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Foreword

Now, before you even flip another page, let me check you real quick—did you read The Weekend? ‘Cause if you ain’t, you already starting off wrong. You skipping ahead like you ain’t got no home training, jumping into the middle of some shit with no context. Go back. Read The Weekend first. ‘Cause this here? This part two. If you ain’t read the first book, some shit might not hit the way it’s supposed to. And trust me, you wanna feel every single hit.

Lemme say this one more time: this story moves quick. We ain’t got time for drawn-out unnecessary bullshit. We getting straight to it—action, sex, drama, violence, all gas, no brakes. Some folks be complaining, “Oh, I wanted more backstory” or “It moved too fast for me.” Listen, if you need ten chapters of small talk before the real shit pop off, this ain’t the book for you. This for the ones who like they stories like they like they liquor—strong, straight, and hitting immediately.

I write how real life move. Shit happens fast. One day you think you good, the next day your whole life flipped upside down. That’s how Kaine and Ebony’s story go. If you been rocking with them since The Weekend, you already know they don’t get no breathers. And they damn sure don’t get no fairytale ending served to them on a silver platter.


Preface

Alright, listen up. Let me keep it real with you—this is all fiction. Don’t get out here acting all delusional over Kaine, lmao. He’s just a character, a piece of the story that I created for your reading entertainment. If you’re out here thinking Kaine is gonna swoop in and save you from your problems, you’re trippin’.

Like, seriously. If you find yourself getting all deep into his world, you need to step back and take a breath. Kaine ain’t real, and neither is all this drama. It’s just a novella, y’all. He’s a fictional character doing fictional things in a fictional world, and none of this mess is something that should make you lose your mind. Sure, he might get under your skin or make you swoon with his rough edges and complicated love life, but please, let’s not get carried away.

This story is for fun, not for you to be out here thinking you’re about to find a Kaine in real life. Because I’m telling you now, if you meet a dude like Kaine in real life, you better run the other way. That kind of trouble isn’t something you want to bring into your life. He’s messy, emotional, and unstable—just a whole lot of drama wrapped up in a fine ass package. So, as much as you might love reading about him, don’t go thinking that this is some kind of blueprint for your next relationship.

I’m saying all of this because I know how y’all get sometimes. You get invested in these stories, and next thing you know, you’re imagining what it would be like if Kaine were real, if you were really Ebony, and if this was all your life. But guess what? That ain’t reality, hun. This is just me writing words on a page for you to enjoy and escape into. So, let’s keep it light and remember, we’re not out here trying to live out these stories in real life.

It’s easy to get wrapped up in characters like Kaine because of how complex they are, but don’t start getting caught up in some fantasy. Don’t mistake fiction for reality. And definitely don’t start thinking you can fix someone like Kaine in real life. If you’re going around thinking “he’ll change for me,” stop right there and think twice, babe.

All this to say, enjoy the wild ass ride, but don’t let it mess with your head. If you start fantasizing too hard, you’ll find yourself disappointed when you realize real life doesn’t work like a novella.
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Kaine

I gave her two days. I know I said I’d give her as much time as she needed, but fuck it—I wanted to meet my daughter.

I climbed the stairs two at a time, my heartbeat steady, my jaw tight.

When I reached the door, I didn’t hesitate. My knock was firm, demanding.

Seconds later, the door swung open, and that bitch-ass nigga stood there, looking me up and down like he was tryna figure me out.

He was a stocky dude, ‘bout my height, brown skin, with a fresh cut. Nigga had on a cheap ass outfit that look like he came straight outta City Trendz. Dirtball ass nigga.

“You must be Kaine,” he said, crossing his arms.

I tilted my head, my lip curling. “Mhm. Where Ebo—”

“Vermont, Ebony said you might come.” He put his hand out for me to dap.

I side eyed him, cause who the fuck asked? And who the fuck was he tryna dap up, we was no where near cool.

I pushed my tongue against my cheek. “Yeah cool, You gon’ move?”

“She busy.”

My jaw locked. “I ain’t ask you what she was, my nigga. I’m seein’ my daughter. Move the fuck out the way.”

His whole demeanor shifted. That playful smirk disappeared, and his playful stance got stiff. “She ain’t ready for that.”

I chuckled, stepping closer. “I ain’t ask you that either. Now, you gon’ move, or we gotta make shit physical?”

I heard Ebony’s voice before he could respond.

“Vermont, move.”

I looked past him, and there she was.

Ebony stood in the hallway, wrapped in a thin-ass robe that barely covered them thick thighs. Her hair was pulled into a messy bun, her chocolate skin glowing like she just got out the shower. Her brown eyes locked on me, and I saw it—the hesitation, the nerves. But under that? I saw that same fire that had been burning between us since I first saw her fine ass at that club.

“Wassup, E” I muttered, letting my eyes rake over her real quick before I locked eyes with her again. “You good?”

She swallowed, then nodded. “Yeah. Just…gimme a second.” She turned to Vermont. “Scoot over, Mont.”

The nigga’s jaw clenched, but he stepped aside. I smirked as I walked past him, brushing against his shoulder on purpose.

Inside, the spot smelled like cocoa butter and vanilla candles. The walls were lined with family pictures, but my stomach turned when I saw the picture of Vermont with his arm around my daughter. My daughter.

I turned to Ebony. “Where she at?”

She hesitated, then exhaled. “Kaine…you said as long as I needed-”

I frowned. “I been gone ten years. Ten,”

“Stop playin’ wit me. Where she at?”

Right on cue, a little girl peeked her head from a bedroom down the hall. Big brown eyes, soft curled hair, a tiny little nose. My heart damn near stopped beating.

“B-baby,” Ebony called, her voice shaky. “Come here.”

The little girl stepped out, looking between us.

“Remember what we talked about?” Ebony said gently. “I told you that there was someone you were gonna meet soon..”

Silence.

“T-this is Kaine, your father.”

The little girl frowned, gripping the hem of her shirt. “My daddy? But…I thought—”

My stomach twisted. I clenched my jaw, then forced myself to relax before I scared her.

“Nah, princess,” I said, my voice softer than it had ever been. “I’m your daddy.”

She just stared at me, confusion clouding her face. Ebony rubbed her arm, whispering something before looking at me again.

“Just..give her time, Kaine,” She said, pleading with her eyes.

I nodded, but inside, I was heated.

I had already given her two days.

Now, I had to wait for my own kid to accept me?

But I couldn’t blame her for the confusion I shouldn’t have been jail.

But I could blame Ebony ass for taking her away in the first place, and letting this fuck ass nigga play daddy to my baby.

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees, locking eyes with my daughter. She was sitting across from me on the couch, her hands in her lap, twisting at the hems of her pink shirt. I’d missed ten years of her life, I was gonna make up every year.

Every time I asked her something, though, Vermont was the one answering.

“What kinda stuff you like to do, princess?” I asked, keeping my tone light.

“She likes to read,” Vermont cut in. “And she hella good at math—”

I clenched my jaw. “I ain’t ask you, my nigga.”

Vermont leaned back, stretching his arm across the couch. “I’m just sayin’ she don’t know you like that. You askin’ all these questions like you expect her to open up to you on the spot.”

I ignored him and turned back to her. “You like barbies prince—”

“She more into music,” Vermont answered again.

I gritted my teeth, my fingers flexing.

“Go sit down,” Vermont told her, nodding toward the hallway. His voice a lil to loud for my liking.

I chuckled, knowing I was about to snap. “Ay, mane—don’t be—nigga is you cool—“I stared, but before I could finish, Ebony stepped in, placing a hand on my arm. Her eyes begging me to chill.

My jaw clenched, but I exhaled through my nose, leaning back against the chair. I wasn’t about to trip in front of my daughter. Not yet.

As I stood up, Ebony walked me to the door. Before I could leave, she spoke softly, “She has a talent show tomorrow at six…if you wanna come.”

I tilted my head. “Yeah?”

She nodded, pulling out her phone. “Here. Take my number.”

I put it in, and before I left, I hit her with a small smirk. “Damn, you still fine ass hell.”

Ebony rolled her eyes, but I caught that little smile before she shut the door.
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Ebony

As soon as Kaine left, I already knew Vermont was about to start. I could see it in the way his jaw clenched, his nostrils flaring like a bull about to charge. I closed the door, exhaled, and turned around just in time to see this nigga throw his hands up.

“Fuck you tell her that shit for?” he snapped, his voice tight with anger. “That’s my child! I took—”

“C’mon Vermont,” I cut him off, already tired.

