long.  That action alone let me know that whatever he was about to say was going to be a lie.  Instantly, my defenses were back on high alert.
 
                 “Some family shit, baby.”  
 
                 I snorted.  “Yeah right.”  I walked in the room and slammed the door.  I was stuck in between a rock and a hard place.  I loved Prince too much to leave him, and I loved me too much to tolerate the lies and disrespect.
 
                 That conversation had been a month ago.  Ever since then, I’d barely spoken a full sentence to Prince.  Any other time I couldn’t go a day without speaking to him before he was trying to make it up to me and shower me with gifts.  This time he didn’t even bother.  
 
                 It was obvious that something was bothering him, but whenever I asked him what it was, he would lie and say it was nothing, then brush me off.  He went from always answering his phone to never answering it.  Half the time it was turned off.  He didn’t give me any attention and the only times we bothered to have sex there was no intimacy or foreplay.  To me, those were all signs that he had someone else.  I thought about leaving him, but I had no proof of his infidelity.  So I did the next best thing: started to get more involved with someone on the side that didn’t mind giving me all the affection and attention I needed.
 
                 I was beginning to love the time I spent with Leon.  His interest in me was so obvious; he wore it on his sleeve.  I was always “baby” or “love” when we were together.  He was affectionate; he always held my hand and rubbed him thumb over top of it; he would stand behind me and gently massage my shoulders… he did all the little things that us women loved that made us feel special.  Then there was the way he stared at me.  Leon had a way of looking at me like I was the only woman in the world.  His stare was so deep I felt like he could see right through me.  At first, I used to look away when he did it, but not anymore.  I loved it.  
 
   The man was good; I had to give him that.  He was very good at what he did.  More than once I found myself wondering what it would be like to be with him instead of Prince.
 
   I stopped smiling at the phone like a high school girl with a crush and texted him back.
 
   Me:  I had a good time too.  I gotta go to Sunday dinner at my mom’s today… Maybe Tomorrow?
 
                 Not even a full minute went past before Leon responded.
 
                               Leesha: Okay baby.  Can’t wait to see you.
 
                 In response I sent him the kissy face emoji with the heart.  Then I went back to putting up decorations.
 
                 Christmas was a week away but the spirit damn sure wasn’t in my house.  Prince was in a daze most of the time.  He walked around barely talking to me or anyone.  We had been planning on having a huge Christmas dinner at our house for our family and friends but now I was having serious second thoughts.  Our relationship was not in a good place right now.  Even Stevie Wonder could see that.  I didn’t want everyone else picking up on it.  The last time we were around our family and friends together, we had just gotten engaged.  Now we barely spoke.
 
                 It bothered me to no end that wasn’t trying to fix what was wrong with us, especially since I had no idea what it was! He came home late and avoided me, yet I was the one suffering.  Something had to give.
 
                 That’s why lately, I spent more and more time away from him and with Leon.  He gave me all the attention that Prince did not.  He always made time for me.  He showed his interest in me.  I never had to guess where I stood with him, which was what I was doing now with Prince.  I knew the thing between me and Leon could be because it was new, or it may be because I had not had sex with him.  Whatever the reason, he had me going.  I thought of him more than I should have and I can honestly say if I wasn’t with Prince, I could see myself getting serious with Leon… which was probably why I should fall back from him.  Catching feelings for the man on the side was a big no no,  but I couldn’t help it.  Everything Leon did turned me on and filed the void Prince left with his neglect.
 
                 I heard a key turn in the lock.  Speak of the devil.  I continued to hang Christmas stockings, prepared to deal with the awkward silence that had consumed us for the last month.
 
                 Prince walked up behind me, wrapped his arms my waist and whispered in my ear, “Let’s get married.”
 
                 As irritated as I was with him, my body still tingled from his touch.  I turned to face him and for the first time in a month, his eyes were sparkling.  Something had changed… But what?
 
                 “I thought we were already getting married, remember?”  I flashed my engagement ring.
 
                 He smiled and kissed it, then slowly started to kiss and suck on my other fingers.  I started to breathe heavily.  “I mean lets move the wedding up.  Why wait to plan a big wedding?  I want to do it now.”
 
                 “Why the sudden change of heart?” I asked.  I wanted a big wedding with my father walking me down the aisle, complete with all the trimmings.
 
                 “I don’t want to wait another day to make you my wife, Sierra.  You’re perfect for me, and even though I know I been on some bullshit lately, this is my way of showing you how serious I am about us.  I want you to be my wife now.  You deserve it.”
 
                 I was a little hesitant to say the least.  I wanted to wait until I graduated from college in the spring before I even started to plan our wedding.  I was in no rush.
 
                 Still I can’t even lie, the fact that he wanted to tie the knot before I did was endearing to me.  It was usually the other way around.  Maybe he had finally come to his senses and realized what a good woman he had. Besides, even though I had Leon on the side, and I really cared for him, I knew I wasn’t going anywhere.  Yeah I enjoyed all the things me and Leon did, and all of the attention he showered on me, but at the end of the day I wished that Prince was the one doing those things like he used to.   Maybe now that he was out of whatever slump he had been in, we could get back on track to being us and he would get back to being the man that I had fell in love with.
 
                 “Okay… Let’s plan it for Valentine’s Day,” I told him.  I got excited thinking of how romantic a Valentine’s Day wedding would be.
 
                 He smiled and my heart melted at the sight of those dimples.  It was crazy.  Prince was still the only man who could make me feel mad, sad, happy and horny… all at once!  I had no control over my emotions when it came to him.  “That’s fine with me.”  I looked down at my Movado, one of the many gifts Prince had given me.  “Babe it’s time to head over to my mom’s for dinner.”
 
                 “Oh yeah?  Okay but before we go…” he bit his bottom lip and smirked before puling my Bebe sweatpants down, then unbuckled his belt.
 
                 “Baby we gone be late…” I protested softly as he led me to the sofa and bent me over the arm.
 
                 “Yeah we will,” he agreed.  “But I’ll make it worthwhile.”  He slid inside of me and let out a low moan.  I was wet from the moment he wrapped his arms around my waist.  Anytime he touched me I was automatically ready to go… which probably was part of the reason why I couldn’t picture my life without him.  I was what you would call dick whipped, plain and simple.  And being dick whipped overrode common sense seven days out the week, three hundred and sixty five days of the year.
 
                 But as he thrust in and out me, pulling my hair, slapping my ass and kissing my neck, making promises that he couldn’t and probably wouldn’t keep, I knew it was more than just the dick.  I mean yeah I loved it, don’t get me wrong but at the end of the day, I loved his ass too.
 
                 I wasn’t going anywhere and we both knew it.  This was my man.  For better or for worse.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
   “Ain’t a woman alive that can take my mama’s place”
 
   Tupac “Dear Mama”
 
   Red
 
                 I woke up Christmas morning and reached for the ashtray on my nightstand where I had half a blunt left from the night before.  To my surprise, I almost knocked over a square Tiffany blue box.  I smiled, knowing it had to be from my one and only son.  He was the only person that had keys to my house.
 
                 I grabbed it and opened it.  A heart shaped ruby was hanging on a delicate chain.  I lifted it up with a smile.  It was beautiful.
 
                 I had been prepared to spend Christmas Day alone, a first for me.  Prince had invited me over to him and that girl’s house for dinner so that I could meet her family but I had no interest in being around her bougie ass or meeting her stuck up family.  I did not approve of their relationship and since there wasn’t a fake bone in my body, I wasn’t about to pretend like I did.  I planned on getting fucked up all day to fill the void of spending my first Christmas away from Prince.  I hadn’t done that since he’d been born.
 
                 I stroked the ruby then placed it back in the box gently.  I reached for my blunt again, but stopped once I saw the card on my nightstand.  It must have been under my necklace.  I opened it.  A beautiful Christmas tree was on the front with the words All that’s missing is you.  I shook my head and opened it.  Ten crisp one hundred dollar bills spilled on my lap.  Another smile spread across my face. Prince always knew how to spoil me better than any man I had ever been with, and that included his father.  He went the extra mile to show me how much he appreciated the fact that I had raised him like he was my own flesh and blood.  To me he was.  There wasn’t a woman out there that could love a child more than I loved Prince. 
 
    I put the money in my nightstand drawer, then read the inside of the card.
 
                 Red,
 
                               I know you don’t like me being with Sierra.  I know I been wrong to 
 
                               Avoid you since you’ve heard about me proposing to her.  I 
 
                               Get it.  You don’t want me with her.  But Red, I love her.  She 
 
                               Makes me happy.  And I miss you.  No one can ever take your 
 
                               Place.  I want you to come to my house and spend Christmas
 
                               With us.  We’ve never spent a Christmas apart and I 
 
                               Don’t want to start now.  It would mean so much to me if you
 
                               Could put aside your differences with Sierra, whatever they may
 
                               Be and come spend this holiday with us.  Please.  
 
                                                                                                                   I love you,
 
                                                                                                                   Prince
 
                 To my surprise, a tear spilled down my face.  I can’t tell you the last time I cried.  I didn’t even cry when Prince’s father died, but this shit right here… Yeah, this had me all in my feelings.  
 
                 I missed my son.  It wasn’t the fact that he had a girlfriend that made me angry or upset.  I actually loved his last girlfriend, Chloe.  It was who he picked to be his woman that pissed me off.
 
                 From the first time I laid eyes on the little girl, that had Prince walking around like a lovesick fool, I had made up my mind that I didn’t like her.  She was a very pretty girl, but I could tell right off the bat that she was one of those bougie little bitches who thought her shit didn’t stink.
 
                 I was right.
 
                 The little girl went to college, to Carnegie Mellon University at that, and came from a two parent household with three sisters.  Her mom was a teacher and her dad worked at West Penn Hospital. Prince ain’t have no business fucking with a girl who came from that kind of background.  Their family was one step below the fucking Huxtables!
 
                 Prince didn’t need to be involved with no spoiled little chick like that.  He came from street royalty.  If he was to ever get bagged, that little girl would not ride with him.  I knew her type.  She didn’t understand street politics or why he led the life that he did.  She even talked him into going legit!  She wanted him to be someone that he wasn’t, filling his head with all kinds of nonsense about how he could be doing so much more with his life.  He had been the number one arms trafficker in Western Pennsylvania for the past ten years, even though he thought I didn’t know it.  I don’t know why he would ever think that; my ear stayed glued to the street.
 
    Everyone got their guns from him.  From assault rifles to pistols, Prince had you covered.  He was a millionaire a few times over easily by the time he decided to give it up.  I didn’t understand why he would want to walk away from such a lucrative operation instead of expanding into the Eastern part of the state.  He never gave me a reason, since he thought I had no idea what he was doing in the first place.  Shit, he didn’t have to tell me why.  I knew it was because of her.
 
   The main reason I couldn’t stand her though was because she reminded me so much of Prince’s biological mother.  Prince’s father, Big Mike, had run an escort service for high-class call girls and I was his bottom bitch for as long as I could remember.  Being under his wing, I learned several other lucrative hustles besides selling pussy and started to build an empire of my own.  
 
   After years of making money together, Big Mike started dropping hints that he wanted to retire, from the escort service anyway, and start a family.  I looked at him like he was blind, deaf, dumb and stupid.  Wasn’t no way I was pushing a baby out my ass for him or nobody else.  I don’t know where he got that crazy ass idea from but I talked him out of it at every chance I got.  I was not willing to slow down and have a fucking baby.  I had shit to do and a criminal enterprise to run.  And so did he.
 
