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BEFORE YOU READ

This omnibus contains all the stories in one place, so you can experience Ebony & Kaine’s story from beginning to end without any interruption.

The third part is included in this book as well.

I hope that you all enjoy.

Much Love, MP.


THIS STORY CONTAINS

	Murder

	Sexual Encounters

	Explicit Language




I

The Weekend

Boy I just wanna be in yo’ possession.

Book One—Ebony & Kaine
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EBONY

I was never the type to fall easily. Matter fact, I wasn’t the type to fall at all. Niggas in the club, throw they li’ bread, whisper sweet shit for the time being, like they worth my time. But in reality all of ‘em were the same—thirsty, lying, and looking for the next bitch who’s dumb enough to give up the pussy but reap no benefits from doin’ so.

But Kaine? He had a bitch willing to risk it all.

I remember the first time he stepped into Club Waters, I swear I heard some slow r&b mix playing when he walked thru—that black tee gripping his chest, a thick Cuban sitting nice around his neck, his wrist held an iced out Richard Millie.

And that walk? Slow, sexy, calculated—like he knew he was that nigga.

I peeped him from the stage, sliding down the pole, body shimmering under the red club lights from the spray on glitter. Ass fat in my red lace thong, legs strapped up in eight inch heels, 40 inch hair down my back. And I knew he saw me too. His eyes were locked on me, dark and full of some shit my mama would’ve told me to run from.

I hit my last spin, climbed down, and stuttered toward the back. I ain’t chase. If he wanted me, he’d come get me.

And sure enough that nigga was behind me a few seconds later.

“Wassup ma,” His voice was deep, sexy.

I smirked, looking over my shoulder. “It’s Ebony not ma.”

He put his hands up in surrender. “Ok miss Ebony, Kaine.”

I turned, facing him full-on. “So what you just came over here to get a name outta me?”

He chuckled, flashing a row of perfectly white teeth. “Nah, I want you to dance for me.”

“Uh actually I was just about to-.”

He pulled out ‘bout three stacks. “One dance.”

I peeped the way he held it—like it wasn’t shit to him. Like he could trick ten times that and still walk out this bitch with bank. His fingers were tatted, veins ran up his arms and that scent? Man, he smelt fucking amazing. He rocked that Dior.

I stepped closer, body brushing up against his just enough to feel his dick jump from my teasing. “One dance?” I ran my tongue over my bottom lip slow, watching the way his eyes dropped to my mouth.

His smile dropped and his jaw flexed. Like he was tryna play it cool, but I saw that little shift in his stance, like he was fucking me in his head.

“One dance.” His voice dropped lower.

I smirked, snatching the stack from his hand, making a show of flipping through the bills before tucking them into my lace thong. The bass in the club was heavy, rattling the floor, the walls, my chest. Niggas posted up in the dark corners, blowing smoke, ice shining under the neon lights.

I turned around slowly, back to his front, letting my ass graze against him as I started moving. My hips rolled with the beat, hands trailing up my own body, making sure every dime he just served was worth it. He ain’t touch me—not yet—but I felt him watching, that heat pressing into me like a silent promise.

“Damn,” he muttered, almost as if he didn’t mean to say it out loud.

I dropped down slow, back arching, ass sitting right against him, before bringing it up again, real slow. “Mmm.” I moaned, teasingly looking back at him.

His eyes were damn near black under the club lights, jaw clenched like he was fighting something too deep to explain. His hand twitched at his side, and I knew it was taking everything in him not to reach out.

I leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “I could do this all night, baby.”

His breath hitched. He ran his tongue over his bottom lip, then smirked. “That right?”

I nodded slowly, letting my body melt into his, moving against him, slow, dirty, deliberate.

He exhaled sharp, shaking his head before he spoke, “Leave wit’ me.”

I smiled. And that was it.

I was never big on taking men home. My spot was my peace, and these niggas? temporary. But like I said Kaine had me breaking my own rules.

We pulled up to my spot, he drove his car and I drove mine.

He rocked a matte black G-wagon.

I led him inside, the air was thick as hell, the smell of vanilla mixing with the faint scent of his cologne.

As soon as the door shut, his hands were on me, gripping my ass, pulling me closer like he’d been wanting for this all night. I felt his breath on my neck, his lips trailing down slow, making my everything shiver.

“You gotta man?” he murmured against my skin.

I let out a soft moan. “If I did, you think you’d be here right now?”

He smirked, then flipped me against the wall, his hands slipping between my thighs. “Good.”

I gasped as his fingers slid over my panties, his was teasing me.

My body was damn near burning for him. His mouth found mine, tonguing me down. And I let ‘em.

I wasn’t the type to fuck on the first night, but for Kaine I was willing to make an exception. He had me pinned against the wall like I was his. And for that moment? I ain’t mind.

I barley made it to the bed before he had me naked. His hands roamed my body, rough and greedy like he had memorize every inch. My nails dragged down his back as he settled between my legs, teasing me, making me beg for it.

“Kaine,” I breathed, gripping his chest.

“Wassup mama?”

I shivered. “Fuck me.”

And he did.

His first thrust stole my breath, made my back arch, made my fingers dig into his skin. He filled me, stretched me out, own me in a way no nigga ever had before. My moans mixed with his, the sounds of our skin slapping against each-other filling the room.

Deep strokes. Slow at first, then rough, then faster. He wasn’t just fucking me; he was FUCKING me. Making sure I’d feel him tomorrow, making sure no other niggas dick could compare to the way his felt.

I cried out as he grabbed my hips, pulling me deeper onto him. Our bodies were sweaty, my legs trembling as the pleasure built.

“Pussy feel so good” he growled, gripping my thigh.

I couldn’t even think straight. “Fuckkkk,” I gasped.

“Mhm, mhm cum all over ‘dis dick” he demanded, smacking my thigh.

And when I came? It was like he ripped my soul straight from my body.

When the morning came, Kaine was gone.

No li’ note. No bye. Nothin’ but the faint scent of his cologne lingering.

I laid back against the pillows, exhaling slow. I should’ve been mad.

Should’ve been pissed that he dipped without a word.

But instead?

I smirked.

That dick was GOODT.
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KAINE

A week passed, then another. I ain’t hit Ebony up. Not ‘cause I ain’t want to.

But ‘cause I wanted to too much.

That first night? that shit stuck with me. The way her pussy felt, the way it gripped my dick, the way she moaned my name, the way she gave that shit to me with no hesitation. That shit wasn’t just sex. T-that shit was somethin’ else. Somethin’ I wasn’t pos to want, but damn did I.

And that’s exactly why I had to fall back.

But lawd knows that ain’t last long, before I knew it I was back at that muthafuckin’ club.

I spotted Ebony Immediately. She wasn’t on stage tonight—she was at the bar, sippin’ on something dark, looking fine as fuck in that tight red Louis Vuitton mini dress. Her ass sat just right in that bitch too.

She caught sight of me, and her whole face switched up.

I smirked making my way over, before I could even say shit, she turned on me quick.

“No.”

I raised a brow. “Fuck you talkin’ ‘bout?”

She folded her arms, brown eyes blazing. “Look, we fucked, and that’s cool, but don’t be poppin’ up at my jo-”

I shut that down quick.

I stepped in close, lowering my voice just enough. “Watch allat li’ mama.”

She scoffed, lips parting like she was about to go in again, but when I pulled out the Chanel bag. Black quilted, gold chain, fresh out the boutique.

She paused.

I smirked, holding it out. “Come ride wit’ me.”

She eyed the bag before snatching it with an attitude but still walked her fine ass out the club.

The ride was quiet, but not in a bad way. She sat in the passenger seat of my G-Wagon, scrolling through her phone like she wasn’t just cussing me out ten minutes ago.

“You like it?” I asked, nodding at the bag in her lap.

She sucked her teeth. “Ian no trick.”

I chuckled, loudly. “Trust. I know that.”

She side eyed me, but I caught that lil’ smirk she tried to hide. Yeah, she liked it.

When we pulled up to her spot, she ain’t even hesitate. Just got out, unlocking the door like she already knew what it was.

I followed, kicking the door shut behind me. The air was thick, that same feeling from the first night came back.

I watched as she set her bag on the counter, slipping out her heels.

The way her dress hugged her curves? That shit felt illegal.

She turned, arms folded. “So what, you disappear and come back?”

I stepped in, grabbing her chin. “Been thinkin’ ‘bout-.”

She glared, but she ain’t pull away. “Nigga, you full of yo self we fucked, Ian expect you to come back.”

I smirked. “You full of shit. You knew I was comin’ back, pussy too good not to.”

She ain’t say nothing. Just licked her lips slow, eyes dropping to my mouth.

I took that as my sign.

I grabbed her by the waist, lifting her up easy. She let out a soft gasp, but before she could talk shit, I had her pressed against the wall, my lips crashing into hers.

She tasted like Hennessy and mint.

I carried her to the bedroom, dropped her onto the bed, and ripped that little ass dress off her body.

Her thighs parted exposing her soaked pussy.

“Missed her, fuck..” I muttered, referring to her pussy as I slid my dick up and down her clit.

She bit her lip, not giving me a response.

I ain’t need her to.

I slid inside her slowly, groaning as she clenched around me. Her back arched, a moan slipping from her lips. Deep thrust. I slow stroked her.