“Nah, fuck that shit, Ebony! I been here, day one. Feeding her, raising her, takin’ care of her like she my own—”

“I know that,” I interrupted, my tone sharper. “And I appreciate it. But she ain’t your child. She got a father that I already told you ‘bout, and whether you like it or not, he’s back.”

Vermont scoffed, shaking his head. “Yeah, a father that wasn’t here for ten fuckin’ years.”

“Ver—”

“Fuck allet.” He stepped closer, chest puffed up. “Nigga out there doin’ what he do, got caught up, left you to raise li’ mama alone—I stepped in. And now, outta nowhere, you just tell her this nigga her daddy? That ain’t fair to me, E.”

I crossed my arms, my patience wearing thin. “And it ain’t fair to her to keep lyin’.”

Vermont’s lip curled. “Man, fuck that.” His voice boomed, his fist balling up at his side. “Kaliya!”

My heart dropped as I heard her little feet coming from the kitchen. Kaliya peeked around the corner, eyes wide with confusion.

“Go to your room while me and ya’ mama talkin’” Vermont ordered, his tone harsher than usual.

She flinched. I saw it.

My stomach turned, and something in me snapped. “You better watch yo fuckin’ tone when you talk to her!”

Vermont’s jaw twitched, but he didn’t say shit. He just exhaled hard and stormed off toward the couch. I stood there, my whole body tense as I watched him drop down, grab his phone, and ignore me like I wasn’t even standing there.

I swallowed hard, looking toward the stairs, and saw Kaliya still standing there. She looked between me and Vermont, her little hands gripping the railing.

“Go head, baby,” I said gently. “Go to your room.”

She nodded and hurried upstairs. I sighed, rubbing my temples. Vermont didn’t even look my way as I turned and walked off to the bedroom. I already knew what type of night it was gon’ be.

THE NEXT NIGHT—THE TALENT SHOW

I made sure I was cute. A black body-con dress, and some Chanel sandals. My hair was laid, make-up was soft but still hittin’. I wasn’t ‘bout to show up lookin’ crazy.

The gym at Kaliya’s school was packed, parents and kids everywhere. The little stage had a banner stretched across it, and the lights were dimmed, focused on the performers. I found a seat in the middle of course, beside Vermont. He was dressed down—black tee, nike sweats, and a few bracelets on his wrist. He barley looked at me when I sat down.

I ignored it.

I had texted Kaine the address earlier, and right on cue, he walked in. I turned my head just as he walked in, and damn…

Grey nike tech, brand new all white forces, and his gold chain shining under the gym lights. A dude was with him, dressed similarly, but my eyes stayed on Kaine. And in his hands? A bouquet of pink roses.

“Li’ mama went on stage yet?” He asked, I shook my head. “This my nigga, Krue.”

I sent a smile his way. “Hi.”

He sent a head nod, “Wassup.”

The show started, and we watched a few kids perform—singing, dancing, reading poems. But when Kaliya came on stage? the whole room changed.

She had on a little gold jacket, black leggings, and high-top sneakers. And when the beat dropped—Beyonce’s “Run the World” played.

She sang. She danced. She had the whole crowd hyped.

I clapped so hard my hands stung.

“YOU BETTER GO BABY” I cheesed.

“Li’ mama got talent.” Krue said, shaking his head.

When she finished, the crowd erupted, cheering and clapping. And for the first time, I saw Kaine’s whole face soften.

As she ran offstage, he stood up, waiting. When she walked over, breathless and smiling, he crouched down and held the roses out.

“G-good job, princess,” he said, voice a little shaky.

Kaliya paused…then, she smiled.

I don’t know what it was that made her smile that big. Maybe, it was the flowers lord knows Vermont ain’t never did no shit like that.

Kaine grinned, nodding toward Krue. “Krue meet Kaliya. Kaliya meet Uncle Krue.”

Krue held his fist out. “Nice to meet you, lil mama.”

Kaliya hesitated, then bumped her tiny fist against his. “Nice to meet you, too.”

Vermont shifted next to me, mumbling some shit under his breath. “This shit some bullshit.”

I stiffened, but Kaine didn’t even look his way. He was too focused on Kaliya.

“Proud of you, baby girl,” He said, ruffling her curls.

She beamed, and I swear, in that moment, I felt something shift.

BACK HOME

I should’ve known the night wouldn’t end peacefully.

As soon as we got back home, Vermont was on me.

“So that’s what we doin’ now? Playin’ happy family wit’ this nigga?”

I rolled my eyes, sliding off my shoes. “Vermont, I don’t have time for this shit.”

“Nah, fuck that, E. You was sitting here defendin’ this nigga like I ain’t been the one holding y’all down!”

“I never said you didn’t hold us down, but that don’t mean Kaine don’t get a chance to be her father!”

He sucked his teeth, grabbed a pillow off the couch, and dropped it down with a huff.

“Yeah, aigh.” he muttered.

I exhaled, shaking my head.

I had a feeling this was just the beginning of some bullshit.
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Kaine

“Nigga, when we goin’ home?” Krue asked, exhaling smoke as he leaned back in the passengers seat.

I sat in the drivers seat, cleaning my gun, wiping down the barrel with slow, precise movements. My chain glistened under the streetlights. “If you wanna go, you can,” I muttered, focused on my piece. “I’m thinkin’ ‘bout buying a crib down here.”

Krue hummed, rubbing his chin. “Damn, foreal?”

“Yeah,” I clipped the mag back in. “My daughter here. Ebony here. Ain’t shit back home for me no more.”

Krue side-eyed me. “You onnat again, huh?” referring to Ebony.

I didn’t say shit for a second. Just chuckled, paying attention to my gun, flexed my jaw. “I never was off that.”

Krue chuckled. “Nigga—”

I smirked, sliding my piece under my seat. “That nigga she wit’ gon’ get his head blow smooth off if he keep fuckin’ wit’ me, though.”

Krue laughed but he knew I wasn’t joking.

“Just let me know when,” he said, shaking his head. “I’ll have the car runnin’.”

I chuckled, running a hand down my face.

A LI’ LATER—2:15 pm

A little later, I found myself outside E’s crib, gripping the wheel. I had planned on knocking right away, but before I could even open my door I saw movement.

Vermont bitch ass.

That nigga came storming out the house, his hoodie half off his head, face twisted up in anger. I rolled my window down slightly, listening.

“Yeah, fuck that shit!” He was yelling loud as hell. “I’ll be back later—go back in the fuckin’ house.”

I watched as Ebony stood in the doorway, arms crossed, her robe tied tight around her waist. She didn’t even respond, just stood there watching him leave. Vermont got in his car and peeled off down the street like a madman.

I shook my head, smirking. Dumb nigga.

Soon as his car hit that corner, I stepped out, adjusted my Grey sweats just for them to fall back around my waist, and walked up the steps. Knocked twice.

Ebony opened the door, and damn.

That robe didn’t cover shit. Smooth-ass chocolate thighs peeking out, her collarbone exposed, them dimples popping as she sucked her teeth. Her hair was wrapped up, but I knew underneath it was still laid. She smelled like cocoa butter and sweetness.

She signed, shaking her head. “What you doin’ here, Kaine?”

I leaned against the doorframe, eyes dragging over her body . “Checking on you.”

“I don’t need checkin’ on,” she mumbled, crossing her arms.

I raised a brow. “You sure? I saw that sissy ass nigga just storm out.”

She sucked her teeth again but didn’t say nothing.

I stepped closer. “You gon’ lemme in?”

She hesistated, then exhaled and stepped aside.

I walked in slow, looking around. I noticed baby pictures of Kaliya on the walls.

“Where she at?” I asked.

“School,” she muttered, closing the door.

I turned, facing her. She was still standing there, arms wrapped around her body.

We stared at each other for a second, silence just filled the room.

Damn after ten years her ass was still fine. Them lips still made my dick hard.

“You miss me?” I asked, my voice low.

She scoffed. “No.”

I smirked. “You lyin y’know you miss daddy.” I teased.

She looked away, biting her lip.

I stepped up behind her, my chest damn near touching her back. I could hear her breathing shift. I slid my hands around her waist, feeling that soft ass robe against my palm.

“You still smell the same,” I muttered against her neck. “Still fine as hell. I’ll fuck the shit outta you right now, E.” I muttered, against her ear.

She shivered.

I planted kisses on her collar bone. “Say you want me to stop, I’ll go.”

Silence.

Then, she turned around, her hands gripping my shirt.

“I hate you,” she whispered.

I smirked, tilting her chin up. “Hate me after.”

And then I kissed her.