   I should have caught on to the fact that some other bitch had his nose wide open when talk of having a family abruptly stopped altogether.  I didn’t though… at least not at first.  I did notice that he spent a lot more time with Freddie, one of the new girls but I thought nothing of it.  She was new and he had to break her in.  I knew how the game went and while I may not have liked it, I respected it.
 
   I noticed the way he looked at her, like she was the only thing in the room.  He would get all googly eyed and shit whenever the bitch walked past.  I knew then that he had it bad for her.  What I couldn’t figure out was why.  There was nothing special about her at all; the bitch was boring if you asked me.  Even though she was selling ass like the other girls, she wasn’t like them at all.  There was an innocence about her that let you know that she shouldn’t really be in the business.  I couldn’t stand that about her.
 
   We ran a high-class operation where the girls were free to do whatever they wanted during the day, as long as they reported for their scheduled dates.  Big Mike could have run a Fortune 500 company, he ran his girls and other illegal businesses so well.  None of them ran or dipped out on us, because Big Mike made it clear that he wasn’t holding them.  If they wanted to go, they were free to leave.  The money made them stay.
 
   Freddie was the only one who took classes down at the community college during the day.  I could never understand that shit.  Why would she take classes to get a degree so she could make less money than she did working for us?  Yet, she was adamant.  Anytime she wasn’t working, her nose was buried in a book.  I couldn’t stand her stuck up ass and wanted her to go.  Her head wasn’t where it needed to be to be a successful call girl.  I told Big Mike that shit over and over again, but he wouldn’t listen.  He kept her around, regardless of how I felt about it.    After a while he became disrespectful with it, flaunting their relationship around town and not caring who knew about it.  It made me look like a punk and a fool that some young bitch could come steal my man.  Yet, I refused to leave.  I had worked hard to earn my spot in his empire.  No one was taking it from me without a fight.
 
   When Freddie became pregnant, Big Mike immediately claimed the baby, even though there was no way of knowing that it was his for sure.  She was a fucking whore, after all.  He insisted that the baby was his though, and nine months later when she gave birth, I had to begrudgingly agree with him.  The baby boy looked just like him.
 
   Things began to change.  Big Mike had a woman he was in love and a son; he pretty much had the family he’d always wanted.  There was no room left for me in his life anymore.  One day he calmly informed me that he planned on leaving me to be with his woman and their baby.  He was so casual with it and announced it the same way you would tell someone you were about to run to the store.
 
   I was not about to let that happen.  Prince was three months when his mother “disappeared.”  Later her body was found floating in the Monongahela River.  Big Mike was devastated.  I comforted him and promised to raise his son as my own.  I changed his name to Prince and he had been my baby boy ever since then.  I did love him like I gave birth to him.  
 
   Big Mike always suspected me of having something to do with Freddie’s disappearance but couldn’t prove it.  He never fully recovered from it though.  It seemed that a piece of him died when they pulled her body from that river.  I could care less though.  We were still together making money hand over fist, and that’s all that mattered.
 
   I shook my head to stop my trip down memory lane.  That’s what happened whenever Prince’s little stuck up girlfriend Sierra was mentioned.  She reminded of Freddie too damn much.  I would never accept her.  Matter of fact, I had no intentions on letting Prince marry her.  I thought that their relationship would have run its course by now, but it only seemed to get stronger.  That meant I had work to do.
 
   I decided I would go to Prince’s holiday dinner.  I had trusted Chloe to get the girl out of the way by now so that she and my son could be together, but so far she hadn’t been doing a very good job of it.  Sierra and Prince had only gotten closer.  Prince always used to say that Chloe wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer.  I hated to admit that it, but the boy was right.  Looked like I would have to come between the happy couple myself.
 
   I put on a winter white sweater dress with a diamond Chanel brooch and some winter white suede boots that came over my knee with fringes.  The boots and the brooch were a gift from Prince.  I slid on the ruby necklace, made sure each one of my red curls were in place and headed out to see my son.
 
   I pulled up the same time as a black Ford Explorer.  Always one to observe my surroundings, I stayed in my car to see who was getting out.
 
   The back doors opened and two teenage girls that resembled Sierra climbed out.  They walked up to the house and walked right on in without ringing the doorbell.
 
   The driver’s side door opened and the man that I saw get out made my lips curl into a smile.  Daniel Lucas was one of my faithful clients.  He had been a client of mine for so long that even when I stopped turning tricks years and years ago, and moved from working girl to Madame to out of the game altogether, I continued to turn tricks with him.  He couldn’t get enough of me.  I kept my heart and feelings closed off to him because a woman in my position couldn’t afford to fall in love, especially with one of her Johns, but if I was a different kind of woman that walked a different path in life, I would have been able to enjoy him.  I would have definitely taken him from that square wife of his.
 
   So Daniel Lucas was Sierra’s father.  The father that was supposed to have been so perfect, the man that Prince looked up to, the man that was supposed to be a modern day Cliff Huxtable was nothing more than a regular John.  Ha!  I couldn’t wait to get into the house and see his face. 
 
   Christmas dinner was about to become very interesting.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
   “Are you single?  Are you taken?” 
 
   Omarion ft. Pusha T and Fabolous “Know You Better”
 
   Trina
 
                 I double-checked my appearance in the full-length mirror by the front door before walking out.  I blocked out the mess that had accumulated in the living room, kitchen and small dining room as I made sure I looked up to par.
 
                 Once again my mother had forced me out of the house, this time using the excuse that it was a holiday.  So?  I didn’t care that it was Christmas.  Who did I have to wake up to?  I was single with no kids.  Christmas was just another day to me.  I was content to sit in the house, feeling sorry for myself.
 
                 But nooo.  Sierra and Prince were hosting a big dinner at their house, and my mother insisted that I be there.  Plus my mom wanted me there early to help out with the food, so I guess I had to go.
 
                 It took some real effort to drag myself out of bed and get myself together.  I knew I had to though.  My mom only had two words for me after she told me about the dinner:  “Look presentable”.  I didn’t feel presentable but obviously no one cared about how I felt.
 
                 So I took a long hot bath to prepare myself for all the sickening public displays of affection I was sure to see between Prince and my sister.  After soaking for more than a half hour, I felt like I was ready to face them and pretend that I was happy for them.  I wrapped myself in one of the good towels Sierra kept hanging in the bathroom and went to her room to find something decent to wear.  I paid no attention to the extreme mess and clutter of the bedroom as I stood in front of her closet.  It actually didn’t bother me.  Why should it?  It wasn’t my house.
 
                 I knew I would have to wear something of Si’s.  Sitting around depressed and eating had made me gain a few pounds.  As a result, all of my clothes fit way too tight and were uncomfortable.  Sierra had always been thicker than me, so I didn’t have a choice but to wear something of hers.  I scanned the closet and found a red Michael Kors sweater dress with the tags still on.  I tried it on and fell in love with the way it fit my body.  I popped the tags on it and kept it on.  I didn’t feel bad about wearing one of my sister’s brand new dresses either.  She had left it behind when she moved in with Prince so she obviously didn’t want it.
 
                 My hair was a harder issue to tackle.  It was in a messy ponytail as usual.  I had to take my time and straighten each strand till it fell bone straight past my shoulders.  Then I put on some Ruby Woo by Mac lipstick and mascara.  My look was finally complete and I had to admit I looked and felt good, despite the extra pounds.  I finally felt like the old me.
 
                 I looked so good as a matter of fact that I decided to snap my first selfie in months, complete with a red Chanel clutch Si had also left behind.  I cropped out the messy background and posted it on Instagram and Facebook with the caption “I’m back!!”
 
                 I pulled up to Sierra’s house the same time as a white Range Rover.  I climbed out slowly so I could be nosey and see who was getting out of that truck.  Once I saw the man that got out, I was glad that I had taken the extra time and effort with my appearance.
 
                 He was tall, over six feet, copper-colored with a muscular build.  He had slanted brown eyes and sexy full lips that curved into a beautiful smile showing off pretty pearly white teeth when he saw me.  The red leather coat that he wore matched the Giuseppe Zanotti sneaks on his feet perfectly.  Diamonds clear as day shined bright from his ears.  The closer he got to me, the better view I got of the Hublot watch on his wrist.  I decided right then and there that I had to get to know him, whoever he was.   I didn’t know if he a woman or not; it didn’t matter at that moment. I was attracted to a man for the first time since Andrew left me at the altar months ago.
 
                 “Hey how you been?” he asked me as we walked towards the house.
 
                 He asked me that like he already knew me.  I was confused.
 
                 My confusion must have showed on my face.  He laughed and said, “Oh you don’t remember me?  I was at Sierra’s surprise birthday party.  I’m Prince’s cousin, Javon.”
 
                 Now that he said something, I vaguely remembered his face from the party.  I had such an attitude that day though that I barely spoke to anyone.  “Oh yeah, okay.  I remember now.  I wasn’t really feeling well that day.”
 
                 He looked me up and down, boldly.  “You look like you feeling well today.”
 
                 I smiled and rang the doorbell.  “Thank you.  I’m feeling better too,” I flirted as I stared at him.
 
                 “Oh yeah?” he said with a smile.
 
                 My mom answered the door before I could respond.  Javon put his hand in the small of my back and led me into the house.  I gave my mom a quick hug, then walked into the kitchen with Javon.  
 
                 I had a good feeling about him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
   “It’s about to go down”
 
   Jay Z ft. Pharell “Give It To Me”
 
   Prince
 
                 Hosting a big Christmas dinner at my house had seemed like a great idea.  We would try to once again bring our families together, then tell them about the Valentine’s Day wedding we wanted to have.  Sierra was really family oriented, and I wanted to show her I could be too.
 
                 Inviting Red was a no brainer.  At the end of the day, she was my mother.  I wouldn’t force Sierra on her, since she didn’t like her for whatever reason, but I did want to spend the holidays with the both of them.  Red had to get used to the fact that Sierra wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.
 
                 Sierra had no problem with that; as a matter of fact, she encouraged it and even picked out a ruby necklace to give to her.  Her only request was that I keep Red under control.  I could understand why she would say that, given some of Red’s past antics, so I promised I would.
 
     Last night, I snuck in her house and put the necklace on her nightstand drawer along with her card so she could see them as soon as she woke up.  I had no idea if she would come or not but I was hoping that she would.  Sierra’s parents had asked to meet my mother on more than one occasion.  Christmas seemed as good a time as any.
 
                 When she walked in the door, I was so happy to see her.  We hadn’t been close in months since she didn’t approve of Sierra.  I missed her.  
 
                 She came right after Sierra’s parents and little sisters, Kiana and Briana.  Right after she got there, Javon and Trina arrived.  We finally had our families under one roof.  What could go wrong?
 
                 Shit.  What didn’t go wrong.
 
                 Red came in looking great as usual in some boots and jewelry I had bought her.  I was glad to see her and even happier that she was wearing my gifts.  It made me realize just how much I had missed her. 
 
                 I gave her the biggest hug I could to let her know just how much I loved her.  “Merry Christmas Red!  You stepped out dressed to impress today huh?”
 
                 “Always do,” she responded, dusting her shoulders off.  
 
                 We both laughed.  Before Sierra came into my life, we had been very close. I had truly missed her.  She was one hell of a woman in my book.  Not too many women were willing to take on their husband’s side baby and raise them as their own.  She did and never once did I feel unloved. I would be forever grateful to her for loving me as her own flesh and blood.  If she hadn’t done that, who knows what would have happened to me?  My father made sure I was taken care of and taught me how to make money, but a parental figure he wasn’t.
 