She clung to me, moaning my name, legs wrapping tight around my waist.

“Tell me you love this dick.” I growled, gripping her hips.

She gasped, nails dragging down my back. “Kaine—”

“Now.”

“Fuck, Kaine!, I lov-love it.”

Her body shook beneath me, thighs trembling as she came hard, gripping me like she never wanted me to leave again.

It was late when I made it home. The penthouse was dark, city lights glowing through the windows.

I walked in quiet, but Talia was already waiting.

She sat on the couch in her silk robe, legs crossed, a glass of wine her hand. She looked me up and down, eyes narrowed.

“Where you been?”

I sighed, dropping my keys on the counter. “Out.”

She scoffed. “Out where? You ain’t answer my text.”

I ran my hand over my face. “Talia, I ain’t tryna argue, ma.”

She stood, stepping close. “Who said we arguing? I just wanna know where my husband been.”

I looked down at her, taking in the full lashes, the diamond necklace she’d brought with my money, the drug money she always complained ‘bout. The lace slip hugging her body. She was my bitch by business the only reason she had that rock on her finger was ‘cus my moms loved her, but I never did. I had no feelings for her once so ever she was forced on me. But, moms died not too long ago. And I felt like I’d made a promise to her to be with Talia before she died, and I couldn’t see myself breaking that promise. Well at least I tried not to see it.

Talia slid her arms around my neck, pressing her body into mine.

“You know you ain’t gotta stay out late. You got a whole wife right here.”

I forced a smirk, kissing her forehead. “Yeah, I know.”

But as I held her, all I could think about was Ebony.

And how bomb that pussy was.
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TALIA

9 Months Later

A woman always knows when her man start moving funny.

It’s the little shit first. How was coming late. How his phone faced down every time I walked in the room. Or how he smelled like Chanel No. 5 when I don’t even wear that shit.

I ain’t say nothing at first, just watched. Plotted.

See, these niggas? They think they slick. Think they can run the streetz and still come home like we wont feel the shift in energy.

But I felt it.

And tonight? I got my proof.

I sat in my blacked-out GLE Benz, nails tapping against the wheel, watching the entrance of some raggedy-ass apartment complex on the Southside. My Cuban link bracelets clinked together as I scrolled my phone, looking at the cash app notifications from Kaine.

$5,000.

$7,500.

$1,000.

All sent to some bitch named Ebony.

I sucked my teeth. Nigga, coulda at least tried to hide it.

It was damn near 3 AM when I finally saw him. Kaine stepped out the building like he ain’t have a whole wife at home, like he wasn’t creeping out some bitch bed. Black sweats, white tee, chain glistening under the streetlights. He ran a hand over his beard, looking relaxed, like he just had the best night of his life.

My heart burned.

I gripped the wheel tight, nails digging into the leather.

This nigga really thought I was dumb.

I waited until he pulled off in his matte black G-Wagon, then I followed.

Oh, this nigga had the right one tonight.

By the time I made it back to the penthouse, I was pissed. Not just because he was cheating, but because he thought I wouldn’t find out.

I was already inside when he walked in, locking the door behind him. The moment he saw me, he sighed.

“Talia—”

I launched my wine glass straight at his head.

He dodged it easy, like he expected it, the glass shattering against the wall behind him.

“Who the fuck is Ebony?!” I screamed, my voice bouncing off the high ceilings.

He just stood there, running a hand down his face. Unbothered. Like I was some damn inconvenience.

“Talia, I ain’t in the mood for this.”

“You ain’t in the mood? Nigga, I wasn’t in the mood to sit outside some trifling-ass apartment watching my husband sneak out like a damn side nigga, but here we are!”

I grabbed the Versace ashtray off the coffee table and threw that too. Missed. It hit the floor with a loud ass CLANK.

Kaine walked past me like I ain’t just try to take his head off, moving to the liquor cart, pouring himself a drink like he ain’t got a whole wife ready to kill him.

“You done?” he asked, sipping his dark liquor slow.

My blood boiled. This nigga really didn’t give a fuck.

I marched over, snatching the glass from his hand and throwing it against the wall. Brown liquor splattered across the white paint.

“You think I’m playin’ with you?!” I shoved his chest. He ain’t move. “I will make your life hell, Kaine! You hear me? Hell!”

He smirked, gripping my wrist tight. Not hard enough to hurt, but enough to let me know I needed to chill.

“It’s already hell bein’ married to yo’ naggin’ ass I should’ve divorced you the second my moms ass was in the dirt.”

I yanked away, breathing hard, my chest rising and falling.

He exhaled, rubbing his temples. “Talia, go to bed.”

I stared at him, my body shaking with rage. “You really don’t give a fuck, huh?”

His jaw clenched, but he ain’t say nothing.

And that’s when I knew.

Ebony wasn’t just some bitch. She was something else. Something dangerous.

And I was about to handle it.
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EBONY

I always knew niggas was full of shit. But Kaine?

That man had me FOOLED.

It wasn’t even about his money, even though he drowned me in it.

It was the way he touched me, the way he looked at me like I was some type of rare beauty he’d found.

And for a while, I let myself believe it.

Friday night to Sunday afternoon, Kaine would come through.

He’d be busy with business shit during the week. He pulled up in that black G-Wagon, windows tinted dark as my attitude, stepping out looking like money in his Amiri jeans, crisp white tee, and diamond Cuban link.

Every time he walked through my door, it was bags on bags.

“I saw this and thought of you, ma.”

Louis duffle. Chanel box. Cartier bracelet.

I ain’t gonna lie. I got used to it.

The first time he took me shopping, we hit Lenox Mall, private entrance, no lines, no waiting. Sales associates damn near breaking they necks to help me. I walked out drippin’ in Louis, Chanel, and Balenciaga.

He slid me the keys to a matte pink Hellcat, black guts, custom everything.

“Yours.”

I shoulda known right then. A nigga don’t do all that for just any girl.

But I was too caught up. Too deep.

We hit the best spots—STK for dinner, bottles at Phipps, late-night drives through the city, windows down, moonroof open, trap music blasting.

“You good, ma?” he’d ask, hand on my thigh as he drove.

I’d smile, gripping his wrist. “I’m straight.”

And I was.

Until I wasn’t.

It was Saturday night, and Kaine was posted up at my crib, kicked back on the couch like he lived there.

Sweatpants hangin’ low, white tee snug on his chest, socks on ‘cause he hated walkin’ barefoot. He was rolling up, watching some bullshit on the TV, while I laid across him, scrolling my phone.

Then my girl Keisha called.

I answered on speaker, half-distracted. “What up, bitch?”

Keisha ain’t waste no time. “You still fucking wit’ that nigga Kaine?”

I laughed, running my nails up his arm. “Duh.”

Keisha got quiet. Too quiet.

I frowned. “What?”

She took a deep breath. “Sis… he married.”

Everything stopped.

The air in the room shifted.

My heart dropped straight to my stomach.

I sat up fast, snatching my phone off speaker. “Kei, stop playin’.”

“I wish I was.” She sighed. “Talia. That’s his wife name. They been together for years, sis.”

I felt sick.

I glanced at Kaine, who was just staring at me now, jaw clenched.

I muted the phone. “Tell me she lying.”

Silence.

I shoved his chest. “Tell me she fucking lying, Kaine!”

His jaw tightened. Then, “I was gon’ tell you.”

That’s all I needed to hear.

I hopped up so quick, my Chanel slides damn near flew off. “You dirty-ass nigga! You got a whole wife?!”

Kaine sighed, rubbing his beard like he was the one stressed out. “It ain’t what you think, ma.”

I laughed, but it wasn’t funny. “Oh, it ain’t? So what is it then? You just forgot to mention your WIFE while you was laid up in my bed? Buyin’ me shit? Fuckin’ me?! It’s been damn near a year.”

Kaine stood up, his presence too damn big for my little-ass apartment. “Talia ain’t mean shit, Ebony. It’s a business thing.”

“A business thing?! Nigga, is you serious?!”

I turned and grabbed the closest thing I could find—a glass candle—and launched that bitch. It shattered against the wall.

“Yo, chill the fuck out.” His voice was deep, sharp, but I ain’t care.

“Chill?! Nigga, get the fuck out my house!”

He exhaled heavy, running a hand over his face. “Ebony—.”

I stomped over, shoving his chest hard. “I SAID GET OUT!”

He stared at me, his jaw flexing. For a second, I thought he was finna press me, but then he just shook his head.

He grabbed his keys and his Louis duffle, storming out.

The door slammed behind him, and the second he was gone, my knees went weak.

I slid down against the couch, heart pounding.

I really let myself fall for this nigga.

I sat there for a minute, just staring at the wall. My mind was racing, but my body felt numb.

Everything—the bags, the trips, the gifts, the way he looked at me like I was his everything—had been a damn lie.

A whole wife, though?

I pressed my fingers against my temples, trying to stop the headache pounding in my skull. My phone was still in my lap, Keisha’s name glowing on the screen. I had hung up on her, but I knew she was waiting on me to call back.

I snatched my phone and dialed.

“Bitch.” Keisha voice was cautious, like she already knew I was on go.

“Where the fuck you hear that shit?” My voice came out tight.