She melted against me, them soft lips parting, letting me slide my tongue in, tasting her again for the first time in ten years. My hands slid down, gripping her ass through the robe, pulling her closer. She moaned, and that shit sent me over the edge.

“Upstairs,” I growled.

She pulled me by my shirt, leading to the bedroom. As soon as we got inside, I kicked the door shut and snatched that robe off.

Damn.

Body still perfect. Titties still sat pretty, waist still small, thighs still thick.

“I missed this,” I muttered, palming her ass, pushing her back onto the bed.

She looked up at me, biting her lip, eyes dark with lust. “Stop talking, fuck me.”

I chuckled, this girl was a mess.

I climbed over her, pressing her into the mattress. My lips trailed from her neck down to her breasts, sucking on them the way she liked. Her nails scrapped against my back, pulling me closer, and my hands slid between her thighs, feeling how wet she was.

“Shit,” I muttered, rubbing slow circles against her clit.

She whimpered, her hips bucking.

“You like that shit? tell me how much you like that shit.”

“Ooh I like it, I like it so much.” She whimpered.

I slid inside her, slow and deep. Her back arched, her mouth falling open, and that little moan she let out? Almost made me nut on the spot.

“Fuck, Kaine,” she gasped, gripping my arms.

I grabbed her legs, pushing them up to her shoulders, stretching her out. Then I thrust.

Hard. Deep. Ten years’ worth of fucking frustration, anger, love—all of it poured into every thrust. I wasn’t letting up, I wanted her to feel this shit. I needed her to feel me.

She moaned louder, biting into my shoulder, her walls gripping me tight as hell.

“You feel me, mama?” I growled.

“K-kaine…I feel you,” she gasped.

“Mhm, mhm how I feel?” I slammed into her.

“FUCK—FUCK—You feel good, so GOODT.”

I grinned, speeding up, hitting that spot that I knew drove her ass crazy. She clawed at my back, legs shaking, body arching under me. I could feel her getting close, her breath hitching, her moans breaking apart.

“Don’t you fuckin’ cum, hol’ that shit.” I demanded, placing a hand around her throat.

Her eyes crossed a bit, as she bit her lip. “I-I can’t.”

I slowed down my lips meeting with hers.

A second later, she came—legs trembling. I held on a little longer before I finally let go, I pulled out and stroked my dick. Letting the nut ooz out onto her stomach.

We laid there, breathing heavy, bodies tangled up.

She ran her fingers down my arm, her voice soft. “You know this don’t mean nothin’….right?”

I chuckled. “Yeah aigh.”

TWO MONTHS LATER

I was still tappin’ that ass.
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Vermont

I been peeping shit.

At first, I ain’t trip when Kaine started coming ‘round. Nigga wanted to see his daughter, cool. I played that role, let ‘em feel like he was doing somethin’. But over the past two months? Nah. Nigga been around over time. I see the way Ebony be lookin’ at that nigga. The way she be smilin’ at the lil’ shit he say, laughing too long at the bullshit he joked bout. Shit was never funny. The way she don’t argue with me no more, don’t touch me, don’t let me fuck her.

I ain’t stupid.

So I been waitin’, watchin’. Playin’ it cool.

Tonight, after dinner, Kaliya was knocked out early. It was just me and Ebony in the kitchen, her rinsin’ off plates, standin’ there all innocent-like. She had on them little-ass shorts and a tank top, her hair fallin’ down her back, ass sittin’ pretty even though she been actin’ distant.

I walked up behind her, slid my hands around her waist, pressed up against her. She stiffened, but I ain’t care. I leaned in, pressin’ my lips to her neck. That’s when I saw it.

A hickey.

A slow-ass grin stretched across my face. My hands slid up, one wrapping around her throat, squeezin’ just a little. She let out a soft moan, and I leaned in close to her ear.

“Would you lie to me?” I whispered, kissing just below her jaw.

She shivered. “No…”

I felt my whole body heat up with rage.

I tightened my grip. “You fucked that nigga?”

She gasped, body jerkin’ back against me. I turned her around, staring in her wide, guilty-ass eyes. She ain’t have to say shit. That silence was loud as fuck.

I snapped.

With one hard shove, I sent her crashing to the floor, plates hittin’ the ground, shattering. She yelped, scrambling back, tears spillin’ down her cheeks.

“You fucked that nigga?!” I roared, towering over her.

She shook her head, but I knew she was lying. I felt my vision go red. My fists clenched, my chest rising and falling fast.

I felt my fist just swing, swing, and swing until finally I stopped, I looked down at her seeing her body and face bruised.

“I held this shit down for ten years, Ebony!” I yelled, my voice bouncing off the walls. “I took care of you! I raised her! And you out here fuckin’ that nigga behind my back?!”

She sobbed, crawling backward, but I grabbed her ankle and yanked her back.

“Please, Vermont—”

Before I could do anything else, a small voice hit my ears.

“Mama?”

I turned my head, breath still ragged. Kaliya was standing at the top of the stairs, her little face full of fear.

Ebony gasped, twisting to look at her. “Go back upstairs, baby!” she cried, her voice breaking. “Go!”

Kaliya flinched, tears filling her big brown eyes before she turned and ran back up.

Ebony took that moment to push up off the ground and sprint toward the stairs. I lunged, grabbing at her arm, but she was too quick. She snatched Kaliya up, held her tight, and bolted out the front door.

It was pouring.

Rain came down in thick sheets, soaking her as she ran barefoot down the driveway. I stormed after her, but she was already at her car, fumbling with the door handle, Kaliya crying in her arms.

“EBONY, DON’T FUCKIN’ PLAY WITH ME!” I banged on the car window as she jumped inside, locking the doors.

She wouldn’t even look at me.

The engine roared to life, tires skiddin’ against the wet pavement as she peeled the fuck off.

I stood there, rain drippin’ down my face, my fists clenched, my whole body shakin’. My heart was poundin’ so loud I couldn’t hear shit else.

That bitch was gone.

And I already knew where she was goin’.

CRASH OUT

I sat on the couch a whole bottle of Hennessy resting in my hands as I talked to my brother on the phone.

“You know this bitch fucked around on me?” I semi yelled into the phone.

I could hear Saint, my brother on the other end blowing his breath “Yo, I don’t have time for this shit V, I got business to handle I’ll hit yo line later aigh?”

With that he hung up.

I sat there in silence for a while before rage took over me and I launched my phone and the bottle at the wall.

“FUCKIN’ BITCH!”
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Kaine

I was chillin’, kickin’ back in the drivers seat of Krue’s rental, seat leaned back low, puffin’ on a blunt while he sat next to me. The rain had let up a lil’, but the streets was still wet, glistening under the orange glow of the streetlights.

“Man, how long you stayin’ out here for real?” Krue asked, watching the smoke roll from his lips. “I’m tryna hit a few licks back home. This Cali shit too bougie for me.”

I chuckled, pulling at my fitted cap before takin’ another hit. “Nigga, I already told you if you wanna go, then go.”

Krue cut his eyes at me. “Damn, I ain’t know you was foreal?”

I nodded, exhaling slow. “Yeah. My baby out here. Ain’t no way I’m leavin’ her wit’ no nigga like Vermont tryna raise her.”

Krue smirked, shaking his head. “That nigga ain’t gon’ last long anyway.”

Right as he said that, my phone started ringin’. I picked it up, but before I could even say shit, all I heard was cryin’.

My stomach dropped.

“K-Kaine…” Ebony’s voice was broken, barely a whisper through the sobs.

I sat up quick. “Where you at?”

She sniffled. “I—I’m drivin’. Where you at?”

I gave her the location, heart poundin’. “Pull up.”

When she did, I damn near lost it.

She climbed outta the car, and I saw the bruises first—dark patches already forming on her arms and legs. Then my eyes dropped to the cuts on her arms, lil’ trickles of blood mixin’ wit’ the rainwater.

Kaliya beside her in her princess PJ’s with tears coming down her face.

My whole body tensed.

“Watch them, Krue,” I said, already opening the door.

Ebony grabbed my wrist, her eyes big, desperate. “Kaine, don’t—”

“Nigga gotta get dealt with, E.” Krue told her, my jaw clenched as I hopped in the car and peeled the off.

By the time I got to the house, my grip on the Glock was tight behind my back. I ain’t know what I was gon’ do yet. Beat his ass? Smoke his ass? All I knew was he had to feel what the fuck I felt seein’ Ebony and my child like that.

I stepped up to the door and knocked.

It swung open, and Vermont stood there, expectin’ Ebony. Not me.