                 For a minute, I wondered if Sierra would be as understanding as Red had been and accept the child I had on the way by another woman.  I doubted it, but still hoped for the best for the sake of our relationship.  I never wanted to be without her, but I could never be with a woman that couldn’t accept my child either.  I didn’t know what to do.
 
                 I shook my head.  I wasn’t going down that road today; thinking of Maria, the baby and the consequences that would come with them had consumed enough of my time.  It was Christmas and I was determined to enjoy myself.  I gave Red a quick hug and led her to the living room.  Out the corner of my eye, I saw Mr. Daniel, Sierra’s father, eyeballing the hell out of Red.  On the one hand, I couldn’t blame him.  She was tall, light skinned and still built real nice despite her age.  Her hair was naturally red and curly, which she always wore past her shoulders and she only wore the best shit.  Plus her face was beautiful.  I had to give it to her; she still caught the eye of niggas my age.
 
                 Still, it was bold of Mr. Daniel to have his eye on Red the way he did with his wife present.
 
                 When everyone was there that we invited, we sat down to eat.  Sierra and her mother had gone all out with dinner.  We had a baked ham, turkey, greens, potato salad, candied yams, dressing and rolls.  I couldn’t wait to make bout three or four plates.
 
                 “Let’s say grace,” Ms. Felicia said.
 
                 We all bowed our heads.  Before she could say anything, Red spoke.  “I just want to say it is so nice to be here with my son and my old friend Daniel.”  She smiled at Ms. Felicia, who looked a little shocked.  “Carry on,” Red told her with a wave of her hand.
 
                 I shook my head but decided I wouldn’t say anything to Red in front of Sierra’s family.  She knew I felt she was out of line by the look I gave her.  She shrugged.
 
                 Ms. Felicia said a quick prayer and we all began to eat.  She didn’t let it go though.  “So… Red… how do you know Daniel?”
 
                 Red smirked.  “We’re old friends,” she responded in a tone that implied they were much more than that.  
 
                 Sierra shot me a look, darted her eyes towards Red, then looked back at me.  I knew she had caught on to what Red really meant.  From the tension that suddenly settled around the table, it was safe to say that we all had.  I didn’t know what Sierra expected me to do about it though.  I couldn’t control what came out of her mouth.
 
                 Sierra’s mom raised her eyebrows. “Really?  How old?”  She turned to Mr. Daniel who actually looked unbothered.  “Baby I thought I knew all your friends.”
 
                 “Obviously a few slid through the cracks, ain’t that right Danny?” Red responded.  Then she winked at Mr. Daniel who had the nerve to actually smile back at her.  Their vibe screamed more than friendship and everyone sitting around that table knew it.  What the fuck was going on? 
 
                 “What is your mother doing?” Sierra hissed at me.
 
                 “I don’t know baby,” I answered.  “I didn’t even know she knew your dad.”
 
                 “Okay cut the bullshit, what is going on here?” Ms. Felicia snapped.  “And Daniel don’t you fucking lie to me.”
 
                 “Mom, I’m sure its nothing,” Sierra said as she glared at me.  “Calm down.  Let’s eat.”
 
                 “No, I want to know how they know each other,” Ms. Felicia shot back defiantly.
 
                 “She told you we’re old friends,” Mr. Daniel said casually.  “I don’t see what the problem is.  I did have friends and a life before you, Felicia.”  He rubbed her hand.  “Don’t cause a scene about nothing.”
 
                 Ms. Felicia glared at him, then my mother, but started to eat her food.  
 
                 The tension was thick and everyone seemed uncomfortable besides Red and Mr. Daniel.  They had a good old time chopping it up and laughing while everyone else looked on and wondered just how well they knew each other.  While I couldn’t check her pops, I would be talking to Red later about her disrespectful behavior.
 
   By the time Trina brought out a peach cobbler for dessert, Ms. Felicia was entirely fed up.  And from the way Sierra reacted when she saw her sister walking out, I guess she was too… For an entirely different reason though.
 
   “Trina I been looking at you all day wondering… Is that my brand new Michael Kors dress you got on?”
 
   My eyes widened.  The table was completely silent again, waiting on Trina’s response.  I shook my head at Sierra for putting Trina on the spot like that.
 
   Trina slammed the dessert down on the table and glared at her.  “Yeah it is.  But why would you ask me that in front of everyone?”
 
   Sierra shrugged.  “You wearing it in front of everyone like its yours. Why would you put on my brand new dress?  It was a gift from Prince.  The tags were still on it!”
 
   “Si, chill,” I said as I put my hand on hers.  “This ain’t the time or place to be putting your sister out there like that.”
 
   “Ha!” she snorted.  “You can say something to me, but you ain’t say a word to your mother for disrespecting my mother all night?”
 
   Red chuckled, like she got a kick out of pissing Sierra off.  
 
   “What are you laughing at, old friend?” Ms. Felicia snapped at Red.
 
   Things were starting to get out of control.  I looked at Javon and Mr. Daniel to help me put the lid on this.  We had three angry black women – Sierra, her mother and her sister – sitting around our table.  It would get worse before it got better if we didn’t calm them down.
 
   Only they didn’t seem like they wanted to stop anything.  Mr. Daniel still looked infatuated with Red and Javon seemed amused.
 
   “Nothing,” Red answered flatly, but that one word spoke volumes and we all heard it.
 
   “Red, chill,” I warned her.
 
   She had already taken Sierra’s mom past her limit though.  Before I could stop her, Ms. Felicia blessed Red with her glass of red wine. 
 
   And that’s when all hell broke loose.
 
   Red looked down at the wine stain spreading across her dress, then at Ms. Felicia in complete anger.  Before I could stop her, she had reached across the table and drug Sierra’s mom clear across it before tossing her on the floor. Sierra and her sisters jumped on Red’s back before I could blink.  It was a harder than a mouthafucka to pull four women off of Red without wanting to do something to them. Granted they were females but she was my mom!  Nobody liked to see anyone jump on their mother, no matter how much she may have antagonized her victim into fighting her.
 
   Me, Mr. Daniel and Javon had our work cut out for us breaking up that girl fight.  Even though they hadn’t been fighting for but a second before Sierra and her sisters jumped in, once we got them separated I could see Red had done some damage to Ms. Felicia.  Her lip was busted and her face was bruised.  In her hand Ms. Felicia held a patch of Red’s curly hair.
 
   “How old are you, pulling hair!” Red said with a laugh as she straightened herself out.  She shook her head and all of her red curls bounced right back into place.  “That’s some shit little girls do.  I see why your husband was so eager to make conversation with me tonight.  He probably ain’t been around a real bitch like me in years.”
 
   “Red, shut up!” I spat at her.  She was only making shit worse.
 
   “No Prince, you shut up!” Sierra yelled at me.  “You could have stopped all this at the table!  I knew she would ruin our dinner but you just had to fucking invite her!”
 
   “Whoa,” I said with my hand up.  “Chill with talking about Red like that, for real.  We wasn’t gone keep having family functions without her.”
 
   “She doesn’t want to be apart of our family, Prince!  Look at what she did!”  Sierra gestured around our dining room.  Broken dishes, glasses and food was everywhere.  “She only came here to start trouble! I bet money she came to break us up cause she knew we planned on getting married!”
 
   I shook my head and looked around at everyone.  Javon was standing off to the side with Red that amused look still plastered across his face. Sierra’s sisters were talking to their parents.  And me and my woman were arguing. Again.  This was not how I pictured Christmas turning out.  “So this is all her fault, Sierra?  Your dad wasn’t flirting with her all night?  Your mom didn’t throw her drink on her?  Everything is on her?”
 
   Sierra refused to hear any of that.  “She never does wrong in your eyes Prince.  And now you’ve let her ruin our holiday.  This should have never happened.  But it did, and I blame you for it.”
 
   I chuckled a little and looked around again.   My dining room, ruined.  Mr. Daniel and Ms. Felicia were arguing.  Red was shaking her head as she stared down at her dress. Kiana and Briana were glaring at me with the same accusing look as their sister.  Trina was staring at Sierra with a look so full of hate it shocked me.
 
   “You weren’t wrong at all huh?  Calling Trina out like that wasn’t wrong?  Don’t try to blame Red for ruining this dinner, Sierra.  You and your father did that all on your own.”
 
   She smirked.   “You would say that.”
 
   “Yeah I would.”  I looked at her.  I loved my Honey to death but right now, at this very moment, I was sick of her ass always playing victim.  Nothing was ever her fault, even though it was plain as day that her and her father that caused this whole situation.  Yeah Red shouldn’t have been flirting with her dad but shit, it took two!  Mr. Daniel should have fell back.  He was the one there with his wife.  And Sierra calling her sister out the way she had was dead wrong.  I refused to take the blame for this one.
 
   “Look, why don’t you get your mom on outta here, make sure she gets home.  I’ll see you whenever.”
 
   Sierra raised her eyebrow.  “You’ll see me whenever?”
 
   “Yeah man,” I said shortly as I looked around my dining room for the third time.  The sight of it was pissing me off.  “Whenever.  It don’t really matter to me at this point when you make it back since we ain’t seeing eye to eye about this anyway.”
 
   “Prince are you serious right now?” she snapped.  “It’s Christmas!”
 
   “Do it feel like Christmas to you?” I snapped back at her.  “Do it?  Hell naw!  And I don’t wanna spend the rest of the night arguing with you about this shit so I’ll see you whenever!”
 
                 She nodded again.  “You got it,” she said quietly.  “Come on y’all,” she snapped to her little sisters.  I watched as she walked up to her mom and grabbed her hand.  Her mother glared at Mr. Daniel like she hated him, then walked out with Sierra.  Trina followed them.
 
                 I stood off to the side as Sierra left.  For once I didn’t feel bad about her leaving and I didn’t want to chase after her.  She acted like this whole incident was Red’s fault when it was a combination of Red and her parents that ruined Christmas.  No way was I about to chase after her when she was acting like a spoiled brat, and I wasn’t gone let her place all the blame on Red.  So I let her go.
 
   I expected Mr. Daniel to go after his wife but to my complete surprise, he walked over to Red and began talking to her.  Something was definitely going on with them and I was determined to find out what it was.
 
                 Javon came and stood next to me.  “Damn cousin,” he said with a shake of his head as he looked around my dining room.  It was a mess, and that was putting it nicely.  “They turned up in here.”
 
                 “Didn’t they?” I sighed.
 
                 “Man hell yeah!  And you know I was feeling shorty till I found out she rock her little sister’s clothes.  I don’t know about all that.  That shit ain’t sexy,” he joked.
 
                 I laughed but still felt sorry for Trina for the way Sierra put her business out there.  “She good peoples man.  Don’t do her like that.”
 
                 “We’ll see… So you thought about that other thing yet?”
 
                 I gestured around my dining room.  “Do it look like I’m thinking bout that shit right now man?”
 
                 He nodded.  Even though I knew he wanted to probe further, he had the good sense not to.  “Aight well get at me.”  He left out.
 
                 Mr. Daniel left soon after that, leaving me alone with Red.
 
                 She went to work cleaning my dining room.  “Before you even start Prince, that bougie bitch asked for it.”
 
                 I looked at her skeptically.  “How?  You was flirting with her husband the whole time they were here and you basically said her daughter was nothing!”
 