“My cousin work at one of them law firms downtown,” she said. “She see his name all the time. Talia and Kaine Carter. They been married for damn near seven years, sis.”

Seven. Fucking. Years.

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, fingers gripping my forehead. “You sure?”

“I wouldn’t tell you if I wasn’t.”

The room started spinning.

Seven years. While I was laid up with this man, falling for him, thinking I was his only one, he was going home to some other woman.

My stomach twisted.

I could still smell him in my house. His cologne still lingered in my sheets.

“Eb, say something.”

I swallowed, gripping my phone. “I’ma call you back.”

“Ebony—”

I ended the call and threw my phone on the couch.

This nigga really played me.

And the worst part? I let him.

The next few hours was a blur. I paced the apartment, my mind on a loop of every memory I had with Kaine.

The way he kissed my neck, his voice deep in my ear.

The way he grabbed my waist, pulling me close.

The way he whispered, “You different, ma. You special.”

Bullshit.

I was pacing the living room, fists clenched, trying to talk myself down. I needed to get him out my system.

I yanked the Chanel bags off the couch and threw them across the room. The Cartier bracelet he gave me? Snatched it off. The Louis slides on my feet? Kicked them bitches across the floor.

I ran to my bedroom and ripped the sheets off the bed, like that was gon’ erase what we did.

I needed a distraction.

I needed air.

I snatched up my keys and stormed outside, sliding into my Hellcat.

I needed to ride.

I flew down the streets, barely seeing the lights change. Trap music blasted through the speakers, but I wasn’t hearing it. My nails tapped against the wheel, my heart racing faster than the car.

I ended up downtown, pulling into a parking lot, just sitting there.

Staring at the skyline.

Seven years.

Did I even mean anything to him? Or was I just some plaything?

I chewed my lip, my vision blurring. Fuck, I wasn’t finna cry.

I hated how deep he had me.

How much I wanted to hear his voice, even after what he did.

I squeezed the steering wheel. I had to let this nigga go.

But why did it feel so impossible?
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KAINE

One Week Later…

A nigga like me don’t stress.

Not over no woman.

I been through too much, seen too much to let some drama throw me off. But when it came to Ebony? that shit hit different.

For the past nine months I’d been onnat, and onnat bad. I mean bitches got dick from me but Ebony had my head, my heart, my dick, my soul. She ain’t even have to try . She just had it. Had me in ways I ain’t even know a woman could have a nigga.

And now she was ignoring me.

Smoke hung thick in the air, the blunt burning slow between my fingers. The whole crib smelled like weed, Hennessy and Krue’s cologne, the speakers low, some old Boosie playing in the background. Krue, my homeboy was slouched in the chair across from me, one shoe on, one off, laughing to himself as he rolled another one.

“She ain’t talkin’ to you, huh, nigga?” He smirked, licking the blunt. “Told you one of these days—”

“Shut up, nigga.” I took a long pull, letting the smoke settle in my chest before blowing it out slow. My jaw was tight. Eyes low. I wasn’t tryna hear no I told you so shit right now.

Krue chuckled, shaking his head. “I mean…I feel ha though. I would ignore yo lyin’ ass tew.”

“She just tryna make me sweat.” I exhaled, watching the smoke drift. “Shit ain’t even that deep. I told her what it was.”

“And she heard you, nigga. She just ain’t feel you.” Krue sparked up, taking his first hit, then passed it to me. “You know how females is. Logic don’t mean shit when they in they feelings.”

I rubbed my temple, my other hand holding the blunt between my fingers. “Man, fuck all that. She know what I feel for her. She just wanna act like she don’t ‘cus she mad.”

“Ayo, while you out chasin’ pussy, what you wanna do ‘bout that shipment?” Krue asked, sitting up a little. “The load came in, but ‘ol boy said them bricks a li’ short ‘bout two keys. Niggas tryna be slick or some shit.”

I sat forward, rolling my shoulders, my mood shifting. “Who counted ‘em?”

“Dre.”

I nodded. Dre ain’t fuck up numbers. “Then them niggas playin’ with me.”

“That’s what I’m sayin’. You want me to handle it?”

I took another drag, eyes narrowing. “Nah. I’ma handle it myself.”

Krue grinned. “Cool.”

I stood up, grabbing my phone off the table. “But first, I’ma pull up on Ebony.”

Krue laughed, shaking his head. “You do that, my nigga.”

I smirked, slipping my chain over my head. “Aigh.”

Once I left Krue crib I was fixing to make my way over to hers.

Then my phone buzzed.

I glanced down, and there it was—her location.

Still on.

It was 1:30.

Fuck was she doin’ at one in the mornin’?

I gripped the wheel tight, jaw clenching as I sped through the streets, the city lights blurring past. The G-wagon rumbled as I hit the turn, the gps putting her ass at a gas station.

When I pulled up, I spotted her instantly—sitting inside her home girl’s car, looking fine as hell, like she was up to no good.

Little did she know I was about to ruin allat shit.

I yanked the wheel, tires screeching as I swerved right in front of the car, blocking them in.

Ebony’s eyes went wide.

I hopped out, slamming the door.

“Fuck out the car, Ebony.”

She ain’t move.

Her homegirl threw her hands up. “Kaine, ch—”

“Shut the fuck up.” My hand went straight to my Glock. pulling it out and aiming dead at the sky. BOOM! A single shot rang out, echoing through the lot.

Gas station got real quiet.

I stepped closer. “You know I’ll fuck all this shit up.”

Ebony’s chest rose and fell fast, her hands shaking. She glared at me, but I saw the truth in her eyes. She knew I wasn’t playing.

She got out.

I snatched her wrist, throwing her over my shoulder. She tried to fight, but I wasn’t letting up.

“Kaine, put me the fuck down!” She shrieked.

I let her down and gently shoved her into the passenger seat, slamming the door before walking around and getting in. Engine growling, I peeled the fuck off, running a red light like it wasn’t even there.

She folded her arms, looking out the window.

“You real fuckin’ bold, ain’t you?” I muttered, gripping the wheel.

She scoffed. “Fuck you, nigga.”

I chuckled darkly. “Nah you got me twisted ma. You out here ignoring calls ‘nshit, but still got yo lo’ on? That’s dumb as fuck.”

She rolled her eyes. “Boy fuck you.”

I licked my lips. “Yeah? sneaky ass.”

“I ain’t sneakin’ shit! You ain’t nobody for me to be sneakin’ around!”

I smacked my teeth. “Yeah, Aigh.”

She turned her head, eyes burning into mine. “GO HOME TO YOUR WIFE, NIGGA!”

My hands flexed on the wheel.

Kept bringin that bitch up.

She hit me. Hard.

Before I could think, I yanked the wheel, jerking the car to the side. Tires screeched as I slammed the brakes, whipping that shit to stop.

Ebony gasped. “What the fuck, K—”

I turned fast, grabbed her by the neck, and snatched her ass into the backseat. She yelped, trying to push at me, but I wasn’t hearing none of that.

I threw her down on the seat, climbing over her, my breath hot against her ear.

“You wanna act up?” I growled, grabbing her shorts and sliding them to the side. “Bet.”

She squirmed, thighs clenching shut, but I shoved them open.

“Fuck yo-.” She moaned.

I unbuckled my belt, eyes locked on her. “Nah, keep that same energy, ma.”

She opened her mouth to say something, but I crashed my lips against hers, swallowing her protest. Her hands found their way around my dick, but I grabbed them, pinning them above her head as I positioned myself between her legs.

Phat ma was soaked.

I smirked. “Fuck, I thought.”

Then I slammed into her.

She moaned, so loud I bet everyone on the streets could hear that shit. Her back arching off the seat, nails digging into my arms.

I ain’t give her time to adjust. I thrust deep, slow at first, making her feel every inch. Then I sped up, hips snapping against hers, the car rocking from how hard I was fucking her.

“You my baby,” I muttered against her lips. Thrust. “It’s just you mama that other bitch don’t matter, repeat that shit.”

She whimpered, biting her lip.

I slammed into her. “Say it, Ebony.”

Her breath hitched. “K-Kaine..”

I wrapped my hand around her throat, squeezing just right. “What?”

She moaned, body shuddering. “I-I’m your bab..baby.”

I smirked, pressing my forehead against hers. “And what else?”

I slowed down, “A-and that other bitch d-don’t matter.”

“That’s right, and you all mines right?”

She bit her bottom lip, her eyes crossing a bit, she came. “Fuckkk.. I’m all yours.” Her moans came out as whimpers.

I kissed her again, “All who’s?”

I came. “Yours.”
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Two Months later..

I stared at the test, my hands shaking.

Two pink lines.

I blinked. Looked again. Still there.

Pregnant.

My stomach twisted, my mind spinning faster than I could keep up. I felt hot, like the room was closing in on me.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

This was never supposed to happen.

I dropped the test on the sink, pressing my palms against the counter, trying to breathe through the sudden tightness in my chest.

How the fuck was I supposed to tell Kaine?

More importantly—did I even want to?

I was already too deep in some shit I had no business being in. And now?

Now it was too late to back out.

I spent the next couple days going through it.

I couldn’t eat. Couldn’t sleep. Every time I closed my eyes, all I could see was Kaine’s face when I told him.