“You decided to come ba—” His words died when he saw me.

His whole face switched up, tryna act hard, tryna puff his chest. Nigga, please.

“You got me fucked up if you think you gon’—”

BOOM!

I rocked his ass right in the jaw before he could finish talkin’. He stumbled back, tryna swing, tryna hold his own, but nah. We got to tusslin’, but it ain’t take long. Nigga was sloppy, weak. A few quick hits, and he was done.

I stood over him, breath steady, a slow grin stretchin’ across my face. The gun was still tucked behind my back, fingers twitchin’ on the grip.

“I look like the type of nigga you play with, mane?” I asked, tilting my head.

Vermont coughed, blood dripping from his busted lip.

I pulled the Glock out slow, let the rain glisten off the metal. “I look like the type of nigga you play with?!”

He flinched, his whole body shakin’ now.

I grinned. “I see you like swingin’ on people, huh?”

His jaw clenched, he was trying to stand his ground but that don’t work for a nigga like me. My hand rose and I swung it back it forth, pistol whipping that nigga till my arm got tired.

I laughed “HOW. THE. FUCK….IT. FEEL. NIGGA.” My arm still swinging.

40 MINS LATER..

I chuckled, crouching down next to him. “I put up with you for my baby girl, but looks like you gon’ be no longer.”

His eyes went wide. He started babblin’, tryna plead, but I wasn’t tryna hear none of that.

I pulled out my phone and pressed record.

“Stop crying, nigga! Say ‘I’m sorry, Ebony,’” I shouted, grinning.

Vermont whimpered, face wet from blood, and straight-up fear. “I—I’m sorry, Ebony…”

“Nah, say it like you mean it.” I put my gun to his temple.

“I’m sorry, Ebony!” he sobbed. His face and teeth painted red with his blood.

BANG.

His body went limp.

I laughed, then turned off the camera.

As I cleaned up everything I sung to relax me. “On a perfect day I know that I’m gon buss at you….Oooh ooh.”

I swayed to the new edition beat inside my head as I rolled him up “Cause you needed some…bodyyyy to buss at you.” I cheesed, doing a li’ twirl.

“Cause I told you bout fucking wit’ me… nigga is you…coollll” I sung, while I finished wrapping him up and scrubbing the floor.

A few minutes later, his ass was in the trunk of my Beamer.

I rode out, hittin’ the highway with my music low and my thoughts loud as fuck. I ain’t even feel no regret. Nigga got what he deserved.

I found an empty lot on the outskirts of the city, somewhere nobody would be pokin’ around. Popped the trunk, dragged his ass out.

One last look.

Then I pulled out the matches.

I let that bitch burn.

The fire crackled, the smell of gas mixin’ with the air. I stood there for a minute, watchin’ the flames dance before I turned and walked off.

I’d yanked off the temp tags, tossed ‘em in a nearby sewer, and wiped down anything I touched. Before setting that to flames as well.

Then, I caught the bus back to the hotel.
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I slid my key into the hotel door, exhaling slow as I pushed it open. The room was dark except for the glow of the streetlights slipping through the blinds. I stepped inside, closing the door behind me, and my eyes landed on the bed.

Ebony and Kaliya.

They was curled up together, Ebony’s arm wrapped protectively around our daughter. She looked peaceful, even with the bruises marring her skin. My jaw clenched at the reminder of what that bitch-ass nigga had done to her. But he was gone now. That problem was handled.

I caught sight of an empty Hennessy bottle on the nightstand. Krue must’ve been here before he went back to his own room. I sighed, rolling my neck to shake off the weight of the night, then grabbed my duffel bag and headed straight to the bathroom.

I peeled off my bloodied clothes, tossing ‘em into a separate bag. I’d burn them tomorrow. No evidence, no traces. Just like I’d done a hundred times before.

Stepping under the steaming water, I let it wash away the night. The rain had already done some of the work, but I needed to scrub away any last piece of that nigga from my skin. I braced my hands against the tile, letting my head drop as the water hit my back.

When I stepped out, wrapping a towel around my waist, the room was still quiet. I got dressed in the bathroom. A few minutes later I walked out of the bathroom, rubbing a hand down my face.

“Kaine?”

Her soft voice cut through the dark.

I glanced over to see Ebony watching me, her eyes half-lidded with sleep, but there was somethin’ else in ‘em too. Relief. Safety.

“Yeah, It’s me,” I muttered, tossing my bag near the door. I walked over, sitting on the edge of the bed, letting my fingers trail along her arm. “You good?”

She nodded, exhaling softly. “Better now.”

Silence settled between us for a moment before she spoke again.

“Kaliya talked about you all day,” she said, a small smile tugging at her lips. “She ain’t wanna admit it at first, but I see it. She likes you.”

My chest got tight at that. “Yeah?”

“Mmhmm,” she hummed. “She even said your name in her sleep.”

That shit did somethin’ to me.

I rubbed my chin, nodding to myself. “I’ma be around. She gon’ get used to me real fast.”

Ebony chuckled, then sighed, her fingers tracing small circles on my forearm. “It’s crazy… Feels like we ain’t never really left off.”

I smirked. “Shit, we didn’t. Just had a lil’ pause.”

She laughed, then winced from the pain in her ribs. My smirk faded as I stared at her face, my fingers brushing gently over her bruised cheek.

“You know I kilt that bitch for you, right? Talia…now Vermont” I murmured. “Can’t nobody touch you. Ever. I’d go crazy if anybody tried some shit.”

Ebony scoffed, shaking her head. “You didn’t need to—.”

I tilted my head. “I did, shit.”

She sighed, but when she moved, she winced. I ain’t like that. I ain’t like seeing her hurt. I slid my arms under her, lifting her up with ease. She gasped, gripping onto my shoulders.

“Kaine—”

“Hush, baby.” I sat back against the headboard, placing her gently on my lap. My hands rested on her waist, my thumbs rubbing slow circles into her soft skin. My eyes darkened as I looked at her, my jaw tightening.

“I wish I could kill that nigga all over again,” I muttered.

Ebony’s breath hitched. She stared at me, her lips slightly parted. I could see the way her breathing changed, the way her body responded to me without her even realizing it.

The tension thickened between us, pulling us closer. That pull we always had.

I grabbed her shoulders, bringing her in, and crashed my lips against hers. She melted into me, her arms wrapping around my neck as she kissed me back with everything. Her lips was soft, warm, familiar.

It got heavy fast.

My hands gripping her hips, both of us hungry.

“W-We can’t,” she panted against my lips, glancing toward the bed where our daughter slept.

I sucked my teeth, exhaling sharply. My eyes flickered to the bathroom door.

Ebony followed my gaze, then swallowed hard.

Next thing I knew, I was lifting her up, carrying her across the room. I kicked the bathroom door shut behind us, pressing her against the wall.

I ain’t waste no time.

I dropped to my knees, spreading her thighs over my shoulders, and dived the fuck in.

Ebony gasped, her fingers gripping at my scalp, her thighs trembling against my cheeks. “O-Oh my God—”

I gripped her ass, pulling her closer, making her take all of it.

She was damn near screaming, her legs shaking so bad I had to hold her up. Her back arched, her body surrendering to me just like she always did.

And when she came? My lips shined, proof of the pussy.

She turned around, bracing herself against the sink. “Kaine—”

I smacked her ass. “Bend over.”

She obeyed without question.

I slid inside her slow, gripping her hips as I filled her up. “Shit,” I hissed, my fingers pressing into her skin.

I ain’t hold back. I fucked her like I owned her. Cause I did, this was my pussy.

The way she moaned my name? The way she gripped the sink like she was holdin’ on for life?

That was mine.

After we both came, we stood there for a minute, breathin’ heavy, our bodies still connected. Then, I kissed her shoulder, pulling her into the shower with me.

When we got back to bed, I pulled her close, wrapping my arm around her waist. Kaliya shifted in her sleep, and without thinking, I reached over and pulled her in too.

Both my girls.

I kissed the top of Ebony’s head, my heart steady.

I wasn’t goin’ nowhere.
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It had been three weeks since me and Kaliya started staying in the hotel with Kaine. Three weeks of feeling safe in his arms, three weeks of him making up for lost time with Kaliya. He’d been taking us out, spending all his time with us. But now, we were finally back home.

Kaliya had been at her friend’s house for the past few days—I thought it’d be good for her, with everything going on. A little normalcy, a little time away from all the tension. And Kaine? He’d been different. Still him, but… different. More present. More locked in. So when he came out the shower, towel hanging low on his waist, and said, “I realized I never took you on a real date,” I couldn’t do nothing but smirk.