                 Red waved her hand.  “I ain’t never said no shit like that.  You so damn sensitive when it comes to that girl, it’s sickening.  And I’ll tell you how she asked for it son.”  She stopped picking up the broken dishes for a second and put her hand on her hip.  “She threw a drink on me like she don’t know who the fuck I am!  I done fucked bitches up for much less than and you know it Prince.  Bitch better check my resume,” she fumed before going back to cleaning.
 
                 Any other time I would have laughed.  Red’s O.G. status was well known.  She had put in more work in these streets than most old heads.  Still, there was no way that Sierra’s college graduate, schoolteacher mother knew anything about all that.
 
                 Right now, I wasn’t in the mood to laugh though.  True, Ms. Felicia tossed the drink but Red had been nit picking with her the whole time.  That shit was just childish.
 
   I was pissed at both Red and Sierra.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
   “I don’t think it’s meant to be…” 
 
   Jay Z “Lost Ones”
 
   Sierra
 
                 I walked up the steps to my off campus apartment severely pissed off.  I couldn’t believe that Prince didn’t see the fault of his mother’s ways and how she alone had ruined our Christmas.  She had been in my father’s face all night!  Everyone saw it.
 
                 “I told him he needed to control her if she was gonna come!” I snapped to myself, pissed.  “I knew she was gonna fuck shit up!  That’s all she does!”  I put my key in the lock, turned it… and couldn’t believe the mess that greeted me when I stepped inside.
 
                 There was shit everywhere.  Clothes, food wrappers, dishes, glasses… it was piled up all over the place.  I slowly made my way to the living room, kicking a trail through all the clutter. When I saw food stains all over my white suede couch, I damn near went through the roof.  That couch had cost me damn near two thousand dollars!  I kept it in the best condition the whole time I was staying here.  I leave for a few months, come back and it looked like Bebe’s Kids had their way on my shit.
 
                 Steam was coming from my ears, I was so pissed.  I had no problem letting Trina stay here after Andrew ditched her but this was unacceptable.  She was taking advantage of me, from wearing my clothes to turning my apartment into a pigsty.  She was ungrateful, plain and simple.
 
                 Each room I walked into was worst than the last.  Every step I took made my temperature rise more and more.  I didn’t understand why she would do this to my spot when she had to pay for nothing.  The automatic withdrawals for the lights, gas and cable still came out of my checking account every month, the reason being that I didn’t want to have to go back to my parents just in case things with Prince didn’t work out.  I wanted to have my own space to go back to.  I was glad that I had kept everything on with the way things were going between us.  It looked like I was going to be here for a while.
 
                 I grabbed some garbage bags, Lysol and bleach and cleaned until it was spotless.  The whole time I thought of Prince.  I was starting to think our relationship just wasn’t meant to be.  He made me so happy but so sad at the same time.  I didn’t know if I was coming or going when it came to him.  One minute we were moving our wedding up to Valentine’s Day, the next minute I was walking out on him and he was letting me.  Being happy with someone shouldn’t take this much work and have this many ups and downs.  I was about to be over it, him and the whole damn relationship if this was all I was going to get out of it.
 
                 I thought of his face as I left and sighed out of frustration.  He’d known I was mad and didn’t give a fuck.  That was the part that pissed me off.  He had let me go!  I had been gone for going on two hours now, on Christmas no less, and he had not sent one text or made one phone call to try and get me to come back home. He didn’t even seem to care that I left so fuck it, I would stay gone.  I wasn’t the one in the wrong here, but I never was.  Prince was constantly messing up.  I was sick of breaking up to make up every other month.  Maybe this time we needed to stay broken up.
 
                 A key turned in the lock.  Trina walked in, saw me and rolled her eyes like the sight of me in my own apartment made her sick.  “I’m only here to change my dress.”
 
                 I scoffed.  “You mean my dress.”
 
                 “Whatever, I need to get out of it.  I’m exhausted.”
 
                 I glared at her with my hand on my hip.  “Oh yeah?  And where were you going to sleep, Trina?  In the bed that was piled high with clothes and crumbs?  The couch that had everything under the sun on it?  Tell me, where were you going to sleep?”
 
                 Trina sighed dramatically.  “Okay so it was a little messy.  So what?  You know I was going through something when Andrew left me at the altar like that, Sierra.”  Her voice started to tremble. “I could barely get off that couch to wash my ass, let alone clean this house.”
 
                 For a second, I felt sorry for her.  Just for one second.  That situation had changed her.  There was no denying that.  My sister definitely wasn’t the same person she was before that happened.  Then that pity turned into irritation.  Andrew had left Trina at the altar over six months ago.  At this point, I felt like she was using that as an excuse for everyone to continue to feel sorry for her.
 
   “How long are you going to use that an excuse, Trina?  I let you stay here rent-free and you in here messing up my furniture, dirtying the place up…  It’s time to get your life back on track and move on!  Andrew ain’t thinking about you!”  
 
   The moment the words left my mouth, I felt bad.  Yes she needed to hear them, but not the way that I said it and especially not after the dinner at my house.
 
   Trina’s facial expression went from sad to utter disbelief.
 
   “Trina, I didn’t mean it like that …” I started but she held her hand up to stop me.
 
   “No its cool, you been saying smart shit to me all day so I’m gonna take it as that’s the way you really feel,” she cut me off.  She picked up her bag she’d set on the end table when she first walked in –which, upon closer inspection, was also mine- then turned and looked at me.  “You wanna know something Sierra?  You think you are so perfect.  You’re going to graduate from college in the spring, you stopped taking Mom and Dad’s handouts, you’re an independent woman…” She laughed.  “And I guess you think you got the perfect man too.  I mean you must.  Up here telling me how Andrew ain’t thinking about me, right?”  When I didn’t respond right away, she chuckled.
 
   “Sis, no I don’t.  And I’m so sorry, I should have never said that,” I said genuinely.  “I’m just upset with the way everything happened with Prince earlier and…”
 
   “Prince ain’t perfect, Sierra,” Trina went on, like I had never spoke.  “You wanna talk about Andrew, well how about I tell you how Prince was out looking real cozy with some Puerto Rican looking bitch right after your birthday and guess what?  She looked pregnant to me,” she spat.
 
   A pregnant Puerto Rican chick?  Right after my birthday?  Quick as a flash my mind flashed back to my birthday when I pulled up to my house and stopped the “judge” from confronting my man.  I had noticed she was built like a porn star but now I tried to think back really hard to see if I could remember a small bump in her stomach.  
 
   I couldn’t.
 
   “Merry Christmas sis,” Trina said sarcastically as she walked out the front door.
 
   I barely heard her.  All I could think of was Prince and that Maria chick… lying to me to my face about who she was and why she was there… to confront my man at my house on my birthday!
 
   Prince…. His smooth ass had done it to me again. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
   “Rebel for the hell of it…” 
 
   T.I. “I’m Illy”
 
   Javon
 
                 It had been a month since that crazy dinner at Prince’s house.  My cousin was still upset bout that whole thing.  I don’t know why.  The way Red drug ole girl across the table was gangster to me.  What did Prince expect?  She threw a whole drink on Red.  He had to know his moms wasn’t letting that shit slide.  That whole scene actually made me proud to call Red my aunt.  I was happy to see she still had it after all this time.
 
                 In the mean and in between time, I had been entertaining baby girl I met over there.  Sierra’s sister Trina.  Fucking with her proved to beneficial for the both of us.  I can admit that I needed a nice girl to help me keep it all together.  The money that I spent tricking on these hoes was ridiculous.  Meeting Trina and getting to know her made me realize that I would much rather invest all that money into one bitch.  I thought I’d be able to do that with Lissa at one point, but the bitch started to shoot up.  She was losing mad weight and her looks were starting to fade away.  The bitch was on her way to looking like trailer trash.  I couldn’t have that on my arm.
 
                 Trina, on the other hand, was just right.  She was pretty, thick in all the right places, and ready to wait on me hand and foot.  She basically showered me with attention.  I knew how ole boy had left her high and dry so I knew her insecurities were part of the reason why she treated me the way that she did.  I was the first nigga she liked since that happened.  I guess she ain’t wanna lose me too.  I didn’t mind a bitch giving me all her attention; matter of fact I loved it.  It helped that I was feeling the hell out of her.  She was cool as shit, could cook her ass off, and we could chill together with no problem.  I found myself liking her so much that I didn’t even want any other bitches.  She would do just fine.
 
                 My love life was going well but everything else was a different story.  Every time I turned around one of Kas’ niggas were approaching me.  They wanted the money or the product.  I was out of product and had no plans of paying him back with the money I had on deck so they were shit out of luck.  Even though they were putting the pressure on, I still didn’t take them serious.  This was Kaseem, the same nigga that got sent to the store on blunt runs.  How much of a threat could he be?
 
    I had planned on paying him back with the money I would get from the partnership we would do with Nas just so they could get off my back; the only thing was, a month had passed since I told Prince he wanted to do business with us and he still hadn’t made no moves yet.  So I decided to take matters into my own hands and meet with the hood Donald Trump my damn self, which was why I was now pulling up in front of the rec center on Paulson up Lincoln.
 
   It was Nas’ idea to meet here.  He seemed to really have love in his heart for that center.  He poured money into the after school programs, the hoop leagues, the summer camps and a bunch of other shit.  Personally I didn’t see why he would waste his time putting so much money into a place that wasn’t making him a profit but fuck it.  To each his own.
 
   Nas was sitting in a black Porsche Panemera.  He hit the locks and let me in out of the bitter cold.  I sat inside and looked around in awe.  The inside of the car had so many gadgets the shit looked like a spaceship.  This nigga was doing it big for real… and with legal money.  He could ride around and floss confidently, knowing that he could prove he had the income to have those things.  I needed to get like him.  I mean don’t get me wrong, I flossed, but it was always me spending my last because I knew more was coming in.  I was tired of living like that.
 
   “Wassup,” Nas greeted me, putting his phone in his pocket.
 
   “Shit, wassup with you?” I responded as I got a closer look at him.  He had on a black Nike hoodie with some black jeans.  The only jewels he sported were the diamonds in his ears.  He reminded me of Prince, looking all low key when he had the money to blow.  
 
   In a complete contrast to him, I had on Tom Ford jeans with a matching Tom Ford shirt, Balenciaga sneaks and black diamonds in my ear.  My Hublot watch sat nice on my wrist. 
 
   “Ain’t nothing,” he responded casually.  “I see you doing well for yourself,” he said with a nod towards my wrist.
 
   “You know me, nigga.  Every time I go out, you know I gotta show out,” I joked as I quoted Jeezy, popping the collar on my leather coat.
 
   “Yeah you got that.  So what’s good?  I was surprised you wanted to meet up with me today.”
 
   My demeanor changed from jokes to all business.  “Yeah man.  I want to get this show on the road.  I know you had some ideas for us to expand and go into bigger business than just the dry cleaners and the Laundromats and I’m all for it.”
 
   Nas didn’t respond for a minute.  When he did, he shot me a confused look.  “I know you are.  I already sat down with Prince and we made a blueprint.  I thought y’all was partners.  He didn’t tell you that?”
 
   Instantly, I grew angry.  Here I was ducking punk ass Kaseem cause I was waiting for the money from this partnership to pay him, and Prince had went behind my back and talked to Nas without me?
 
   “Naw…” I said slowly.  “I ain’t talked to him.”
 
   Nas’ facial expression didn’t change.  “Well you need to.  You know I fucks with you, Javon.  I like the way you got shit running.  Y’all need to be on the same page if this shit is gone work, feel me?”
 