Would he be happy? Would he be mad? Would he try to control me?

I didn’t even know what I wanted.

I spent the nights driving around the city, just thinking. Riding past the club, past Kaine’s block, past everything that made me feel like my old life was slipping away.

I wasn’t ready for this.

I wasn’t ready to be nobody’s mother.

But I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t happening.

And the truth?

No matter how mad I was at Kaine… he deserved to know.

The next time I saw him, he pulled up in the Maybach, stepping out like he owned the whole block.

Black tee, fitted jeans, Rolex shining under the streetlights.

My heart did that stupid little flip it always did when I saw him, but I ignored it.

I had a mission tonight.

He walked up to me, smirking like he already knew what was up. “I was starting to think you was avoiding me, mama.”

I folded my arms. “I was.”

His smirk faded a little. “That so?”

I nodded, exhaling slow. “Kaine, we gotta talk.”

He stepped closer, tilting my chin up. “Aight. Talk.”

I swallowed hard, looking him in his eyes. “I’m pregnant.”

Silence.

For a second, he just stared at me, like he ain’t hear me right. Then, real slow, a smile started creeping across his face.

“You for real?” His voice was low, rough.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

He exhaled, running a hand down his face. Then, outta nowhere, he grinned.

Grinned.

“Damn, mama. You really carrying my seed?”

I felt my throat tighten. “Kaine, this ain’t good news.”

He frowned, his hands grabbing my waist. “What you mean? This is our baby, Ebony. This is big.”

I stepped back, shaking my head. “No, Kaine. This is a fucking mess.”

His whole demeanor shifted. “What you sayin’?”

I crossed my arms. “I’m saying I’m done.”

He went still. Too still.

“The fuck that mean?”

I bit my lip, forcing myself to hold my ground. “I can’t do this with you no more.”

His jaw tightened. “So what, you just gon’ disappear? You gon’ take my kid away from me?”

I swallowed. “I ain’t saying that. But I am saying… I can’t keep living like this. I can’t be the side chick. I can’t be the weekend girl. I can’t keep loving a nigga who belongs to somebody else.”

His eyes darkened. “I don’t belong to her.”

I laughed, but it came out broken. “Then why the fuck y’all still married?”

Silence.

I shook my head, stepping back. “That’s what I thought.”

I turned, ready to walk away.

But then I felt his hand wrap around my wrist.

And for the first time since I met Kaine…

I saw real fear in his eyes.

I yanked my wrist back, taking a step away from him.

I had to.

If I didn’t, I knew I was gonna fold. I knew I was gonna let him talk me into staying, let him pull me back into his world where it felt good to be wanted.

But that world wasn’t real.

And I couldn’t raise no baby in a fantasy.

Kaine clenched his jaw, his whole body tense like he was fighting something inside him. He wasn’t the type to beg. Wasn’t the type to chase.

But tonight?

I saw it in his eyes.

He wasn’t ready to let me go.

Too bad.

I took a breath, trying to steady my voice. “I need space, Kaine. For real.”

He exhaled hard, shaking his head. “Nah. You trippin’. You just overwhelmed. I get it. But you not about to make no dumbass decision off emotions.”

I crossed my arms. “This ain’t emotions, Kaine. This is me choosing myself.”

He stepped closer, his voice dropping lower. “You choosing to raise my kid without me?”

I hesitated.

I wasn’t saying that. Not really.

I just… I needed out.

I needed to be more than Kaine Carter’s secret.

His eyes searched mine, and when I didn’t answer, he let out a bitter laugh. “Aight. I hear you.”

I frowned. “Kaine—”

“Nah, fuck it.” His face was hard now, mask back on. “You wanna do this shit alone? Bet.”

That hurt.

Way more than it should’ve.

I turned and walked inside, closing the door behind me.

And this time, when he left…

I didn’t chase him.
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I should’ve known shit was gonna hit the fan.

Talia wasn’t dumb. She might’ve played her position all these years, but I knew she was watching. Calculating.

And once she caught wind of Ebony being pregnant?

All hell broke loose.

I was at the spot, handling business, when my phone started blowing up.

Missed calls. Voicemails. Texts full of all-caps rage.

I already knew who it was before I even looked.

Talia.

I sighed, rubbing a hand down my face before answering. “What?”

Her voice was already screeching through the line. “You really got that bitch pregnant, Kaine?!”

I closed my eyes, exhaling slow. Here we go.

“Watch how you talkin’, Talia.”

“Or what?” She let out a bitter laugh. “You gon’ put me in my place for your little stripper girlfriend? Your little secret?”

I stayed quiet.

She took that as confirmation.

“You a fuckin’ joke, Kaine.”

I checked my watch, already tired of the conversation. “You done?”

“Hell no, I ain’t done.” Her voice dropped lower, full of venom. “I’ma handle that bitch myself.”

Before I could respond, she hung up.

I clenched my jaw, gripping the steering wheel.

I knew exactly what that meant.

She was on her way to Ebony.

By the time I pulled up outside Ebony’s place, I already heard the yelling.

Talia was in the middle of the street, damn near foaming at the mouth.

“Come outside, bitch! I know you in there!”

I cursed under my breath, slamming the car door. “Talia, take yo’ ass home.”

She ignored me, still screaming. “You think I’ma let you slide with having my husband’s baby?!”

The door swung open.

Ebony stepped outside.

Big mistake.

I saw the way Talia’s eyes lit the fuck up.

“Bitch, you bold as hell.”

Ebony folded her arms, tilting her head. “And you loud as fuck. What you tryna do?”

I groaned, already knowing how this was about to go.

Talia lunged first—wild, sloppy.

And she missed.

Before she could recover, Ebony rocked her ass.

I saw the punch connect—jaw snapping to the side, feet stumbling back.

But Ebony wasn’t done.

She grabbed a handful of Talia’s wig and dragged her ass down to the pavement.

Straight-up ragdolled her.

I stepped forward, but at this point, Talia was getting her ass beat.

Slaps. Punches. Hair getting snatched.

Ebony was not playing.

By the time I finally pulled her off, Talia’s face was swollen, wig halfway off, dress ripped.

It was bad.

She was breathing hard, looking straight-up humiliated.

Ebony fixed her hair, looking down at her like she wasn’t shit.

“Next time, swing like you mean it.”

Talia wiped blood from her lip, eyes burning with hate.

“You fucking pregnant, Ebony?”

My head snapped toward Ebony.

I saw it—the moment she froze.

Talia smirked. “Yeah. That’s right. I know.”

I grabbed Ebony’s arm, my voice low. “Get in the car.”

She tried to pull away. “Kaine—”

“Now.”

Her eyes flickered, like she was about to argue.

But then she saw the look on my face.

And she got in the car.

Talia was still on the ground, breathing heavy, eyes full of hate.

I leaned down, voice cold.

“Stay out my business, Talia.”

Then I got in the car and peeled the fuck off.

The second we got in the car, I slammed the door so hard the whole whip shook.

Ebony sat in the passenger seat, breathing heavy, still hyped off the fight.

Her knuckles were busted, blood smeared across her fingers.

I gripped the steering wheel, jaw clenched so tight my teeth hurt. “Fuck is you fighting for?! Look at yo’ fucking knuckles!”

She scoffed, wiping her hands on her jeans like it didn’t even matter. “That bitch ran up on me. What was I supposed to do? Hug her?”

I exhaled slow, trying to keep my cool. “You wasn’t supposed to come outside. You wasn’t supposed to give her what she wanted.”

Ebony turned to me, eyes still blazing. “What she wanted was to get her ass beat. And I gave it to her.”

I shook my head, gripping the wheel tighter. “Man, this some bullshit.”

Silence filled the car, thick with tension.

Then Ebony let out a bitter laugh. “And what, Kaine? You mad? ‘Cause this is your fault.”

I turned to her, eyes narrowing. “My fault?”

She pointed to her knuckles, to her ripped shirt, to the mess she was in. “Yeah. ‘Cause of you, I’m out here fighting in the street like some ratchet ass bitch.”

I ran a hand down my face, frustrated as hell.

This was exactly why I tried to keep things separate.

This was exactly what I didn’t want.

But now?

Now it was too late.

I sighed, shaking my head. “Look, we gotta talk about this baby.”

Ebony exhaled, head dropping back against the seat. “Kaine…”

I cut her off. “I know you scared. I know this ain’t how you planned it. But this baby? It’s happening.”

She laughed—loud and bitter.

“Nigga, I just fought your WIFE! You think I wanna have your—”

“FUCK THAT BITCH!” I snapped, voice echoing through the car. “Fuck her! She don’t mean shit to me!”

Ebony turned to me, eyes dark. “Then why are y’all still married?”

Silence.

I gritted my teeth, fingers twitching. I hated that fucking question.

She shook her head, scoffing. “That’s what I thought.”

I reached for her hand, but she pulled away.

That shit hurt.

I swallowed, voice lower now. “I want this baby, Ebony.”

She ran a hand through her hair, letting out a shaky breath. “I don’t know if I do.”

That hit me like a bullet to the chest.

I grabbed her chin, making her look at me. “You ain’t making no decision off anger. You hear me?”

She swallowed hard, lips trembling. “Kaine…”

I leaned closer, voice rough. “This is our kid, mama. This is us.”