I crossed my arms, arching a brow. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah, mama. Let me take you out tonight.”

I bit my lip, playing like I had to think about it. “What about Kaliya?”

“She gone for the night, right?” He stepped up, tilting my chin up with two fingers. “So that means I got you all to myself.”

That’s how I ended up in a skintight black mini dress, legs out, ass sitting, face beat, with my hair slicked back into a long-ass ponytail. Kaine wasn’t playing either—black Amiri jeans, black tee, fresh-ass white forces, a thin Cuban link shining under the dim bar lights. His scent was all expensive—He smelled like when we first met.

The spot was lowkey, real grown and sexy. The lights were low, music knocking just enough, a few couples and groups posted up at the bar and the booths. We had our own little section, drinks in hand, the vibe just right.

“Alright,” I said, my voice smooth from the liquor. “What made you wanna do this tonight?”

Kaine leaned back, tongue running over his bottom lip as he looked at me. “Been meaning to,” he admitted. “We been caught up in so much shit… I ain’t even take the time to show you I want you, Ebony.”

That shit made my stomach flip.

“Not just for the sex,” he went on. “Not just ‘cause Kaliya. But ‘cause I want and love you, and I need you to know that.”

The way he was looking at me? Had my body damn near melting into the chair.

“You saying all the right things,” I teased, sipping my drink.

Kaine smirked, taking a slow pull from his glass. “That’s ‘cause I mean ‘em.”

By the time the Don Julio kicked in, we was on the dance floor. The DJ was on straight R&B timing, and I was feeling myself, swaying my hips, my back pressed against Kaine’s chest.

His hands were on my waist, gripping. “You showing out, huh?”

I laughed, grinding against him, feeling his hands tighten as I moved lower.

“You keep it up,” he murmured in my ear, his breath hot against my skin, “and I’ma fuck the shit outta you.”

That shit went straight to my core.

By the end of the night, we was tipsy, sitting in his Hellcat, laughing at some dumb shit he said. But then, it got quiet. The kind of quiet where you feel the tension thick between you.

Kaine stared at me, his dark eyes low and hooded, tracing every part of me like he was committing it to memory. “You so fucking pretty,” he murmured. “Get yo pretty ass in the backseat.”

I shivered at the way he said it. Deep. Gruff. Like he was about to ruin me.

Sliding into the back, I barely had time to adjust before he pulled me onto his lap.

“Damn, baby,” he muttered, hands running up my thighs, pulling me closer, deeper. “You just gon’ sit here or you gon’ do sum?”

I smirked, feeling bold from the liquor, and started moving. Slow. Teasing. Grinding against his growing print, feeling how thick and ready he was.

Kaine’s hands grabbed at my ass, gripping hard. “Quit playin’.”

I didn’t. I kept moving slow, watching his jaw tighten.

A soft moan left my lips when I felt him press up right against my heat. His hands ran up my thighs, pushing my dress higher. My breath hitched when he reached between us, moving my panties to the side.

“You wet as fuck,” he groaned, fingers slipping through my slickness. “Damn, baby.”

I bit my lip, rolling my hips against his touch. “You like that?”

Kaine chuckled, dark and low. “Hell yeah.”

Before I could say anything else, he was pulling himself out, rubbing his thick length against my entrance. I gasped when he thrust up slow, stretching me inch by inch.

“Ooh, shit—

“You feel that?” he murmured, voice rough. “Feel how deep I am?”

I could barely speak. I just nodded, gripping his shoulders.

“Uh-uh,” he smirked, gripping my throat lightly. “Say that shit.”

“You deep,” I breathed out, my voice breaking into a moan as he bucked his hips again.

“Damn right,” he muttered, grabbing my hips, helping me ride him just right.

The car rocked as we moved, my nails digging into his skin as the pleasure built up. He watched me the whole time, lips parted, breath heavy

“Damn, E,” he groaned, biting his lip. “You ridin’ the fuck out this dick.”

That made me go harder, rolling my hips, letting my head fall back as the feeling took over me.

Kaine’s grip on my ass tightened. “Shit… I’m boutta—”

Before he could finish, I felt him explode inside me, warmth spreading deep. His grip turned bruising as he thrust up hard, groaning deep in his chest.

I let out a soft cry, my own orgasm washing over me, leaving me breathless.

For a moment, we just sat there, panting, my body still draped over his.

Kaine reached up, brushing a damp strand of hair from my face. “I love you, Ebony.”

That shit hit different.

I stared at him, my heart pounding. “I love you too, Kaine.”

He kissed me slow. Letting me taste him

And in that moment, I knew—this man wasn’t never letting me go again.
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A YEAR LATER

Time flew by fast with my woman and child, it was nothing like this shit. Seeing the joy on baby girl face when I came around, or the way my heart raced when she came around it was a beautiful ass feeling I never felt. We hadn’t moved out that crib yet, Ebony insisted letting Liya finish one last year at this school with her friends. Which I ain’t mind as long as they were happy and safe that’s all that mattered to me. Kaliya was eleven now, old ass hell right? Shits crazy.

I leaned back in the booth, arms stretched across the top as I watched Kaliya bounce off to the arcade section. The neon lights from the games lit up her little face, and the way she grinned made my heart feel some type of way.

“Get whatever you want, princess,” I called after her. She threw a quick smile over her shoulder before disappearing into the crowd of kids.

I smirked, shaking my head. She was coming around. Slowly but surely.

Ebony sat across from me, sipping her drink, looking fine as hell. Her hair was slicked back, hoops dangling, her fresh pink nails tapping against the glass. She had on some tight-ass jeans and a cropped hoodie that showed just enough to keep a nigga looking. The soft glow of the restaurant lights hit her brown skin just right, and for a second, I got lost in the sight of her.

I was getting my family back.

I looked over at her, fingers drumming on the table. “She ain’t asked about ‘em?”

Ebony sighed, her fingers tensing around her glass. “She did… but s-she never really liked Vermont. He was just around.” She wiped a tear away, her voice cracking just a little. “I feel like a bad mom ‘cause they never really talked or bonded. I mean, they had a relationship when she was younger… they were real close, but now?” She shook her head, exhaling slow. “It wasn’t like a real daddy-daughter bond. It was more like… you just messing with my mom.”

I reached across the table, thumb brushing away another tear rolling down her cheek. “I’m sorry I wasn’t around, E. I promise I won’t do shit to jeopardize this again.” My voice was low, but I meant every word.

She sniffed, nodding, and before I could say something else, I heard small feet rushing up.

“Daddy, come play the game with me.”

I damn near froze.

My heart stopped, my stomach dropped—hell, I felt like the whole world paused for a second.

Ebony’s lips parted slightly, eyes flicking between me and Kaliya like she couldn’t believe what just came outta our daughter’s mouth either. It had been months, and yeah, she was warming up to me, but she never called me that. Not yet.

I swallowed hard and turned to her. “What you just say, baby?”

Kaliya giggled, grabbing my hand. “I said come play the game with me, Daddy.”

I damn near melted right there.

Ebony smiled softly, watching us, her eyes still a little watery. I cleared my throat and stood up, letting my daughter pull me toward the arcade section.

I glanced back at Ebony, and she gave me a small nod, her expression saying everything words couldn’t.

Shit felt like a dream, one I’d dreamt too many times in that cell.
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I sat back, sipping on my drink, watching Kaine and Kaliya at the arcade. My baby girl was giggling like crazy, her little hands gripping the controls as Kaine sat next to her, hyping her up. Every time she hit a high score, he clapped, dapping her up like she was one of his homies.

It was surreal watching them bond like this. I’d spent so long feeling guilty, wondering if Kaliya would ever accept him after all this time. But seeing them together? It felt right. It felt like family.

Kaine was dressed in his usual—black tee stretching over his muscles, Grey nike shorts sitting just right on his frame, fresh white forces on his feet. He had a fitted cap pulled low, but even from here, I could see the way he was smiling at our daughter. It wasn’t forced. It wasn’t just for show. It was real.

I sighed, playing with the straw in my cup. This was everything I wanted.

“Nah, you cheating,” Kaine laughed, watching Kaliya win another round. “Ain’t no way you this good, princess.”

“Daddy! You cheatin’.” she said, grinning up at him.

That word still sent a shock through me. She called him Daddy like it was the most natural thing in the world now.

I smiled as they moved to the next game, my chest feeling warm.

Toward the end of the night, Kaliya spotted a Photo Booth in the corner. She ran straight to it, calling Kaine over.