   I nodded, even though I was getting angrier by the second.  “What did y’all discuss though?  What’s the plan?  How we moving forward?  Did y’all sign any paperwork?”
 
   Nas shook his head repeatedly at each one of my questions.  “I ain’t bout to tell you nothing that went on in that meeting, come on now.  You know better.  Go talk to your partner.”  He shifted his car out of park and into drive,  a sure sign that this meeting was over.
 
   I wanted to pressure him to ask more questions but I knew better.  He wouldn’t give me any more information than he had already given me, but besides that the nigga had a calm aura about him that just warned you he was not to be fucked with.  He had a rep now of being a great businessman, but I remembered how people would whisper his name when a few bodies came up missing.  Nothing was ever proved, and he was such a likeable guy that people gave him love out of respect, not fear, but still.  Those in the know knew he wasn’t one to play with.
 
   I got out his whip and climbed back in my own.  I couldn’t believe that this nigga, my own flesh and blood, had went behind my back and snaked me like that.  The nigga wouldn’t have an empire if it wasn’t for me!  Who the fuck did he think he was to take business meetings without me? 
 
   The whole ride back to my house, I blew Prince up.  He didn’t respond to any of my texts or phone calls.  That only pissed me off even more.
 
                 When I walked in the house, Trina was walking out from the kitchen with nothing but a g-string on and some heels.  I was so hot I barely looked at her as I rushed back to my room, opened my nightstand drawer and pulled out my stash.
 
                 She walked in the room as I was opening a bundle.  I put it on the copy of Essence she had there and sniffed away.  
 
                 “Baby…” She sat next to me, her eyes wide.  “What are you doing?”
 
                 The whole time we’d been together I’d never gotten high in front of her.  She was a good girl and I didn’t want her to know what I was into.  I was so mad at Prince right now though that I needed something to bring me down before I drove over to his house and did something stupid.  
 
                 “Taking my medicine,” I responded as I leaned back against the headboard.  That euphoria was starting to come over my body and I instantly started to feel relaxed.
 
                 Trina looked at me, then at the remaining bundles on my nightstand.  Then she looked back at me again.   “Can I try some?  It looks like it makes you feel so good.”
 
                 I reached out to grab her, looking at her perfect body.  Her titties were full and perky, her nipples were hard, and her waist was small.  Her stomach wasn’t completely flat but I didn’t mind it all; more to love.  Her hips were round and that ass was poking.  I was ready to do some damage to her fine ass and forget all about Prince.
 
                 “Can I baby?  Can I try some?” she repeated in my ear before sucking on it.  “I wanna feel good too.”
 
                 I hesitated for a second.  I didn’t want her to become another Lissa.  That thought left my mind as soon as it entered it.  Lissa was a junkie.  She shot up.  She was addicted to this shit.  I wasn’t; I did it for fun or whenever I was truly stressed out.  I could stop anytime.  If Trina did it with me, I could make sure she only used it for recreation.  I wouldn’t let her get strung out, because I wasn’t.
 
                 Slowly I put another bundle on the Essence magazine.  “Take it slow baby,” I warned her as she leaned down and snorted it.  “This some good shit.”  
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
   “Making you them promises/ Then breaking your heart again/ Telling you she wasn’t who she was then we arguing/ But baby… I love you”
 
   Mario ft. Gucci Mane “Break Up”
 
   Prince
 
                 “When are you coming back Prince?”
 
                 I sat on the edge of the bed and paused before I slid my pants and shoes on.  
 
                 “Prince?  Did you hear me?”
 
                 I sighed heavily.  “Yeah.  I heard you.”  I got up then slid my T-shirt and North Face hoodie on.  I grabbed my keys then turned to face the bed.
 
                 Chloe was laying there with a sheet barely covering her body.  I looked down at her and wondered for the millionth time why she couldn’t get her shit together.  If she had, I would have been able to be with her.  We already had the time and history in with each other.  
 
                 Yet Chloe’s laziness refused to let me wife her.  She never finished high school; didn’t even have her GED.  The whole time I dealt with her she hadn’t seen fit to get a job; I guess me making sure she was taken care of gave her no desire to make money of her own.  I’d never known her to do anything except clock my movements, which was why I was surprised to see her when I ran in the Sunoco on Negley late one night, working.
 
                 I can’t lie, I felt a little bad when I saw the scar Sierra had left on her face.  Chloe had only been trying to look out for me by telling me Sierra was down Art’s all over some nigga.  She’d gotten her ass beat and stomped out by Sierra in return.  To make matters worse, when I left with Sierra, I let it be known loud and clear that she was the only one I wanted and that Chloe meant less than nothing to me.  At the time, I hadn’t felt an ounce of guilt.  Sierra’s feistiness turned me on and we “made up” all night.
 
                 Things were different now. Everything was different now. Sierra had found out the truth about Maria and had confronted me in a way that I would never forget.  
 
                 The day after Christmas, she’d showed up early in the morning.  I had passed out on the couch, done from throwing back too many shots of Henny with Red.  The drunker I got, the more I was able to block out the fact that we’d had one fucked up Christmas.
 
                 “Prince!  Get up!” she’d yelled, shoving me hard.
 
                 I woke up and saw her beautiful face in front of me.  Instantly, I felt better.  I had been mad at her the day before, yeah, but I hadn’t slept without her in damn near a year. I missed her and didn’t want to spend another night without her.  
 
                 “Baby…” I’d said as I sat up slowly, reaching for her.
 
                 She easily slid out of my reach.  “Prince, I’m only gonna ask you this once.  And I want you to tell me the truth.  No bullshit.  No lies.”
 
                 Hung over as I was, even I knew that spelled out bad news.  Whatever question Honey was about to ask me, she already had the answer to.  For whatever reason, she just wanted confirmation from me.  I decided whatever she asked me, I would tell her the truth. I was tired of all the back and forth with us and I just wanted my woman home with me where she belonged.
 
                 “I promise on my mother I’ll tell you the truth baby.  I’ll never lie to you.”
 
                 She scoffed at that.  “Oh yeah?  You won’t?  So tell me, Prince, who was that woman that came over here on my birthday?  Is she a judge?  Or is she a bitch you knocked up!”
 
                 You ever have a sobering moment?  That was mine.  I was no longer hung over.  I was as sober as a nun.  For a brief moment, I wondered how she even found out about Maria before I had the chance to tell her.  Then I pushed that to the back of my mind.  The fact that she knew was bad enough.  I could find out who told her later.
 
   I looked at her dead in her eyes then put my head down in shame.
 
                 “Answer me!!!” Sierra yelled at the top of her lungs.
 
                 I stood up and reached for her hand.  “Baby I wanted to tell you… I just didn’t know how…”
 
                 “It’s true.  Oh my God…” she moaned.  Then without warning, she fell to her knees and started bawling her eyes out.  I felt like the lowest piece of shit on the planet.
 
                 “Baby I’m sorry…” I started but she cut me off.
 
                 “No! No! No! Fuck that sorry shit!  I don’t want to hear it!  You don’t get to be sorry for this one Prince!!!” she yelled through her tears.
 
                 I kneeled next to her, feeling like my heart was breaking into a million pieces.  I never felt so bad in my life.  I just wanted to make it better.  “Baby…” I started again, but again she cut me off.
 
                 “What is it about me Prince?” she said in a voice no higher than a whisper.  “Why do you keep fucking doing this to me?  Why?  What did I do?  I did everything for you to love me and only me.  What didn’t I do for you?  How come I’m never enough for you?”
 
                 Each word she spoke was like a dagger ripped through my heart and pierced my soul.   The truth was, Sierra was as perfect as it gets.  She was beautiful, smart, intelligent, independent. I would never find another woman like her that was perfect for me and I knew that.   I also knew that I had fucked up plenty of times with my selfish actions.  She had no reason to stay with me, but she had.  This time I was scared I had pushed her too far.
 
                 “It’s not you, baby,” I whispered as wiped her tears and replaced them with kisses.  “It’s me.  It could never be you. You’re perfect.  I love you.”
 
                 “You don’t love me…”
 
                 “Shhh…” I put my finger over her lips.  Then I picked her up and carried her to our room.   I laid her on the bed and undressed her.  I kissed and licked and sucked on every part of her body.  I tasted her until she exploded in my mouth multiple times.  When I slid inside of her, it felt like I was home.  I propped her foot on my shoulder and sucked her toes while I gave her the death stroke.  I pulled out of her, spread her wide open and used my tongue the same way I had been using my dick until she came again.  I took my time with her to let her know she was the only woman that had my heart.  Nobody else meant shit to me.
 
                 We made love over and over until we passed out asleep.  I slept well for the first time in months.  Yeah, I was sad that she knew what was up, but at the same time I was happy too.  It was a huge load off my shoulders now that I didn’t have to worry about telling her about Maria and the baby.
 
                 When I woke up and rolled over, she was gone.  At first I thought she had went to the bathroom until I looked on the nightstand and saw her engagement lying on a piece of paper.  I sat up and read the note she’d left.
 
                               Prince,
 
                                             I can’t marry you.  This time you’ve gone too far and sorry ain’t enough 
 
                                             To fix it.
 
                                                                                                     Si
 
                 I tried to call her but I got the operator telling me that the number I dialed was no longer in service.  She had changed her number that fast.  I went by her place but she wasn’t there.  The next day I went to her job but they told me she didn’t work there anymore.  It was like she had disappeared into thin air.
 
                 I knew she would be hurt about the baby but I always thought I’d have room to fix it.  Now it was going on two months since I’d spoken to her.  I missed her more than a fat kid missed cake but she wasn’t fucking with me.  When I went past her crib, she didn’t answer the door even though her car was in the parking lot.  The keys I’d had to her place didn’t work, letting me know she’d changed the locks.  She was really serious about not fucking with me.
 
                 During this time, I’d run into Chloe at her job and fell into a familiar routine of taking her out and fucking her.  One thing about Chloe, no matter what she had going on in her life, when I wanted to re enter it, she let me back in and treated me as a top priority.  So I began to spend more and more time with her, even though I knew how she felt about me and would more likely than not be harder to get rid of once Sierra took me back.  I wasn’t giving up on my baby.   Chloe or any other bitch out here was no replacement for her.
 
                 “When are you coming back?” Chloe repeated, bringing me back to the present.
 
                 I shrugged. “I don’t know man.  I’ll hit you later,”
 
                 She sucked her teeth.  “You always say that and you never do.”
 
                 “I will,” I lied.  I had no intentions on talking to her ass later.  “I gotta make some moves right now, so I’ll get at you later.  Aight?”
 
                 She smiled.  “Okay.”  She puckered her lips up for a kiss.   Kissing was too personal for me, and while I used to kiss her all the time back in the day when I still had all those feelings for her, that was then.  This was now and that puppy love was long gone.  I didn’t want her.  I wanted my woman.
 
                 I pecked her cheek, then left out to meet Maria at her doctor’s appointment.  We found out the sex of the baby today.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
   “Kissing you is all that I’ve been thinking of…”
 
   Total “Kissing You”
 
   Maria
 
                 I arrived at Magee Women’s Hospital in Oakland before Prince, but I had no worries that he would show up.  Even though he wasn’t as excited as I was about the baby, he still wanted to know the sex.  He swore up and down we were having a boy.  I begged to differ.  I wanted a princess that I could spoil rotten.
 