She closed her eyes, and for the first time that night…

She looked tired.

I knew she was feeling everything at once. The fight. The stress. The weight of carrying my child.

And I wasn’t letting her walk away from it.

Not this time.
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Kaine wasn’t the type to lose.

Not in the streets. Not in business.

And sure as hell not when it came to Ebony.

She could say whatever she wanted. She could talk about being done, about moving on, about not wanting this life.

But he knew better.

She still wore the diamond tennis bracelet he put on her wrist two months ago. Still drove the matte black G-Wagon he parked outside her crib.

She still felt him.

And he wasn’t letting her go that easy.

So he did what he did best—he applied pressure.

Stacks of cash. Designer bags. Private chef at her spot, cooking shit she ain’t even know how to pronounce.

Security.

She ain’t want no bodyguards posted outside, but he didn’t give a fuck what she wanted. She was carrying his kid now. That meant shit was different.

It wasn’t about her no more.

It was about them.

Ebony Ain’t Buying It

Ebony should’ve known better.

Should’ve known a nigga like Kaine wasn’t gonna just let her walk away.

But that didn’t mean she had to fall for the bullshit.

The money, the cars, the gifts—none of that shit meant love.

Not to her.

Not when she had to fight his wife in the street.

Not when Talia still had his last name.

She laid in bed, staring at the ceiling, one hand resting on her stomach.

She had decisions to make.

And Kaine wasn’t making them any easier.

Her phone buzzed. Again.

KAINE: Open the door.

She sighed, rubbing her temples.

Here we go.

Ebony opened the door, already tired. “Kaine, go home.”

He stepped inside like he owned the place, like he owned her.

“I am home.”

She sucked her teeth. “Nigga, stop playing with me.”

He exhaled hard, taking off his chain, setting it on the table like he was settling in. “I told you. I’m leaving Talia.”

Ebony laughed, crossing her arms. “You must think I’m dumb as fuck.”

Kaine stepped closer, voice low. “Do I look like I’m playing?”

She wanted to believe him.

She really did.

But Talia wasn’t some regular chick. She was deep in his world, tied into his business.

If he thought he could just walk away, he was dumber than she thought.

Ebony met his gaze, chin lifting. “I need proof.”

Kaine studied her for a long moment.

Then he pulled his phone out, dialed a number, and put it on speaker.

Ring. Ring.

Then, a voice.

“Kaine?”

Talia.

“It’s over,” he said, no hesitation. “We done.”

Silence.

Then, a laugh. A low, dangerous one.

“Oh, really?”

Talia was too calm. Too knowing.

Ebony’s stomach twisted.

She had a bad feeling about this.

And she was right.

Talia Ain’t Going Quietly

Talia knew her husband.

Knew what he was capable of.

Knew what he thought he could get away with.

And she knew one thing for sure—

If Kaine thought he could leave her without consequences, he was out of his fucking mind.

She stared at her laptop screen, smirking at the files in front of her.

Bank statements. Offshore accounts. Paper trails that could bury him.

She wasn’t dumb.

She had leverage.

And if Kaine wanted war?

She was ready.

Ebony didn’t know what to believe anymore.

Kaine was saying all the right things.

But something in her gut told her this wasn’t over.

And she was right.

Talia wasn’t done.

Not by a long shot.
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Three Months Later

I should’ve known Talia wasn’t gonna just walk away.

That bitch was calculated. Cold.

She played the long game, and when she made her move?

Shit got real.

Ebony and I had just left a little spot in the city. Some high-end restaurant with low lights, soft music—the type of place where a nigga could pretend, just for a minute, that life wasn’t complicated as fuck.

She was showing now. My baby growing inside her, making her glow different.

I had my hand on her lower back, leading her to the G-Wagon, when I felt it.

That shift in the air.

That gut feeling that shit wasn’t right.

Then—BOOM.

Gunshots exploded, slicing through the night, shattering glass, sending people ducking and screaming.

“GET DOWN!” I roared, grabbing Ebony, pulling her close.

She screamed, clutching my shirt, shaking like a leaf in a storm.

I pressed her against the truck, my body shielding hers as I pulled my Glock.

I could see the niggas across the street—masked up, moving sloppy.

They ain’t professionals.

They’re sending a message.

Another shot whizzed past, missing me by inches.

They wanted me dead.

But they fucked up.

They came for mine.

And that? That was a death sentence.

Ebony Breaks Down

When the shots finally stopped, the street was chaos—cars speeding off, people crying, glass everywhere.

Ebony was still shaking.

Her hands clutched my shirt so tight her nails dug into my chest.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. “It’s okay, mama. I’m sorry.”

Her body was stiff, trembling.

Then she pushed at my chest. Hard.

“G-get off of me, Kaine,” she sobbed, trying to pull away.

I didn’t let go.

“I got you.”

She shook her head, tears streaming down her face. “You almost got me KILLED!”

My chest tightened.

I cupped her face, made her look at me. “I would never let that happen.”

She sniffed, eyes dark with something I ain’t never seen before. Fear.

Not of the shooters.

Not of the streets.

Of me.

And that? That shit cut deep.

But before I could say anything else—

My phone rang.

I already knew who it was before I even looked.

I answered, voice cold. “Talia.”

Her laugh came through the line, low and taunting. “How’s your little girlfriend?”

My grip tightened on the phone. “You set this up?”

She sighed. “You hurt me, Kaine. I just wanted to return the favor.”

I looked at Ebony—her hands clutching her stomach, tears in her eyes.

Something in me snapped.

Talia ain’t just come for me.

She came for my family.

And for that?

She had to go.

I found her two hours later.

She was in her penthouse, sipping wine like she ain’t just try to take my life.

She saw me, smirked. “You always did look sexy when you were mad.”

I ain’t say shit.

I just pulled out my gun.

Her smirk dropped. “You’re not gonna do this.”

I took a step closer. “You put Ebony in danger.”

She scoffed. “She’s not your wife. I am.”

I shook my head. “Not anymore.”

Then I pulled the trigger.

One shot.

Right between the eyes.

She never saw it coming.

And just like that?

It was over.
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I shoulda known that bitch would cross me.

Shoulda seen it comin’.

Talia always had a slick mouth, always pushed her luck, but I never thought she’d take it that far.

Sellin’ me out to the Feds?

That’s the kinda shit that get bitches put in the ground.

And she did.

By my hands.

But the damage? That shit was already done.

The second them red and blue lights hit, I knew my life was over.

It happened fast.

One minute, I was tryna get Ebony safe after that shootout, tellin’ her she ain’t gotta be scared, tellin’ her I got her.

The next?

Niggas in tactical gear bustin’ through my spot.

Glocks. ARs. Flashbangs.

Them alphabet boys wasn’t playin’.

They swarmed my crib like I was El Chapo or some shit.

I barely had time to reach for my gun before I had a boot in my back and a knee on my neck.

“Damn, y’all movin’ like I’m a terrorist,” I gritted through my teeth, feelin’ the cold metal of the cuffs snap around my wrists.

“Kaine Carter, you’re under arrest for conspiracy to distribute, racketeering, and the murder of Talia Barnes.”

That last charge?

That’s what made me pause.

I already knew I had bodies. But Talia?

That shit was fresh.

Ain’t no way they shoulda known.

And then it hit me.

That bitch been talkin’.

Jail ain’t shit for a nigga like me.

I done been in the trenches, seen death up close, ran the streets with the hardest killers.

But sitting in that cold-ass interrogation room, wrists cuffed to the table, listenin’ to these suit-wearin’ crackers tell me how the bitch gave me up before she died?

That shit hit different. She knew her fate, the consequences of that hit she put out.

They slid a folder across the table.

“Go ‘head. Take a look.”

I ain’t even flinch. I just stared at that nigga across from me, this old white man with a smirk like he already won.

He ain’t win shit.

He opened the folder himself, pullin’ out pictures.

Papers.

Wire transcripts.

And then a picture of Talia.

“Your girl talked,” he said, flippin’ through some notes. “Gave us a whole rundown of your operation. Names. Drop spots. Laundering methods.”

I clenched my jaw. That bitch.

“She tried to cut a deal,” he continued. “Said she’d give you up if we let her walk.”

I exhaled slow. I felt my blood boilin’, hands twitchin’ against the cuffs.

She really thought she could play me like that?

“She would’ve gotten witness protection,” he added. “Would’ve had a new name, a new life… But, well—” He smirked. “You made sure she never got that far.”

I leaned back, my expression blank. “And?”

His smile dropped. He flipped through a couple more papers, then tossed one in front of me.

My case summary.

“You’re looking at life, Carter.”

I smirked. “Doubt that.”

He raised a brow. “We have recordings, statements, financial records—”

I laughed.

Loud.

The kinda laugh that make niggas nervous.

“Man, listen…” I licked my lips, sittin’ up. “Y’all ain’t got shit but the words of a dead snitch.”

He frowned.

“Juries like stories, but they like evidence even more,” I said, real cool. “And last I checked, y’all ain’t got nobody to take the stand against me.”

Silence.

Then?

He sighed. “Think your real smart, huh?”

I took ten.

The Feds ain’t the state—when they come for you, they got you.

But I knew how to play the game.