I stayed back at first, just watching, but Kaine turned around and reached for my hand.

“Come on, ma, you in this too.”

I rolled my eyes playfully but let him pull me in. The space was tight, all three of us squeezed in, laughing as Kaliya fumbled with the props. She threw a goofy plastic crown on Kaine’s head and plopped a pink tiara on mine.

“You gotta wear it, Daddy!” she giggled.

Kaine sighed dramatically but smirked, tilting the crown on his head. “You lucky I love you.”

I laughed, adjusting my tiara. “Y’all got me out here lookin’ crazy.”

“Nah, you look perfect,” Kaine said low, his eyes locking with mine for a second. It sent a small shiver down my spine.

The camera clicked, capturing moment after moment—Kaliya throwing up peace signs, me and Kaine cheesing, the three of us looking like the perfect little family.

And for the first time in a long time, I felt like we actually were.

Later that night

We loaded into Kaine’s shiny new hellcat. Kaliya was knocked out in the backseat, her little head resting against the door, arms wrapped around the stuffed animal Kaine had won her.

The ride was quiet at first, just the hum of the engine and the soft R&B playing from the speakers. I leaned back in the passenger seat, exhaling as I glanced over at Kaine.

His hands gripped the wheel, tattoos flexing under the dim streetlights. His fitted was sitting low, his face unreadable as he stared at the road.

“You quiet,” I murmured.

He glanced at me, then back at the road. “Just thinkin’.”

“‘Bout what?”

He licked his lips, exhaling. “You. Kaliya. This.” He gestured between us. “I meant what I said, Ebony. I ain’t doin’ nothin’ to mess this up again. I got too much to lose now.”

I swallowed, my fingers playing with the hem of my hoodie. “You serious?”

He nodded. “Deadass.”

Silence filled the car again, but it wasn’t heavy. It was… comfortable. Like we ain’t need words to understand each other.

I looked over at him again, taking him in—the way he was gripping the wheel, the slight crease between his brows, the way he kept glancing in the rearview at our daughter.

“I love you, Kaine,” I whispered.

His jaw tensed. His grip on the wheel tightened just slightly before he let out a deep breath. Then, he reached over, grabbing my hand, lacing his fingers through mine.

“I love you too, E.”

And just like that, everything felt right.

As soon as we pulled up to the house, Kaine put the car in park and glanced back at Kaliya, still knocked out in the backseat. Her little breaths were soft, peaceful, her stuffed animal clutched tight in her arms.

“I got her,” he murmured, stepping out.

I watched as he moved around to the back, opening the door carefully. He scooped Kaliya up in his arms, cradling her against his chest like she was still his little baby. She stirred just slightly, mumbling something in her sleep before settling against him.

That sight alone did something to me.

I unlocked the door, stepping inside as Kaine carried her straight to her room. I followed behind, standing in the doorway as he laid her down gently, pulling the covers over her small frame. He stood there for a second, just looking at her, like he still couldn’t believe she was really his.

I leaned against the doorframe, whispering, “She loves you, you know.”

He turned his head slightly, his eyes meeting mine. He didn’t say nothing back, but the way his face softened said it all.

I stepped back as he walked out, closing Kaliya’s door quietly behind him. As soon as it clicked shut, I felt the shift in the air.

His eyes locked on me. Dark. Intense.

His voice dropped low. “Strip.”

My stomach flipped.

I swallowed, backing into the bedroom as he followed behind me, closing that door too. I could feel the heat rolling off him, the way his whole presence filled the room.

I pulled my hoodie off slow, letting it drop to the floor. Kaine’s gaze never left me. His fitted was still low on his forehead, his black tee tight over his chest, Amiri jeans sagging slightly. His forces were still fresh, white as hell, like he just bought them.

I unbuttoned my jeans, sliding them down my legs. Kaine tilted his head, watching every move I made.

By the time I was bare, my heart was pounding.

“Lay down,” he murmured.

I climbed onto the bed, resting on my belly, my arms stretched above my head.

The mattress dipped as he joined me, and then I felt his lips, warm against my shoulder, trailing slow down my spine. My breath hitched.

His hands followed, rough palms gliding down my waist, gripping my hips.

“You know how long I been waitin’ to have you like this again?” he murmured against my skin.

I shivered. “How long?”

He kissed the back of my neck, his voice deep, gravelly. “Too fuckin’ long.”

His hands gripped my thighs, spreading them slightly as he pressed against me. The slow grind of his body against mine had my breath coming out shaky.

I moaned into the pillow as he rocked against me, slow, deep.

“You feel that?” he whispered against my ear. “This all yours, E. And this pussy? It’s all mines.”

I gripped the sheets, whimpering as he slid inside me, inch by inch, stretching me out.

My back arched as he pulled my hips back, meeting his slow, deep thrusts. His fingers dug into my waist, holding me still as he moved at his own pace, deliberate, torturous.

“This pussy mine?” he muttered, his lips brushing against my shoulder.

I nodded, gasping, “Yes—”

He grabbed my throat, tilting my head back slightly. “Say that shit right.”

I swallowed hard, my voice trembling. “This p-pussy yours, baby.”

His grip tightened just slightly as he drove deeper. “That’s right, mama. And this dick yours.”

I could feel every inch of him, the slow drag, the way he filled me up. He wasn’t rushing this. He was taking his time, making me feel every single stroke.

“Say my name,” he demanded.

“Kaine,” I moaned.

“Louder.”

“Kaine,” I cried out, my nails digging into the sheets.

He groaned low, his pace never changing, staying slow, controlled. He leaned down, pressing kisses along my spine, whispering filthy shit in my ear, telling me how good I felt, how he wasn’t ever letting me go.

I turned my head, our lips meeting in a deep, slow kiss, tongues sliding together as he moved inside me, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

His hand slid between my legs, rubbing slow, perfect circles, making my whole body tighten up.

“You need me to make you cum, mama?” he asked, his voice dark, teasing.

I whimpered, “Yes, please.”

“Beg for it.”

I bit my lip, my pride holding me back for a second, but then he thrust deeper, and I lost all control.

“Please, Kaine,” I moaned, grinding back against him. “Please make me cum.”

That was all it took.

He groaned, speeding up just slightly, hitting every spot just right until I was trembling, my body locking up as pleasure crashed over me.

I cried out his name as I came hard, gripping onto the sheets, my whole body shaking.

Kaine gritted his teeth, gripping my hips as he followed right after me, cursing under his breath as he buried himself deep, giving me every last drop.

For a moment, neither of us moved, both of us just breathing hard, bodies tangled together.

Then he kissed my shoulder, his lips lingering. “I love you.”

And I believed him.
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FEW DAYS LATER…

I sat back in my hellcat, one hand on the wheel, the other holding a blunt between my fingers. The engine hummed low under me, bass from the music rattlin’ the doors. Things were getting too quiet, too nice. I’d gotten closer to Kaliya we were together 24/7 and as far as me and Ebony that was my woman, period. But I couldn’t help but to feel uneasy.

And just like that—Krue pulled up, like he already knew what I was thinkin’.

He hopped in the passenger seat, black tee stretched over his chest, Amiri jeans saggin’ just a lil over his white forces. He had his chain on, glistening under the streetlights as he lit up a blunt. The look on his face told me whatever he had to say wasn’t good.

“Nigga, you heard of Saint?” he asked, voice low.

I frowned, pulling the blunt from my lips. “Saint who?”

“Saint Benelli.” He exhaled a long-ass cloud of smoke. “Big dog out here in Cali. That’s Vermont’s older brother, nigga. And he on a fuckin’ rampage.

I squinted, tryna recall if I ever heard the name before. I knew a few niggas in Cali, but that name ain’t never came up.

“Who the fuck is this nigga?” I asked.

Krue leaned back, rubbing his chin. “Saint run shit out here, Kaine. We talkin’ big money, big connections. Nigga don’t even gotta get his hands dirty, but when he do?” Krue let out a low whistle. “Bodies drop.”

I sat still for a minute, taking that in. I wasn’t the type to get shook over no nigga, I done seen killers, moved with killers, been one my damn self. But this shit was different. This nigga was connected. I knew what that meant.

“And he lookin’ for Vermont?” I asked.

Krue nodded. “Been lookin’ for weeks. He putting money up, Kaine. Big money. He want the nigga who did it dead. I heard it down at the courts earlier.”

I smirked, taking another hit, blowing the smoke out slow.

“Fuck that nigga,” I said, laughing. “And his dead ass brother.”