                 He texted me that he was the hospital and I told him where the office was located.  When he walked in the room, almost every woman in there caught her breath.  Prince just had that something about him that attracted every woman he came in contact with, eight to eighty, blind crippled or crazy.  He was fine, yes, but it was something else about him that made women’s panties get wet as soon as he stepped in the room, including mine.  Every time I saw him I wanted to pull him close and kiss his sexy lips.  I don’t know if it was the pregnancy hormones or what, but I was starting to feel some type of way towards Prince.
 
                 He greeted me with a brief hug and touched my stomach.  “How you doing?”
 
                 “I’m getting fat,” I said sadly as I looked down at my stomach.  At six months pregnant, I was beginning to show and this baby was becoming a reality.  
 
                 It was also dawning on me just how fucked up it was of me to fix the DNA results.  Prince looked miserable each and every time I saw him.  When I asked him what the deal was, he swore it was nothing but I knew better.  He’d told me his girl had found out about me and the baby and had predictably left him.  I knew he loved that girl, but I never expected him to be so sad about it.  He hardly ever smiled.  If there wasn’t so much on the line for me, I would tell him the truth and have both men tested.  Unfortunately for him, I couldn’t afford to do that.  I had too much to loose if it came out that I was having an affair with my very married colleague.  So at the end of the day, he would have to continue to being sad.
 
                 “You’re barely showing,” Prince said with a hint of a smile.
 
                 “You know just the right thing to say,” I replied with a laugh.
 
                 He put his hand on my stomach again.  “Hopefully he stays still this time so we can confirm it’s a boy baking in there.”
 
                 I laughed.  “Hopefully.”  The last time we had gotten a sonogram, the baby wouldn’t open it’s legs.  We’d left the hospital grateful that the baby was healthy but disappointed that we didn’t know what I was carrying.
 
                 This time there were no disappointments.  We got back to the room, the doctor looked over the baby to make sure everything was progressing the right way, and at the end of the visit she announced we were having a boy.
 
                 Prince’s face when she announced that was a Kodak moment.  He was in awe.  He looked at the sonogram with a huge smile, then placed his hand on my stomach.  To my surprise, he leaned in and kissed my forehead.  “Thank you, Maria,” he said gratefully.
 
                 The fact that he was so happy that I was having a boy tugged at my heartstrings.  There was no way on God’s green Earth that I could allow myself to tell this man that there was a possibility this wasn’t his child.  I was doing it for his sake as well as my own.  My career was on the line, and so were his feelings.  He was ecstatic that I was having a boy.
 
                 When we left the hospital, Prince suggested that we start to get some things for the baby.  I had already started of course, but knowing the sex of the child made it more fun to shop.  We went to Babies R Us, where Prince bought an entire nursery and paid extra for it to be delivered later the same day.  We bought clothes from Burlington’s and Macy’s.  Prince even stopped in Kid’s Foot Locker and bought the baby at least six pairs of Jordans.  
 
                 By the end of our shopping spree, I was spent.  But I also got to see another side of Prince.  He was kind, considerate and compassionate.  The more time I spent with him, the more I got to see why Bree loved him so much.
 
                 We pulled up to the house I shared with Bree.  Prince came to open my driver’s side door and help me out.  I noticed Bree’s Chevy Malibu in the driveway and decided to be honest with Prince for once.
 
                 “I don’t know if it’s a good idea for you to come in here with me,” I told him.  “I haven’t been back here since the day I told you I was pregnant.  I haven’t spoken to Bree either.  Seeing you with me will probably drive her crazy.”
 
                 He shrugged.  “Yeah, it probably will.  But I’m not letting you carry all this shit in there by yourself.  Plus I want to be here when they deliver his bedroom furniture to make sure they brought everything I paid for.  We having this baby together so I’m gone be around regardless.  Bree will have to just get used to it.”
 
                 I gave him a small smile, then reached up and stroked his cheek.  “I can see why she loves you so much, Prince.  You are a good man.”
 
                 He lowered his eyes.  “I don’t know about all that,” Then he brought his gaze back up to meet mine.  “But I’m trying.”
 
                 I stood there, feeling an attraction to him that was so strong it shocked me.  The more time I spent around him, the more he did for my baby, the more it endeared him to me.  I didn’t care that Bree had loved him first or that he had lost his woman because of me.  None of that mattered.  Something about this man had me feeling things I hadn’t felt for any man in years.  He was magnetic.
 
                 Slowly, I pulled his face towards mine.  He wrapped his arms around my waist.  When our lips touched, it was like magic.  His lips were so soft and he smelled so good.  I ran my hand up to touch his dreads and parted his mouth with my tongue.  When I did that, his grip around my waist became firmer as he pulled me close with one hand and grabbed my ass with the other.  We were in our own little world, kissing like teenagers against my truck until he pulled away.
 
                 He looked at me, touched my face and shook his head.  “I’m sorry Maria.  I got a lot going on right now so going there with you ain’t really the best thing to do…”
 
                 I smiled at him to show there were no hurt feelings.  Yes I wanted him, but the smart thing to do was stop before we got too carried away.  He wasn’t the only one that had a lot going on.  I had a crazy wife and a jealous boyfriend to deal with. “It’s okay, Prince.  I understand, trust me I do.  I have a lot to deal with as well, starting with this,” I told him as I nodded my head towards the house.
 
                 He looked at the house too.  “Well let’s start taking these bags in.  Hopefully she’s sleep or somethin’.”
 
                 I smirked as I grabbed my bag off the passenger seat.  “I doubt it.  She was probably watching us from a window upstairs.”
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
   “Just can’t seem to get over/ The way you hurt me”
 
   Beyoncé “Resentment”
 
   Sierra
 
                 School was beginning to be such a drag for me.  This was my last semester and I was just ready for it to be over.  I would get my Bachelor’s in Computer Science and be ready to move on with my life, in more ways than one.
 
                 I was seriously considering leaving Pittsburgh.  There was nothing left for me here.  My engagement was broken, my parents were barely speaking, my older sister acted like she hated me and the twins, Kiana and Briana, were on their way to Howard in the fall.  So there was really no reason for me to stay.  I had been looking at job offers in Dallas and the DMV area.  I felt like I needed a brand new start once I graduated.
 
                 Leaving Pittsburgh would ensure that I would get over Prince, which was much easier said than done.  I had school, work and Leon to take my mind off of him, but I couldn’t get over the way he had hurt me.  Cheating was one thing, and I had been foolish enough to let him slide with that but now he had a baby on the way with another woman.  That was unforgivable to me.
 
                 The way he had gone about it had been bold as hell too!  That woman had came to our home, on my birthday no less, to talk to him about their child.  They had both lied to my face about it.  He had sent my ass in the house so he could talk to her! Then proposed to me that same day with a smile on his face, knowing he had a baby on the way.
 
                 Thinking back on it now, it all made sense.  The way he had become distant over the last few months, barely speaking to me, and when he did speak to me, it was to move the wedding up.  What, did he think if I married him I wouldn’t leave his ass over this?  He had a baby coming by someone other than me!  I couldn’t deal with that.  It hurt too much.  How was I supposed to handle that any other way but to leave him?
 
                 For the first week, I dealt with my pain alone.  I had no choice.  I didn’t really have girlfriends since me and my sister were so close, but now that I didn’t have her, it felt like I didn’t have anyone.  I called my mother to tell her, but she was still arguing with my father, over Prince’s mother no less.  The twins were too young to empathize with me.  They had no idea what it felt like to have the same person breaking your heart over and over again.  They had no idea how to comfort me.
 
                 I had changed my number the second I left out of Prince’s house.  My emotions were all over the place but I wanted nothing else to do with him; of that I was sure.  I went home and did the predictable thing, which was cry my eyes out for about three days straight.  I had lost my fiancée, my lover, my best friend.  I had lost my rib.  I didn’t feel whole without him.
 
                 Day four was when I decided I would wipe my tears, pick myself up and try to put the pieces of my life back together.  I was tired of crying over Prince and wondering what I did wrong to make him constantly cheat on me.  When I thought back over our relationship, I couldn’t have done things any better than I had.  I was there for him, I supported him, I comforted him, I loved him.  When he opened his businesses, I was there alongside him as his biggest cheerleader.  I wrote the business proposals for him to present to buy the Laundromats and dry cleaners.  That how much I believed in him.  I made sure he came home to a clean house and a hot meal.  His clothes were always washed, folded and put away.  I did all of this… while still being a full time student and working after school!  
 
                 Putting all of that into perspective, I realized I couldn’t have done more to make Prince love and appreciate me.  He either did or he didn’t.  And if he didn’t, that was his loss.  I changed the way I looked at our breakup, and it changed my outlook.  I refused to sit in the house crying over him one more day.
 
                 Day five I called Leon, gave him my new number, and actually got out of the house.  We went horseback riding, something very different, and I loved it.  I loved the way he treated me, like I was the most special person in his life.  He made me feel like I was actually a priority to him, and I liked that.  With him, I didn’t have to wonder if he wanted to be around me or even wanted to be with me.  I knew that he did.  He never hid his feelings from me.  
 
   Everything was going so well for me… but I still missed Prince.  I wished I could just get over him and just move on with Leon completely, but I couldn’t.  He had hurt me badly.  It cut down to the very core of my soul, and while I was learning to live with that pain, that didn’t mean that it stopped.  It was still as strong as ever.
 
   I parked my car in the downtown parking garage, got out and pinned my nametag on my shirt.  I had been so serious about not having any contact with Prince that after I changed my number, I changed the locks on my doors and relocated to a different Macy’s.  I might have been dying on the inside without him, but I had to show I meant business.  I was moving on.
 
   I went to my position behind the Polo Ralph Lauren counter in the men’s department.  Since there were no customers, I pulled out my phone and started to research the different technology companies listed in Dallas.  The city had so many opportunities for my major, and while the D.C., Maryland, Virginia area was closer, I was starting to think that the further I could get away from Pittsburgh and all of the heartbreak I’d had here, the better.
 
   “Can you put your phone down and help me please?”
 
   I took a deep breath before I even looked up.  I knew who that voice belonged to.  Standing in front of me with her hand on her hip was Chloe.  
 
   I didn’t speak a word to her as I took the Polo shirts out of her hand.  Upon ringing them up, I noticed they were all Prince’s size.  Was he back to fucking with her?  My stomach sank at the possibility.
 
   I bagged them up as she ice grilled me, still not saying a word to her.  I refused to give this bitch the satisfaction of knowing just how much her presence bothered me.  I gave her the total and waited impatiently for her payment.
 
   “I ain’t never seen you in this one, and I come down here all the time,” Chloe said before handing me a bankcard.  “I guess you gotta work now though, since Prince ain’t taking care of you no more.”
 
   So she knew we weren’t together.  For some reason, even though Prince had cheated on me multiple times and gotten another woman pregnant, I wanted to believe in my heart of hearts that he wasn’t fucking Chloe anymore.  That would kill me.  So I gave him the benefit of the doubt.  Chloe was close with Red; she could have easily found out we were broken up from her.
 
   “I’m not you,” I said simply as I handed her the debit card back with a receipt.  “Prince has never taken care of me.  I’ve always worked.”
 
   “Is that right?” she responded with a smirk.  “Well what you think about these shirts?   Think he’ll like them?”
 
   She was purposely trying to start with me.  I don’t know why when I had already beat her ass.  Once again, I refused to give her the satisfaction of seeing just how much her words bothered me.  “Ask him.  Do you need anything else?”
 
   “Yeah, just one more thing…I need you to understand that Prince is my man now.”  With a devilish grin, she showed me her left hand.  On her ring finger, bright as day, was my engagement ring I’d left on the nightstand when I left him for good. 
 