I kept my mouth shut, let my lawyer do his work.

Self-defense.

That’s what we ran with.

Made Talia look like the conniving-ass liar she was.

They still hit me with the drug charges. The laundering. The racketeering.

But the murder?

They let that shit go.

Not ‘cause they wanted to—but ‘cause they had no choice.

I signed my deal, stood up, and gave that prosecutor the coldest fuckin’ stare.
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Jail wasn’t shit to a nigga like me.

I’d been in holding cells before. Feds breathing down my neck. Courtrooms filled with suits trying to decide my fate.

But this?

This was different.

Because now, I had everything to lose.

I sat in that cold-ass cell, staring at the walls, my mind racing.

Talia was gone.

Ebony was on the brink of being gone.

And my kid?

Might be gone too.

The second I saw her sitting across from me in that visitation room, I knew something was off.

She wasn’t wearing the diamond anklet I bought her.

Her nails weren’t done. No Chanel, no gloss. Just raw, bare hands folded in her lap.

And her eyes?

They looked gone.

Like she had already left.

I leaned in. “Say what you gotta say, mama.”

Her throat worked like she was swallowing glass. “I’m leaving, Kaine.”

I smirked, leaning back. “Y-You—What?.”

She shook her head. “I’m serious”

Something cold hit my stomach.

“Where?”

She hesitated. Then—“California.”

I clenched my jaw. “Who put that in your head?”

She sighed. “My mama. She think it’s best.”

“Fuck what she think.” My voice was sharp. “What do you think?”

Her lip trembled, but she held firm. “I think my child don’t need to grow up around this.”

My fingers curled into fists. “You not takin’ my kid, Ebony. I’m lettin’ you know that shit right now.”

Her eyes flickered with something—fear. Regret. Sadness.

But she didn’t back down.

“I already booked the flight.”

My pulse pounded. My breath came sharp. I wanted to snatch the fucking table between us and flip that bitch.

But I couldn’t do shit.

I was locked up.

And she knew it.

The second she stood up, I lost it.

“EBONY, DON’T DO THIS.”

She didn’t stop walking.

“EBONY, I SWEAR TO GOD—”

I jumped up, my chair scraping loud against the floor. The guards were on me instantly.

“SIT DOWN, KAINE!”

I struggled, my arms locked behind me. “MAN FUCK ON. EBONY, DON’T TAKE MY FUCKING KID!”

She kept walking. Didn’t turn around.

Didn’t even look back.

I fought against the guards, my veins popping out my neck. “BABY, PLEASE—”

But she was gone.

And I couldn’t do a damn thing about it.


II

SINCERELY, KAINE

I’ll come back for you. Everytime.

Book 2, Kaine & Ebony
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10 YEARS LATER

Freedom Ain’t Really Free

That first breath of outside air hit different.

Ten years inside, and the world still smelled the same—gas, money, and bad decisions.

But I ain’t give a fuck about none of that.

I had one mission.

And her name was Ebony.

A matte black Hellcat pulled up slow, engine growling like a beast ready to be let loose.

Krue.

My right hand since day one. Nigga solid.

He hopped out, all designer everything—Amiri jeans, Gucci kicks, a Montclair jacket zipped up just enough to show off the ice on his neck.

“Damn, nigga. Ten years and you still ugly as fuck.”

I smirked, dapping him up. “Shut up, bitch. Pop the trunk.”

He hit the switch, and I threw my prison duffle inside, sliding into the passenger seat.

That leather felt good under me. Soft. Real.

I was back.

We pulled off, Hellcat purring as Krue cut through traffic like he never forgot how to drive.

We rode in silence for a minute.

Then—

“Aye.”

Krue side-eyed me. “What up?”

I stretched my fingers, feeling the weight of my freedom.

“You still got that one nigga info? The one who be finding people ‘n shit?”

Krue frowned. “Which one?”

I cut my eyes at him. “Don’t play dumb, nigga. You know who I’m talking about.”

He smirked. “Ohhh, you mean Jinx?”

I nodded once.

Krue exhaled through his teeth. “Damn, what the fuck you need him for?”

I turned my head, staring out at the city. Everything looked the same. Everything looked different.

“You think he could find Ebony?”

Krue was quiet for a second.

Then he chuckled. “Damn, you on that fresh out.”

I ain’t say shit.

He shook his head, gripping the wheel. “I mean, yeah. Jinx can find whoever. But… you sure about this?”

I glanced over at him. “I did ten years, Krue. I ain’t sure about shit—‘cept that I need to find her.”

Krue sighed, running a hand over his face. “Aight, man. I’ll hit him up.”

I nodded, exhaling slow.
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A nigga ain’t feel normal till I had my gun back in my hands.

Krue already knew what was up. The first night back at his spot, he slid me a black duffle and nodded.

I unzipped it, the smell of cold steel and new money hitting my nose instantly.

Glock 19. Extended clip.

I picked it up, feeling the weight of it, letting the power settle into my grip.

“Welcome home,” Krue said, smirking.

I smirked back, loading one in the head. “Good to be back.”

A Few Days Later…

I was stacking, rebuilding, getting my name back in the mix when Krue walked in, phone in hand, a look on his face I already knew meant something.

“Jinx got her.”

I dropped the money counter, my pulse speeding up.

“Where?”

Krue licked his lips. “Compton. She in Cali.”

“You got the address?”

He slid the phone to me. I grabbed it, scanning the numbers, the street name, the photos.

She was real now.

Not just some memory in my head.

Not just a ghost from my past.

She was here. Alive.

And I had a daughter.

I ain’t hesitate. I booked the next flight.

Touchdown in Compton

The air in Cali smelled different. Ocean breeze mixed with weed smoke and hustle.

I sat low in the passenger seat of a blacked-out Escalade, watching the house from down the block.

Ebony stepped out first.

And I swear to God…

My heart stopped.

She was fine as fuck, still thick in all the right places, but something about her was… different.

Mature.

Stronger.

Like she had seen some shit.

And then—

A little girl ran out behind her.

Slim built.

Pretty brown skin.

Big, dark eyes that looked just like mine.

My jaw clenched. That’s my fucking kid.

Krue peeped my expression. “Damn… that’s her, huh?”

I nodded once, my eyes locked on the little girl.

My daughter.

She laughed at something Ebony said, skipping to the car parked in the driveway.

Something inside me ached.

I missed all of it.

Her first steps.

Her first words.

Her whole fucking life up to this point.

Krue exhaled. “What you wanna do?”

I gripped the Glock on my lap, but I ain’t move.

I wasn’t gonna run up on her. Not yet.

I just needed to see them.

To know they was real.

To know they was mine.

And as I sat there, watching Ebony help my daughter into the car, I made a silent promise.

They wasn’t getting away from me again.
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Watching My Whole Life from the Sidelines

A few days passed, and I still ain’t moved.

I just watched.

Me and Krue posted up in different rentals, switching cars every couple days, keeping shit lowkey.

I knew her routine now. I knew when she left the house, when she picked up my daughter from school, what grocery store she went to, what gas station she hit up.

I knew everything.

But I wasn’t gon’ move until I knew how.

And then that nigga showed up.

The First Time I Saw Him

I was sitting low in a tinted-out Benz, watching Ebony step out the house in some leggings that hugged every curve and a cropped Chanel hoodie.

Then he pulled up.

Tall. Dark. Cornrows. Some weak-ass chains on his neck.

I sat up.

The way he got out the car, too comfortable, the way she walked up to him, too familiar—I ain’t like that shit.

Then they kissed.

Something hot and ugly flared in my chest.

Krue peeped my face. “Chill, nigga.”

I ain’t say shit.

I just watched.

Something Was Off

At first, I told myself I ain’t care.

She moved on. She was happy. That’s all that mattered, right?

But then I started noticing little shit.

The way he grabbed her arm a little too rough sometimes.

The way she’d try to pull away, and he’d pull her right back.

The way she smiled, but it never quite reached her eyes.

The shit ain’t sit right with me.

Then, one night, I saw him grab her by the wrist hard.

She snatched away, looking around like she ain’t want nobody to see.

I sat up, hand already on the Glock in my lap.

Krue put a hand on my shoulder. “Nigga, no.”

My jaw flexed. “Get off me Krue.”

“Nah, fuck that. You can’t just show up and do that.”

I gripped the gun tighter, my blood boiling. “You see this nigga?”

Krue exhaled. “Yeah, I see him. But you pop off now, what’s that gon’ do? Ebony ain’t seen you in ten years. You really think she just gon’ let you run up and handle shit?”

I clenched my teeth. I ain’t give a fuck.

But he was right.

This shit had to be handled right.

So I sat back.

And I watched.

But I already knew…

That nigga’s days were numbered.

Two weeks passed, and I still ain’t knock.

Every time I got close, something held me back.

Ain’t like me to hesitate.

Not in the streets. Not in business. Not with shit that mattered.

But Ebony?

Ebony was different.

And now, standing outside the strip club she worked at, leaning against her car, waiting for her to step out—I felt that shit in my chest.

Ten years.

I saw her before she saw me.

Black Balenciaga dress, hugging that same body I remembered.

Long bundles, still laid like she stepped out a salon.

Her lips. Her eyes. Her everything.

She looked the same.

But different.

Older. Stronger. Wiser.