Krue chuckled too, shaking his head. “I knew you was gon’ say that.” He flicked ash out the window. “But real shit, nigga, we gotta be on point. If Saint find out, we got a war on our hands.”

I sucked my teeth. I wasn’t worried about no war. Niggas bled the same way I did. But my mind wasn’t even on me—it was on Ebony and Kaliya.

“Yeah, heard that nigga while I was at the corner store earlier. He was on the phone yellin’ bout that shit had some big bodygaurd ass dudes rollin’ wit’ em too, just figured I’d tell you just in case.”

I been trying to build somethin’ real with them. I already promised Ebony I’d stay out the game. But if this Saint nigga come around, I wasn’t gon’ duck shit if he wanted to see me I got in the paint everytime.

Krue peeped the way I got quiet, and he nudged me. “Nigga, you good?”

I nodded, flicking my lighter. “Yeah, I’m good. Just thinkin’.”

“‘Bout what?”

I sighed, staring out the windshield. “E and Kaliya. That’s my family, nigga. I finally got my lil girl in my life. I ain’t tryna have no bullshit fuckin’ that up.”

Krue gave me a side-eye. “Then you know what you gotta do, right?”

I raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

He smirked, leaning back. “Eliminate the problem before the problem eliminate you.”

I stared at him for a second, his words sinking in.

I knew he was right.
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I pulled up to Ebony’s crib, I sat there for a second, just thinking. I wasn’t gon’ tell her what was going on. She ain’t need that stress, not when she finally seemed happy, when shit between us was finally smooth. But inside? I was already on ten.

I turned off the car and stepped out, my Amiri jeans saggin’ a lil’ as I adjusted my black tee. White forces crisp as hell against the pavement. It was quiet on the block, just a few cars parked up and the faint sound of somebody bumpin’ old Jeezy from a couple houses down.

When I knocked, Ebony opened the door, standing there in some lil’ ass shorts and a tank top, her robe draped over her shoulders. Fine as fuck.

I ain’t say nothin’, just pulled her into me, pressing my face into her neck, breathing her in. She smelled like cocoa butter and vanilla, like home.

“You good?” she mumbled against my chest.

“Yeah,” I lied.

I stepped inside, locking the door behind me. Kaliya was on the couch, curled up with her tablet. When she saw me, she smiled a lil’ and I walked over, leaning down to kiss her forehead.

“How was school, baby girl?” I asked, rubbing her back.

She giggled, looking up at me. “This lil’ boy said he like me.”

I squinted. “Who?”

She shrugged, twirling her curls. “Just some lil’ boy.”

I sucked my teeth, shaking my head. “Next time he say that, you tell him yo’ daddy fight kids. I’ll beat his lil’ ass.”

Ebony’s hand smacked my arm, and she busted out laughing.

“Kaine, stop!” she giggled, covering her mouth.

I grinned at her, enjoying the sound of her laugh, the way Kaliya was shaking her head like she already knew I was crazy. For a moment, everything felt fine. Like I ain’t got a nigga out there looking for me. Like I ain’t just put a body in the trunk a few weeks ago.

That night, after Kaliya was sleep, me and Ebony was in her bedroom, laying up. The room was dim, just the glow from her lamp and the streetlights shining through the blinds. She was curled up next to me, head on my chest, her fingers tracing patterns on my stomach.

I exhaled, staring at the ceiling, knowing I had to tell her something.

“E,” I started, my voice low.

She hummed. “What’s up?”

I licked my lips. “Vermont’s brother—he looking for answers.”

She tensed against me. “What? S-saint?”

I nodded. “That nigga a big dog out here in Cali. Got money, power, connections. He been looking for Vermont. If he find out I pulled the trigger?” I shook my head. “Shit could get ugly.”

Ebony pushed up off my chest, eyes narrowing. “Kaine, you promised me. You said you was done with this type of shit.”

I sighed. “I know what I said, but that promise gettin’ broke if that nigga come at me wrong.”

She shook her head, shoving at my chest. “I can’t do this shit, Kaine. I got a daughter to think about!”

I grabbed her wrists before she could move away, pulling her closer. “And you think I ain’t thinking about her too?” I kissed her shoulder, trailing my lips up her neck. “You think I want this shit? You think I wanna put my hands on another nigga over some old shit?” I exhaled, flipping her onto her back. “But I’ll die before I let anything happen to you or Kaliya.”

She tried to stay mad, tried to push me off, but I just kissed her again, my lips moving down her collarbone, across her chest. She shuddered under me, her body betraying her.

“You need phat ma ate?” I mumbled against her skin, already sliding my hands down her thighs, lifting her legs up over my shoulders.

She whimpered, hands gripping the sheets. “Kaine—”

I ain’t let her finish. I went to work.

My tongue dragged slow, deep, making her back arch, making her whisper my name like a prayer. I loved this shit. The way she tasted, the way she trembled under me.

By the time I slid up, pressed against her, she was already ready, already pulling me closer. I ain’t rush it this time. I kissed her slow, deep, made love to her. Let her feel every inch of what she’d been missing.

And when we was done, when we laid there catching our breath, her fingers tracing my face, her legs tangled with mine.
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Saint

I sat back in my maybach, eyes low, mind racing. The blunt between my fingers burned slow, smoke curling around me, but it wasn’t doing shit to calm me down. Vermont was gone. Dead. And I ain’t know who the fuck did it.

My little brother. My blood. Yeah, he was a dumbass sometimes, but he ain’t deserve to go out like that. Not without me knowing who made that call.

The streets been whispering, but niggas was too scared to say shit. That told me one thing—whoever did it, they wasn’t no small-time nigga. But I wasn’t no small-time nigga either. I ran this shit. And I was gonna get my answers.

My right-hand man, Juice, sat in the passenger seat, scrolling through his phone. The car was quiet, just the hum of the engine and the faint bass from somebody bumpin’ Boosie down the block.

“You talk to ’em before he disappeared?” Juice finally asked, looking over at me.

I frowned, pulling on the blunt. “Who?”

“Vermont.”

I exhaled slow, trying to think back. Vermont used to hit my line all the time, mostly on some bullshit. I ain’t always answer. But the last time I did…

I tapped my fingers against the steering wheel. What the fuck was he talking about?

Then it hit me. Ebony.

He was venting about his bitch, talking about how she played him, how she was probably still fucking with her baby daddy. How he felt like a clown.

I had brushed that shit off, told him to stop simping over some pussy. But now? Now, that shit felt important.

I turned to Juice. “Nigga…” I sucked my teeth. “How the fuck I forget that?”

Juice raised a brow. “Forget what?”

“Ebony.”

He sat up, watching me. “What about her?”

“Vermont was heated about that bitch. Last time we talked, that’s all he was on. Said she was playing him, running back to her baby daddy. What if that nigga had something to do with it?”

Juice let out a low whistle. “Shit. You think she know somethin’?”

I clenched my jaw. “Only one way to find out.”

I flicked the blunt out the window, put the car in drive, and pulled off. Tonight, I was paying Ebony a visit.

⸻

The drive was quiet, just my thoughts bouncing around my head. If she had anything to do with Vermont being gone, I was getting it out of her. I ain’t give a fuck if she was a woman.

I wanted answers.

The city lights blurred past as I sped through the streets, my Maybach growling low under me. I had on my usual—black suit, red bottom custom loafers. I dressed rich, but my mind was on war.

Juice rolled down the window, letting the cool air hit him. “You sure you wanna do this shit tonight?”

I shot him a look. “Nigga, I shoulda done it a year ago.”

He nodded, knowing there was no point in arguing. When I wanted something done, it got done. Period.

When we pulled up to her spot, I cut the engine and leaned back, scanning the house. Lights was still on inside, faint movement behind the blinds. She was home.

Good.

I cracked my neck and exhaled. “Wait here.”

Juice looked like he wanted to argue, but he just nodded. He knew better. This was personal.

I stepped out the car, the night air cool against my skin. The street was quiet, just the occasional car rolling by, headlights flashing across the pavement. I adjusted my suit, my fingers brushing against the pistol tucked in my waistband.

As I moved closer to the door, my heart beat steady. One way or another, I was getting what I came for.

And if she lied?

She was gonna regret it.
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Ebony

Kaliya sat on my bed, her little legs tucked under her as she flipped through one of her books. I was in the bathroom, wiping down the counters, when she spoke up, her voice soft.

“Mama?”

I glanced over. “What’s up, baby?”

She hesitated, biting her lip before finally looking at me. “Can I ask you something?”

I set the rag down, giving her my full attention. “Of course, baby. What’s on your mind?”