   The shock on my face must have made her feel good because she went on.  “You know what they say, right college girl?  If you love something, let it go.  If it comes back it was yours, if it don’t you’ll never know.  I knew Prince would come back to me.  It was only a matter of time.  Your stuck up ass could never keep him happy like I could.”
 
   I pictured myself jumping over the counter and beating this simple broad senseless, again, but what good would that really do? I would lose my job for jumping on a customer and besides, beating her ass wouldn’t change the fact that Prince was indeed with her again and had given her my engagement ring.  I was starting to think that he never loved me.  He couldn’t have; if he did, there was no way he could’ve cheated on me constantly, made a baby on me, and given this bitch my ring.   I believed that I had no idea who he was anymore.
 
   Still, I would never let this hoe walk around like she got the best of me over my reaction to that ring.  So once again, I decided I would have to kill her with my words.
 
   I gave a fake round of applause.  “So what, are you happy because he gave you my ring?  Read the inside, sweetheart.  It has Always My Honey inscribed in it.  Honey is what he calls me, and you wanna know why?  Because I taste sweeter than honey to him.”
 
   “See, what you fail to realize is that a simple broad like you could never be me on my worst day.  I don’t have to share my man, and I damn sure don’t take anyone’s leftovers.  Prince dealt with you for years and never made you his woman.  The only reason he would do so now is because I don’t want his ass anymore.  Even then, he gave you something that once belonged to me,”  I snickered.  “Shows how much he thinks about you.  If you sleeping in his house, its on a bed that I made him buy me.  If you sitting on his couch, it’s a couch I made him buy me.  If you cooking him a meal, it’s with the pots and pans that I made him buy me.  Even when you fucking him, you riding a dick that will always belong to me.  All I gotta do is say the word and you’re back to sideline hoe status, and we both know it,” I chuckled as more customers walked into the department.  “You’re pathetic and I feel sorry for you because you will never fully have what belongs to me.  He will never be yours cause you have no idea what it takes to keep him.  I mean look at you, in here buying him Polo shit off the sales rack.  You can’t even shop for him right.”
 
   She opened her mouth but I shut it down again.
 
   “I suggest you get the hell up outta here and out my face before I call my man and tell him I’m ready to come home and work shit out.”  The look that crossed her face let me know that she was worried about that very thing happening everyday that she was with him.  And that was enough for me.  I shooed her with my hands as if she were a child as a customer approached the counter.  “Go on now.”
 
   She walked away but not before glaring at me with eyes glittering with hatred.  
 
   I laughed at her and helped my customer. 
 
   Even though Chloe was a joke to me, I couldn’t stop thinking about her and Prince together.  I put on a good front for her, but I couldn’t lie to myself.  I was beyond hurt that he would even go back to dealing with her.  It was just one more thing that piled on top of all the pain he had had caused me.
 
   I was beginning to wonder if this hurt would ever go away.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-One
 
   “Should I stay?  Should I go?  I don’t know”
 
   Mya “Best Of Me Remix” ft. Jay Z
 
   Bree
 
                 I had been home, drinking as usual, when I heard two cars pull up in front of my house.  I walked over to my living room window and recognized Prince’s Denali and Maria’s Jeep Cherokee right away.  What I didn’t understand was why they were pulling up in front of my house together.
 
                 I hadn’t seen Maria since the day she went to tell Prince she was pregnant.  She’d never come back for any of her things, which were still packed and waiting for her by the front door.  I had no intentions on letting her stay in this house, even though there was no way I could afford it without her.  I didn’t care.  I would rather struggle in this bitch than watch her stomach grow with my man’s child.
 
                 Speaking of my man, I still had not spoken to Prince.  It bothered me more that I hadn’t spoken to him than Maria.  I didn’t understand why he had to repay me the way that he did.  I had done nothing but love him through thick and thin.  I helped him keep his name clear.  I deserved more than this.  I deserved an explanation as to why he did me like this.  I was going crazy, not being able to talk to him.
 
                 I drove past his house or sometimes just sat outside of it.  Each time I saw him, I considered approaching him but I knew him well enough to know that a public confrontation would not help matters between us.  So I wound up saying nothing and just watching him. I hoped he would answer my phone calls or one of my many text messages to discuss things but he wouldn’t.  So to see him with Maria now was enough to drive me insane.
 
                 I watched as he opened her door and helped her out the truck.  He had a gentle way with her that made my heart fill with envy.  I wanted him to be the same way with me.  
 
                 I watched as she stroked his face and pulled him close to her.  Then to my complete surprise, they started kissing right there on the street for the world to see.  That did it!  I couldn’t just sit and watch anymore.  I threw on my shoes and went to my front door.  I was ready to confront both of their ungrateful asses.
 
                 I flung my door open to just as Maria held her key in her hand.  Prince was behind her with both of his hands filled with bags.  They moved right past me like they didn’t see me standing there.
 
                 I watched as Maria showed Prince where the extra bedroom was upstairs.  He went off to drop the bags off.  Then Maria finally turned to face me.
 
                 “Bree, you look like shit,” she said flatly.
 
                 She was probably telling the truth.  I had overslept so I missed my hair appointment, my long T-shirt had food stains all over it and I held a bottle of Patron in my hand.  
 
                 I looked her over and wished I could say the same for her but I couldn’t.  Her hair looked thick and shiny as it fell to the middle of her back, her skin glowed and her eyes were bright.  She was the true definition of pregnant and glowing.  She was gorgeous.
 
                 “Why are you here?” I asked her as I swigged from my bottle.
 
                 She looked at me in disgust and rubbed her stomach.  “My son will be here in three months, Bree.  It’s time for me to get ready for him.”
 
                 “You ain’t gonna do that shit here!” I snapped.  “I told you that your lying ass can’t stay here with me!”
 
                 “Whatever,”   Maria waved her hand at me.  “This is my fucking house, Bree.  Let’s be real.  If I left you here to handle everything alone, the bank would foreclose on this place and you know it.  I’m not about to have you ruining my shit.  This house is big enough for the both of us and my son.  If you don’t like it, you can leave cause you best believe I ain’t going no fucking where.”
 
                 “I ain’t letting your lying ass stay nowhere near me!” 
 
                 “Chill with all the yelling.”  Prince had come back downstairs.  He stood in front of Maria and glared at me.  
 
                 “That’s her Prince, telling me I can’t stay here. I pay the mortgage every month, a mortgage she could never afford on her own with her paycheck,” Maria snipped while glaring at me.
 
                 It was Prince’s turn to look at her now.  “Yo Maria, chill with that.  Let me talk to Bree alone for a minute.  Start putting some of the baby’s shit in the closet.  They gone be here with his crib and shit in about a hour.”
 
                 Maria looked like she wanted to protest but Prince gave her a look that said he meant business.  Her gaze softened as she stared at him, then she walked upstairs.
 
                 I looked at Prince, standing there so handsome and started to cry before I could stop myself.  “Why Prince?  Why did you get her pregnant?”
 
                 To my surprise, Prince pulled me in a bear hug and allowed me to shed tears all over his hoodie.  His chin rested on my hair and he rubbed my back.  “Bree, I’m sorry.  I’m a selfish nigga. I fucked up in a lot of ways, but one of the worst things I could have done was take you for granted.  I never meant to hurt you like this.  You ain’t did shit but look out for me over the years and I know right now it feels like I shitted on you.”
 
                 I nodded because that’s exactly how it felt.
 
                 “If I could take this shit back, I would.  You know I never wanted to hurt you.  But I can’t.  Maria is having my son, and that’s what it is.  I am always gone be here for her and my child.  I can’t have you cutting up every time I come around,” He backed away and tilted my chin up so he could look me in my face.  “After all, you are the one that introduced her to me right?”
 
                 I shook my head at the thought.  That’s what bothered me most about the whole situation.  I had brought Maria into his life.
 
                 “I would have never thought you were married to a woman, just like you never knew I had a woman.  We both weren’t honest with each other.  I lost my woman over this,” For one second, the saddest look came over his face.  “I don’t know if y’all are gonna work this shit out or not, but if you love her, you gotta try.”
 
                 I decided to throw caution to the wind and tell him how I really felt.  “I love you Prince.  Why can’t we try to work it out?”
 
                 He was shaking his head before I even got my sentence out.  “I can’t work anything out with anyone right now Bree.  I don’t want anyone but my woman.  She has my heart.  I love her.  That’s who I want to be with.  You always been a good friend to me though and I didn’t want to end our friendship on a bad note.”  He squeezed me tight one more time, then pulled away from me.
 
                 “So that’s all I am to you Prince?  A friend?”
 
                 He smiled as he pulled a pack of Swishers from his hoodie pocket.  “One of my best friends, Bree.  It’s because of you I’m a free man.  I haven’t always treated you right but I don’t want you to hate me.  I know that’s probably hard, considering our situation right now, but I just thought I’d let you know how I felt about this.  I don’t want you to hate me,” he repeated.
 
                 I followed him to the kitchen as he dumped the guts in my garbage.  Prince walked around my house as if he had been here before.  As I watched him roll his blunt, I thought about everything he’d just said to me.  At the end of the day, I could only be but so mad at him.  I had started dealing with him on the side.  He’d known I was married and never complained about it.  Our thing had been good, but never serious.  Was it his fault that I had caught feelings along the way?
 
                 Plus he was right; I had introduced him to Maria.  I invited her to lay down in bed with us, then got mad when she got up pregnant.  Still it was easier for me to forgive him than her.  He seemed remorseful; she seemed vengeful, like she was glad this pregnancy was hurting me the way that it was.
 
                 Then seeing the way she had kissed him, I didn’t know if I could keep Maria in my life.  She wanted Prince, knowing that I loved him.  She was having his baby, knowing that it was killing me for her to do so.  Now I was supposed to just live under the same roof as them like everything was cool?   I didn’t know if I could do that.
 
                 Just like I didn’t know if I could remain friends with Prince, loving him the way that I did.  I would always want more.  
 
                 I was truly confused and when Maria walked back downstairs, I was even more confused.  I hit Prince’s blunt then handed it back to him.  Maria looked me over but didn’t say a word to me as she walked into the kitchen.  Instantly, she started to laugh and joke with Prince.  That made my blood boil.
 
                 I knew I would have to do something and fast.  I didn’t want to leave my house.  Hell, as mad I was at Maria, I didn’t really want to divorce her either.   But at the same time, I couldn’t be in the house with her as she waited for her and Prince’s baby to arrive.  I hated to see her even talk to him.
 
                 Something was gonna have to give.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-Two
 
   “I been goin through some shit, from my niggas to my bitch”
 
   Lil Boosie “Goin Thru Some Thangs”
 
   Prince
 
                 I pulled up in front of Nas’ crib, mentally and emotionally exhausted.  The women in my life were taking me for a ride.  I could only be so upset at them though.  I knew my selfish actions had caused them to act the way that they had with me.
 
                 After making sure my son’s bedroom furniture was delivered, I had gone home and turned my phone off.  I didn’t want to hear from anybody else that day.  Finding out I was having a son and trying to make amends with Bree, all on the same day, was exhausting. I didn’t need to speak with anybody else about anything.  
 
                 I flopped down on my couch and ordered a half a hoagie and some chicken wings to be delivered.  I was reminded of how much I missed coming in the crib to a home cooked meal.  Once again my thoughts drifted to Sierra.  They never really left her.  I missed the hell out of her but after sending her countless gifts, I didn’t know what to do.  I didn’t have the time to sit out and stalk her apartment until she decided to come out, and the one time I did do that she never emerged.  I went to her school but couldn’t find her, and since she was no longer at the Macy’s in Monroeville, I had no idea where she worked.  Contacting her family, who I had been so cool with before, was a no go because of what happened at Christmas.  
 