She walked out the back entrance, head down, searching for her keys.

Then she saw me.

And her whole world froze.

Her bag slipped from her fingers.

Her breath caught.

“K-Kaine…”

Tears filled her eyes before she even blinked.

She stumbled back, like her legs forgot how to work.

Like she was looking at a ghost.

Her hands shook as she covered her mouth.

“H-how you find me?”

I ain’t say shit at first.

I just walked up slow, my heart thumping like I was on some rookie shit.

Then I stopped in front of her, looking her dead in her face.

“Ten years, ma…”

And that’s when the first tear fell.

She ain’t move at first.

She just stood there, shaking.

Like she ain’t know if she wanted to run toward me or run away.

My jaw clenched. My hands balled up.

I wanted to touch her.

I wanted to pull her close, feel her, make sure she was real.

Ten years.

Ten long-ass years.

And she was standing right in front of me.

Still fine as hell.

Still mine.

She sniffed, wiping her face, but the tears kept falling.

Her voice was small, cracking at the edges.

“You—you not real. You can’t be real…”

I let out a slow breath, my chest tight.

“I’m real, ma. I’m right here.”

She shook her head.

“Nah… nah, this ain’t real. This ain’t real…”

Then, like a switch flipped, she snapped out of it.

Her face changed.

Her eyes hardened.

And then?

She pushed me.

Hard.

“What the fuck you doin’ here, Kaine?!”

I barely moved from the shove.

Her hands hit my chest again, fists balled up.

“You dead to me, nigga! DEAD!”

Her voice cracked again.

Like she ain’t believe her own words.

I stayed still.

Let her get that shit off.

Let her feel what she needed to feel.

I owed her that much.

She pushed me again, but this time, she ain’t pull back fast enough.

I caught her wrist.

Held it.

Held her.

“You done?” I murmured.

Her breathing was shaky.

I could feel her pulse racing under my grip.

But she ain’t snatch away.

She just stood there.

Trembling.

Crying.

And looking at me like I was her past and future all at once.

I stepped closer.

Lowered my voice.

“I ain’t come here to fight, ma.”

She let out a shaky laugh.

Bitter.

Hurt.

“Then what the fuck you here for, Kaine?”

I stared at her.

Letting the weight of my words sink in before I even said them.

“You already know.”

Her body tensed.

She shook her head.

“Nah… nah, we not doin’ this.”

I took another step, closing the space between us.

She sucked in a sharp breath but didn’t back up.

“You mine, Ebony.”

Her lips parted.

Her eyes flickered—pain, anger, love, all of it mixed together.

“I was, Kaine.” Her voice dropped. “But you left.”

My jaw flexed.

“I ain’t have a choice.”

She let out another bitter laugh.

“Right. ‘Cause prison was more important than me.”

That shit stung.

But she wasn’t wrong.

She wiped her face again, inhaling deep, trying to pull herself together.

Then she stepped back.

“You saw me. Now go.”

I stayed still.

She frowned. “I said go, Kaine.”

I shook my head.

“I ain’t goin’ nowhere.”

She sucked her teeth. “The fuck you mean?”

I stepped forward again, forcing her to look up at me.

“I came back for you.”

Her lip trembled.

I saw it.

She was breaking.

She just ain’t wanna let me see it.

So I did what I knew best.

I made her see me.

I lifted her chin with my fingers, forced her eyes on mine.

“I came back for my family.”

A tear slipped down her cheek.

And this time?

She let me wipe it.

She let me touch her.

And for the first time in ten years…

She ain’t push me away.

“I Wanna Meet My Daughter.”

Ebony sucked in a shaky breath.

Her lip trembled before she bit down on it.

She shook her head. “Nah, Kaine.”

My chest tightened.

I felt that shit.

But I wasn’t finna let her shut me out.

I kept my voice low, steady. “She my daughter too, Ebony.”

She stepped back. Crossed her arms.

Like she was physically tryna block me out.

“She don’t know you.”

That hit harder than I expected.

I clenched my jaw, nodded slow. “A’ight.”

She frowned. “That’s it?”

I shook my head. “Hell nah. But I’ma be patient, ma.”

She blinked, confused.

Like she expected me to wild out.

Truth be told?

I wanted to.

Ten fuckin’ years, and I had a whole daughter I ain’t even know.

But I wasn’t finna scare her off.

I wasn’t finna make her feel like she needed to run.

Not again.

I took a deep breath. “What’s her name?”

Ebony hesitated.

Like sayin’ it out loud would make it real.

Her arms dropped to her sides.

Her shoulders slumped.

She licked her lips, voice barely above a whisper.

“Kaliya.”

I let the name settle in my chest.

Kaliya.

My baby girl.

My daughter.

A warmth spread through me. A new kind of love.

Something I never felt before.

I nodded. “She got your eyes?”

Ebony let out a weak laugh. “Nah. She got yours.”

That made my chest tighten even more.

I needed to see her.

Hold her.

Know her.

I took a step closer.

“I wanna meet her.”

Ebony’s face twisted.

Like she was torn between what she wanted and what she feared.

She let out a slow breath. “I don’t know, Kaine.”

I clenched my fists. “Why not?”

She swallowed hard. “She got a life out here. She got a man she calls ‘Dad.’”

That shit hit me like a fucking bullet.

I staggered back.

Like she just socked me dead in my chest.

Another nigga raising my kid?

I ran my tongue over my teeth, tryna stay cool.

But inside?

I was boiling.

I inhaled deep. “Ain’t no nigga her daddy but me.”

Ebony’s eyes flickered. “Kaine…”

I shook my head. “Nah, I hear you. But you hear me—

“I ain’t goin’ nowhere.”

She stayed silent.

A war goin’ on inside her head.

She wiped her face again. “I just… I don’t wanna confuse her.”

I nodded slow.

“A’ight. I get that. But she gonna know me, Ebony. That ain’t up for debate.”

She closed her eyes, exhaling slow.

I could see her breakin’ down piece by piece.

Her voice softened. “I need time.”

I lifted her chin, forcing her to look at me.

“Take all the time you need.”
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2 Days later…

I sat in the rental, engine lowkey humming.

Seat leaned back, Rolex glistening under the Compton streetlights.

I been out here for weeks. Watching. Waiting.

And I was done waiting.

Tonight, I was gon’ meet my daughter.

Krue sat in the passenger seat, twisting up a Backwood.

He side-eyed me. “You sure ‘bout this, nigga?”

I ain’t blink. “More sure than I ever been.”

Krue nodded, licking the blunt slow. “A’ight then.”

I gripped the Louis duffle on the seat next to me.

Had some racks in there. For Ebony. For Kaliya.

Whether she wanted my money or not—I was takin’ care of mines.

I checked the Glock tucked under my hoodie. Not ‘cause I planned on shit gettin’ messy—but ‘cause I knew how the streets worked.

I wasn’t finna get caught lackin’.

Krue let out a cloud of smoke. “You tellin’ her beforehand or just showin’ up?”

“She had enough time to think. I’m done waitin’.”

Krue smirked. “Ain’t no stoppin’ you, huh?”

I cracked my neck. “Hell nah.”

I pushed open the door, stepping out.

All that mattered was my blood.

Krue stayed in the car, engine still running. “I’ma be right here if you need me, nigga.”

I nodded once.

Then I started walking.

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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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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“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 and 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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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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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!


III

FINALE

I’d lay my life on the line. I’d kill.
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Ever since I was a li’l, the men in my life always told me to be tough. That men don’t cry, that we don’t show weakness. We handle our shit and keep it moving. But here I was, speeding down the streets of Cali, bawling my eyes out like a bitch, praying to the Lord in my head, hoping like hell that Saint wouldn’t pull no shit that neither of us could come back from. ‘Cause if he did, I’d kill everyone, then myself. No hesitation. That was the kind of rage that was burning inside of me. No man—no fuckin’ man—was gonna touch them and not reap the consequences.

I knew it was him. That was the only nigga who wanted my head right now.

The night was chaotic. Gunshots rang out, glass shattering, sirens wailing in the distance. Every streetlight I passed seemed like it was flashing in slow motion, like the world was crumbling down around me. I couldn’t think straight.

Everything was moving too fast, but I wasn’t about to let my family slip away. I wasn’t going to lose them. Not to Saint. Not to nobody.

I pulled up to Ebony’s house, tires screeching as I slammed on the brakes, barely parking in the driveway. I didn’t even bother to turn my engine off, just jumped out and ran for the door. I heard a shouting echoing from the inside. As I got close I felt someone behind me—sure enough it was some nigga. Big, mean looking. I saw him draw so I did too, no hesitation. I pulled the burner from my waistband, took a deep breath, and fired off two shots.

The first one hit him square in the chest. The second one caught him in the neck as he collapsed, his body hit the ground with a loud thud. I didn’t stay to see him drop. I rushed inside.

I didn’t make it far. Saint bitch ass was already on the move. I barley saw his shadow darting across the hallway, I didn’t need to see his face to know it was him. I fired off two shots, one after the other, sending the bullets into the wall hoping to catch him. But was fast. Too fucking fast. I heard the window open, and then his body hit the ground outside.

I rushed outside to see nobody. “Fuck!”