She played with the corner of her book, her brows furrowed. “Do you miss Vermont?”

The question caught me off guard. I stared at her for a moment, trying to gather my words. “Why you askin’ that?”

She shrugged. “I dunno. I just… I been thinking about stuff. And I know he used to be around a lot, but now he’s not. And I don’t feel sad about it.”

I walked over, sitting beside her on the bed. “You don’t?”

She shook her head. “No… I didn’t really like him.”

I blinked, un-phased. “You didn’t?”

She hesitated again, fidgeting with her fingers. “He didn’t treat you nice, Mama. I used to see how sad you was sometimes… like, when you thought I wasn’t looking.”

My chest tightened. I reached over, tucking a curl behind her ear. “Oh, baby…”

She looked up at me with those big, brown eyes. “I’m happy daddies here now.”

My breath hitched.

“I didn’t wanna say nothin’ before,” she continued, “but I’m happy it’s him now. You smile more.”

Tears pricked at my eyes, but I held them back, pulling her into a hug instead. She melted into me, her little arms wrapping around my waist.

“I love you so much, Kaliya,” I whispered into her hair.

She hugged me tighter. “I love you too, Mama.”

I closed my eyes, kissing the top of her head. I knew then that I had made the right choice.

The day went by fast and before I’d knew it the sun had set. And the night came.

The night was quiet. Too quiet.

Kaliya was curled up next to me in bed, knocked out, her hand gripping my shirt in her sleep. I should’ve felt at peace, but somethin’ in my gut wasn’t sittin’ right.

Kaine had been gone for a couple of hours, handling some business. He told me he wouldn’t be out too late, but now I was wishing he was home.

I sighed, shaking the feeling off, reaching for my phone to check the time. A little past eight. I was about to set it back down when I heard it.

A noise downstairs.

My breath caught in my throat.

I froze, heart thumping hard as hell, ears straining. Maybe it was nothin’. Maybe I was trippin’.

Then I heard it again.

A door creaking. Footsteps.

A chill ran down my spine.

I sat up slow, careful not to wake Kaliya. My hands were already shaking as I reached over and cut the lamp off, plunging the room into darkness.

My heart was racing as I pulled Kaliya closer.

Somebody was in my house.

I swallowed back the panic and grabbed my phone, my fingers fumbling as I dialed Kaine’s number.

He answered on the second ring.

“Wassup, baby?” His voice was calm, but I was damn near hyperventilating.

“Kaine,” I whispered, tears already pricking my eyes. “S-Somebody in the house.”

Silence. Then his voice dropped. Cold. Serious.

“Where you at?”

“I’m in the room with Kaliya.”

“You lock the door?”

I nodded, even though he couldn’t see me. “Y-Yeah.”

“Aight, listen to me. I need you to grab the gun from under the bed.”

I stiffened. “You put a gun—”

“Hush,” he cut me off. “We ain’t got time for that shit, Ebony. I’m thirty minutes away, so I need you to take the safety off and cock that bitch back. Now.”

My hands were shaking so bad I could barely move, but I forced myself to reach under the bed. My fingers brushed against cold metal, and I pulled the gun out with a shaky breath.

I had never held a gun before, let alone used one.

“I-I don’t know how,” I whispered, voice cracking.

Kaine’s voice was firm. “Yes, the fuck you do. I just told you. Now do that shit, Ebony.”

Tears rolled down my face as I followed his instructions, my hands trembling as I took the safety off and cocked it back. The weight of it felt heavy as hell in my hands.

“Put Kaliya in the closet,” Kaine said.

I looked down at my baby girl, still asleep, peaceful. She didn’t even know what was going on.

I wiped my face and carefully picked her up, carrying her to the closet in the corner of the room. She stirred but didn’t wake up as I laid her down on a pile of blankets.

“Mama?” she mumbled sleepily.

I kissed her forehead, my heart breaking. “Shh, baby. Just stay here, okay?”

She nodded, eyes fluttering closed again.

I stepped back, swallowing hard as I shut the closet door.

“I did it,” I whispered into the phone.

“Good,” Kaine breathed. “Now listen to me, baby. If a nigga come in there, I want you to let that motherfucker blow. You hear me?”

I let out a choked sob. “Kaine, I’m scared.”

“I know, mama. But you gotta be strong. For Kaliya.”

I nodded, gripping the gun tighter.

Kaine’s voice was low, tense. “I’m speeding right now. I’ma be there soon.”

I could hear the roar of his engine through the phone. He was pushing that bitch.

Then I heard something else.

Footsteps. Coming up the stairs.

My breath hitched.

They were getting closer.

Tears streamed down my face as I raised the gun, pointing it at the door with shaking hands. My whole body was trembling, but I refused to let go.

The footsteps stopped.

Silence.

I squeezed my eyes shut, praying to God this was all a nightmare. That I would wake up in my bed, safe, with Kaine next to me.

Then—

BOOM.

The door flew open, slamming against the wall.

A dark figure stood in the doorway, and all I could do was scream.

BANG!

TBC….
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Don’t Beat Me Up !

Don’t Beat Me Up, Y’all…

Okay, okay, I know, I know. You’re probably sitting there cussing me out, throwing your kindle/phone across the room, or maybe even questioning whether I’m a good person. I get it. I really do. But hear me out, alright?

I promise, I’m not doing it to be cruel. If anything, I’m doing it to make you feel every single moment of this rollercoaster. If I’m being real, these cliffhangers are my way of making sure you don’t forget what’s at stake. Kaine and Ebony? Their love, their struggles, their past… it all needs to unfold in a way that keeps you hooked. So, when I drop a cliffhanger, I’m making you invest in the story. I want you to feel the weight of the next page, the next chapter. I want you to ache for what’s coming next. Trust me, I’m not doing it for the drama (okay, maybe a little bit) but more for the suspense. You gotta be dying to know what happens next. If I didn’t leave you hanging, I’d feel like I wasn’t doing my job.

And yes, I know… I’ve done this before. Y’all probably shaking your heads right now, muttering “Here we go again.” I hear you. I’m listening. But guess what? The payoff is always worth it, right? Right?! You know I’m about to deliver. And when I finally drop that bomb, when everything comes together, you’ll be like, “Okay, okay, I see what you did there, I see it.” So, I’m asking you to trust me, even if I keep leaving you on a cliff. Because once you get the full picture, once everything clicks into place, you’ll see why I had to do it this way. You’ll be sitting there like, “Man, I should’ve known!”

It’s all about the buildup, y’all. And I know it’s frustrating sometimes, but don’t let that stop you from turning the page. I promise, there’s more to come, and I’m not gonna leave you hanging forever. Just hang tight. Let the tension build. Let the suspense eat at you, because when we finally reach the climax, when the drama explodes… it’s gonna be like nothing you’ve ever seen. I swear.

Now, I’m gonna ask for a little patience. A little understanding. I know it’s hard. We all wanna know how things turn out for Kaine and Ebony—will they make it? Will the past finally be buried? Will the love survive the obstacles? All those questions? Yeah, I got answers. But you gotta work for them. You gotta stick around, ride with me, and trust that I’m gonna make it all worth it in the end.

This story ain’t over, and we’re far from done. We’ve still got so much more to uncover. So, don’t beat me up, alright? I’m giving you what you need—just in pieces. Every cliffhanger, every pause, every sudden stop is part of the journey. When I tell you this ride is worth it, I mean it. Stay with me. You won’t regret it.

And I gotta say it again—don’t beat me up. I swear I’m gonna deliver the goods. You’ll see. Keep reading, and trust me, we’re gonna wrap this up right. The finale’s coming. It’s on the way, and when you get there? It’s gonna be worth every single cliffhanger, every heart-racing moment.

I got you. Just trust me. Don’t beat me up…
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Urban Chronicles: Sexual Healing
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Urban Chronicles: Lavender Zane

Urban Chronicles: Lavender & Zane is a gripping urban novella that follows two lifelong friends, Lav and Zane, as they navigate the complexities of love, lust, and loyalty. Their bond has always been close, but after one heated night of passion, everything changes. What starts as a one-time fling ignites an undeniable chemistry between them, leading to feelings neither of them expected. As they struggle to come to terms with their emotions, they realize the connection they share is too deep to be replicated with anyone else. Despite the complications of their past, the tension between them builds, and they’re forced to confront what they truly mean to each other. Urban Chronicles: Lavender & Zane explores the evolution of friendship into love, the risks of crossing boundaries, and the raw, powerful emotions that can be awakened when two people finally give in to what they’ve always been hiding.
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