                 Yet I still didn’t give up hope that she would come back to me.  I usually looked at her ring every night before I went to bed; I never took it off my nightstand from where she left it.  That night I was too tired to do it though.  I ate and fell asleep right on my sofa.
 
                 The weeks that followed found me preparing myself to open a café next door to my Laundromat that did the biggest business.  That had all been Nas’ idea.  I wasn’t for it at first but when he pointed out that a lot of the people that did laundry there were in their early to mid twenties, I saw the benefits of having one there.  We decided to call it Latte.  He also pointed out the advantage of expanding the Laundromat to twenty-four hours.  That time I did laugh.  That idea seemed absurd to me. Who the hell was washing their clothes at two o clock in the morning?
 
                 Turned out a lot of folks were.  Once again, Nas had been right on the money.  I was grateful for the chance to work with him.  He seemed like a man I could learn from.
 
                 The only hiccup in the plan was Javon.  He seemed like he was butt hurt I ain’t take him to the meeting with Nas.  I didn’t want him to feel left out or slighted, but I honestly saw no reason for him to be there.  I was the one putting up all the money for everything; Javon spent his as soon as he got it.  My name would be on the paperwork.  I would ink the deal, then go back to him and let him know what was good.
 
                 Javon didn’t see it like that.  He felt like I had went behind his back and snaked him out of the deal.  If he wasn’t my peoples, I would have laughed in his face.  I couldn’t snake him out of shit when he didn’t have the money to put up!  The fuck was wrong with him?
 
                 Besides that, lately I started to notice his behavior was a little off.  He was still flashy as always, but there was something off kilter about him that I couldn’t put my finger on.  I had my suspicions, but decided to reserve judgment until I had actual facts.
 
                 Nas’ lovely fiancée Mya opened the door for me.  She was dressed in a black sweat suit that had Fashionable Edibles running down the sides of the legs and sparkly pink Uggs.  She greeted me with a smile.  “Hi Prince.  Nas is down in his man cave,” she told me with a roll of her eyes.
 
                 I gave her a quick hug and went downstairs.
 
                 Nas was sitting on an oversized black leather sofa, ESPN on the screen.   I looked around his man cave and nodded.  He had a black pool table, a mini bar, and sports memorabilia all over the walls.  It was nice as hell.  I wanted something like it for myself.
 
                 “What’s good?” he greeted me, tossing me a Budweiser.
 
                 “Shit, I can’t call it,” I slapped his palm and sat down on the sofa opposite of him.  “Where the kids?” I asked.  Nas had twins, a boy and a girl, that were usually crawling all over him whenever I saw him.
 
                 He shook his head.  “At Mya’s pops.  She decided to go look at expanding her bakeries some more and took them over there at the last minute.”
 
                 I noticed he seemed a little upset, which was saying a lot.  Nas always had his poker face on.  I hoped nothing was going wrong with him and Mya.  He owned plenty of businesses and she had a chain of bakeries all over the city.  They were perfect together in my eyes.  “What’s wrong with that?  Ain’t nothing like a woman that wants to make her own money.”  I thought of Sierra and felt a pang in my heart at her absence.  I missed the hell out of her.
 
                 Nas snorted.  “I ain’t got no problem with that.  The problem is that she’s letting that shit take over now.  That’s all she wants to do is work, work and more work.  I’m ready to knock her ass up again just so she can sit down.”
 
                 We both laughed at that.  Then Nas looked at me seriously.  
 
                 “So here’s the real reason I called you over here…Yo, what’s the deal with you and your cousin?  Are y’all partners or not?”
 
                 I frowned and sipped my beer.  “I let him look over things to make sure they ran right, and he’s doing a good job.”
 
                 “That ain’t what I asked you though.  I asked if y’all were partners?” Nas repeated.
 
                 “I mean… naw, not really,” I confessed.  “I let him manage shit so he can stay out of trouble.  I don’t want to see him going back upstate.  But as far as the money and all that, naw that’s all me.  You know that.   We did the deal for Latte together.”
 
                 “Exactly my point.  So why does he expect to see some money out of our deal?”
 
                 I put the beer down.  “Wait, what?”
 
                 “Yeah.  I met with him a few weeks ago and he was on some I’m ready to get the ball rolling type shit.  I told him I had already started with you, and if he had any questions he needed to holla at you.  I thought that was the end of it, but now the nigga hit me asking when the deal was signed between us so he would know when to expect his share,”  Nas looked at me seriously.  “I know he don’t know how business goes, so maybe you need to school him and tell him to stand down.  He’s trying to eat at the table with the bosses but he ain’t one.  I could see if he put some money up, but you telling me he didn’t so…”
 
                 I shook my head.  “I’ll talk to him.”
 
                 “Make sure you do.  And make sure he keeping his nose clean too.  I don’t want nothing to happen to him.”
 
                 I looked at him.  “What that mean? You hear something?”
 
                 “Just a little rumor on the streets that he owe Kas some bread.”
 
                 I scrunched my face up.  I knew exactly who Kaseem was.  He went from flunky to a force to be reckoned with in these streets.  Still, I had made sure Javon had been straight since he came home.  He had no reason to be involved with any street shit.  “Why would he owe Kas money?  He don’t even fuck with that street shit no more.”
 
                 “If you say so,” Nas responded, but he sounded unconvinced.
 
                 The rest of the visit we kicked back and chilled.  I had never had a nigga close to me outside of my cousin, but Nas was cool as shit.  Plus he was smart and something like a legend around the way.  I knew I could only become wiser by being in his presence.
 
                 I went home and made up my mind that I would have a talk with Javon in the morning.  He needed to learn the way that business actually worked.  The money that would come from the back end from me and Nas joining forces would belong to me and Nas.  I would pay him handsomely for the job he was doing from my cut but he needed to know that it was my cut.  Not his.
 
                 When I arrived home, I saw Chloe sitting on my steps.  Just what I didn’t need right now.  I knew I had made a big mistake fucking with her again, which was why I had backed away from her.  I didn’t want her to get the wrong idea, but it seemed like it was too late now.
 
                 I took a deep breath as I got out my truck.  I knew she had to be upset to be over here waiting for me like this. It was wintertime, yet she was sitting outside like she wasn’t cold.  My head started to pound at the thought of yet another emotional confrontation.
 
    I gave her a quick hug and unlocked the door so she could come in and get warm. 
 
   “Why were you waiting outside like that?” I asked her.
 
   “If I had a key I wouldn’t have to wait,” she responded.
 
   Such a dumb ass comment didn’t deserve a reply.  She knew better.  “So what’s good, what brings you here?”
 
   “You, Prince.  Where have you been?  Why haven’t I seen you?”
 
   “I got a lot going on right now Chloe,” I told her honestly.  “I’m about to have a baby, I’m opening a new business… I don’t have time to sit around and be with you all day.”
 
   “You have time to be with me at night though,” she insisted.  “And since you ain’t been with me nigga, who you been with?”
 
   This is gone come as a shock to everyone, but surprisingly, I had been sleeping alone.  I didn’t want to be with anyone if it wasn’t Sierra.  I had too much going on to worry about a female if she wasn’t my woman.  Like most niggas, I had learned that lesson a little bit too late.
 
   “Nobody,” I replied.  
 
   “Huh!” she scoffed.  “I don’t believe you.”
 
   I was too drained for this shit.  Everyday it seemed like I was arguing with someone in my life because I wasn’t doing what they thought I should be doing.  Chloe definitely had no rights to call me out.  In the grand scheme of things, she wasn’t a priority to me.
 
   “I don’t care if you do,” I snapped at her.  “I don’t owe you any explanations.”
 
   “Oh you don’t?  I only been riding with you for ten years and you don’t owe me shit nigga?  How you gone say that to me?  I bet you don’t talk to Sierra like that.”
 
   “You ain’t Sierra!” I yelled at her.  “You ain’t!  So stop bringing her up all the time!  You want the truth?  Yeah I talk to Sierra differently than I talk to you, I treated her differently than I treat you, because that was my woman.  I was gone marry her and you know that.  You ain’t her and you never will be so stop trying.  Just be cool with being you.”
 
   Tears streamed down her face.  I felt like an asshole.  I ain’t mean to hurt her feelings but shit, she needed to know.  I don’t know how she expected me to treat her as my woman when she wasn’t my damn woman!  She was insanely jealous of Sierra.
 
   “Just go home, Chloe,” I told her quietly.  “Trying to do this with you was a mistake.  It always has been.”
 
   She glared at me so hard that if looks could kill, I would be dead on the spot.  “Have a nice life Prince,” she said in a deathly quiet tone.   Then she left.
 
   I plopped down on my couch and felt like a huge weight had been lifted off my shoulders.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-Three
 
   “Fuck around I have to go and reinforce the glock”
 
   Nicki Minaj ft. Lil Wayne “Roman Reloaded”
 
   Chloe
 
                 I left Prince’s house, pissed.  I was sick of him taking me and my love for granted.  Just like a typical nigga, he couldn’t see the forest for the trees.  I was what he needed.  Me and no one else.  Only he didn’t seem to see that because she was in the way.
 
                 Sierra.
 
                 He treated her like gold and treated me like shit.  I used to think that since they were broken up, I would have him to myself.  Only this wasn’t the case at all.  The bitch was gone, he hadn’t spoken to her in months and she was still a threat to my relationship.  I was sick of this bitch and decided she had to be eliminated for good.
 
                 I had no thoughts, just actions as I drove downtown to Macy’s.  I walked in and saw that she was in fact working late, just like I assumed she would be since she was in college.  I stayed low around the store, shooing off various people who tried to help me until I saw the bitch clock out.  She walked out of the store and I followed her.  I noticed she was headed to a parking garage right next door.  She was so busy talking on her cell phone that she paid me no mind.  
 
                 “Of course I missed you, Leon,” she cooed into the phone.  “I’m gonna go home and take a bath first.  Then I might slip into a little something that’s easy for you to slip off.”
 
                 See this shit?  The whole time I was trying to win Prince’s heart back, he was stuck on her and here she was fucking and sucking another nigga.  I was about to do him a favor.
 
   She disappeared into the garage, still sweet-talking on her phone. Since it was late, I had been able to park right on the street.  I stayed low in my car and waited for hers to emerge.  I knew exactly what it looked like from stalking Prince’s house so many times.
 
   I followed her, patiently waiting for my moment.  I got it on a deserted section of Forbes Avenue on the Hill.  The streetlights were broken and we were too far up the street from Duquesne University for there to be any surveillance cameras.  I tapped her bumper, not hard, just enough for her to pull over.  She got out of the car and marched over to my car. When I didn’t respond right away, she tapped on my window impatiently.  I cocked the safety off the Glock I kept in a hidden compartment in my car.  Being with Prince for so long I had learned more than enough about how to handle guns.  He had showed me everything I needed to know and made sure I knew how to use them properly. 
 
   I lowered my window with a devilish smirk.
 
   When she saw my face her eyes narrowed.  “What the fuck, are you stalking me now?” she snapped.
 
   “Yeah I am… So I can give you this bitch!”  With no remorse, I fired three shots. Two to her stomach and one to her chest, then watched in satisfaction as she hit the ground.
 
   Then I pulled off, laughing the entire way home.
 
    
 
    
 
   To be continued…
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