Tires skreetched away, I turned running to chase it dumping a few rounds as I ran but a car. But on foot? that’s a no every time.

I cursed under my breath, my heart racing, adrenaline surging through my veins. I ran back to the house, up the stairs.

“Kaine?!” Ebony’s voice was shaky, filled with fear. I looked around, my blood running cold when I saw her on the floor holding Kaliya in her arms. Blood. Every fucking where.

The sight of her, fragile as hell and holding Kaliya—nearly destroyed me. They both looked scared as hell. And it was my fault.

“Fuck…” I whispered, my body trembling with anger.

“I shot him…” She whispered, tears rolling down her face. “I shot him in the arm.”

Our eyes stayed locked for a while then I just started packing shit.

I grabbed the first thing I could find—a bag, a shirt—and started shoving clothes in it, not even thinking about what I was packing. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except getting them out of there, away from that fuckin’ bitch ass nigga. Saint wasn’t gonna get away with this shit, got me fucked up.

“Wha-what are you doing?” Ebony asked, still holding onto Kaliya.

I side eyed her. “You and Kaliya gotta go.”

“Kaine, I’m not leaving you,” Ebony said, trying to hold onto me, her voice weak, but determined.

I didn’t have time for that shit

“You takin’ yo ass somewhere safe,” I barked, walking her toward the wall. “I’m not bout to fuckin’ argue with you. You think I’m letting y’all stay here.” I looked at Kaliya, clutching her teddy bear, her wide eyes filled with confusion and fear. My little girl, my baby looked afraid.

I moved fast, grabbing the burner again and sticking it in my waistband.

“Grab her.” I told Ebony. She looked at me with tearful eyes but still did what I said.

I moved fast, heading downstairs and out the door. The duffle bag on my shoulder, Ebony and Kaliya right behind me.

I slid the bag off my arm and threw it in the backseat of my hellcat I slammed the door shut and looked at Ebony. Her eyes were filled with tears as she reached for me, but I shook my head. This wasn’t the time.

“Get in the car,” I told her, my voice as cold as ice. “I got this. You just gotta trust me.”

She nodded, but I could see the hesitation in her eyes. She wanted to stay with me. I could tell she didn’t feel right about leaving. But she didn’t have a choice.

“Krue, I need you,” I called, pulling out my phone and dialing Krue’s number as I started the car. “Eb and Li need to lay low, bruh. Can they stay at your mama’s spot? M-miss Lily”

I heard Krue’s voice on the other end, calm but urgent. “I got you. Tell Ebony head the address. I’ll meet you on 15th.”

I hung up and turned to Ebony, still looking at me like she was ready to protest. “I got y’all somewhere to go. Clean yo face off. Y’all leaving in thirty minutes.”

“I can’t believe this is happening, Kaine,” she whispered, tears slipping down her cheeks. “You’re not safe here. None of us are safe here.”

“It’s gon’ be alright,” I said, pushing her gently toward the door of the Hellcat. “Now get in.”

As soon as she was in the car with Kaliya, I slammed the door shut and pulled away, the engine roaring as I made my way to the airport. Cali was no longer home. Not for us. I’d done too much. Fucked up too much. And now, I had to make sure my family was safe. And that meant killing Saint bitch ass.

As I sped down the street, all I could think about was getting them out. Getting them to safety. And getting back to Cali to finish what I started. I wasn’t done. Not by a long shot.

I took a deep breath, letting the anger and adrenaline fuel my drive.

About thirty minutes later we were at an airport.

Luckily somebody canceled their ticket so I was able to get them on the next flight outta Cali.

“You gon’ go to this address. That’s Krue moms crib, nobody gon’ fuck with y’all there, aigh?” I handed her a paper.

She wiped her tears. “O-ok.”

I nodded. “I’ll be there soon as I can, aigh?”

She nodded. I glanced down at Kaliya.

“I love you, princess.”

She smiled weakly. “I love you too.”

Before they got on the plane I planted two kisses on their heads.
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I could still hear the sound of that motherfucker Saint running away in my mind. The night was too damn chaotic, too much going on, but I couldn’t let that shit go. Saint got away. He was a problem, and I had to deal with it. Ain’t no way I was gonna let him come back and try to take my family. Not again.

I pulled out my phone, hit up Krue’s number.

“Yo,” I said as soon as he picked up. “Saint got away. That nigga ain’t gon’ stop till he find us. We gotta get him first.” My grip tightened around the phone, fingers flexing in frustration. This wasn’t just about money or the streets anymore—it was about making sure Ebony and Kaliya didn’t end up collateral damage.

Krue’s voice was steady, but I could hear the anger behind it. “I know. We’re movin’ lowkey, I got you. Just stay on your shit, Kaine. I’m gonna find out where he’s at.”

The next few days were a blur. Krue was putting in work, tapping into his old network, making calls, checking in with old heads who knew the lay of the land. As always, it was the street talk that led us forward. Runners always had the most info. They were the ones moving packages, delivering the word, talking to all kinds of people. They heard everything and didn’t give a damn who knew it. Krue got to them, asking about any whispers on Saint.

That’s when we got the break.

Krue was drivin’, one hand on the wheel, other hand rollin’ up a blunt like he ain’t got no damn worries. He was dressed the same—hoodie, jeans, Timbs this time though. We ain’t say much, just let the heavy ass silence ride with us. Then outta nowhere, Krue broke it.

“Aye,” he said, voice low like he ain’t even wanna say it too loud. “I found out where that nigga mama stay.”

I sat up, heart startin’ to beat different. “Yeah?”

He nodded, a evil ass grin tuggin’ at his mouth. “Old head I know? He used to move weight with Saint’s pops back in the day. Said she stay in a lil crib off Manchester. Ain’t no security. Ain’t even a dog in that bitch.”

I smirked. “Say less.”

Krue passed me the blunt and I took a long drag, lettin’ the smoke fill my lungs and clear my mind. Tonight was gon’ be the start of the end.

We slid to the spot, slow and low. Pulled up two blocks over, parked behind an old ass beat-up Chevy so we wouldn’t be seen. Me and Krue jumped out, hoodies up, glocks tucked. The air was cold as hell, breath floatin’ in front of us as we crept down the street.

The house was small, one of them lil cracked paint spots with a screen door hangin’ off the hinges. Light was on in the front room. She was home. Perfect.

We ain’t even knock. I kicked the door in, wood splinterin’ loud as fuck. She screamed before she even saw me.

Old lady, gray hair wild, big glasses sittin’ low on her nose. She had a Bible in her lap and tears already in her eyes. Like deep down she knew why we was there.

“Get up,” I barked, stompin’ into the living room.

She cried out, hands shakin’. “Please… I ain’t got nothin’ to do with none of that…”

“Get the fuck up!” Krue said, yankin’ her by the arm.

We dragged her ass out the house, shoved her in the backseat of the Benz. She was cryin’ the whole time, mumblin’ under her breath. I ain’t give a fuck. No loose ends. Not this time.

I leaned in the backseat, put the barrel of the Glock against her forehead.

“Call your son,” I said cold as ice. “Tell him to meet you at the docks. Tell him if he don’t, he ain’t never gon’ see you alive again.”

She sobbed, shakily pullin’ her phone out. I watched her real close. Pressed the numbers myself so she ain’t get slick.

Phone rang twice before Saint picked up.

“Mama?” he sounded confused, frantic almost.

Her voice broke. “Baby… they got me… they said come to the old docks… please… please come…”

She started cryin’ harder but I snatched the phone away.

“If you love her, nigga, you’ll show up alone,” I said into the phone, then hung up.

Krue whipped the car toward the docks, tires skiddin’ a lil on the wet street. I looked out the window, mind already made up. Saint thought this was about a trade.

Nah.

This was about finishin’ shit.

We got to the docks fast, the cold air smackin’ me in the face soon as I stepped out. Water crashed against the pier, dark and angry like the shit boilin’ inside me. I tied Saint’s mama to a rusty ass chair we found near the warehouses. She was beggin’, pleadin’ for her life.

“Baby, please, I ain’t did nothin’…”

I looked at her, dead in the eye. “You raised that bitch ass nigga. That’s enough.”

Without another word, I shoved that chair—her and all—right into the water.

The splash echoed loud as fuck in the night air.

She went under fast. The chair was heavy. No loose ends. No second chances.

I wiped my hands on my jeans, heart stone cold.

Krue just shook his head, lit up a Newport, and leaned against the car, watchin’ me. He knew what it was.

Now… it was time to end Saint too.

I ain’t blink once.

I stood there waitin’, watchin’ the waves settle. Saint would be here any second.
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The old docks were quiet, the only sound the chaos of the hood. I stood under a flickering streetlight, the Glock in my hand. My basketball cap was pulled low, shadowing my eyes.

Saint arrived, his Beamer screeching to a halt. He stepped out, gun raised, eyes wild.

“You got my mama?” he shouted.

I tossed my Glock to the side. “Fight me like a real nigga.”

He hesitated, then dropped his gun. We charged at each other, fists flying.

The fight was brutal. Blood splattered the concrete. Mid-fight, I snarled, “I’ma kill yo ass like I kilt yo brother ass.”

Saint roared, charging at me. But I was ready. I ducked, landed a punch to his gut, then another to his jaw. He staggered, and I didn’t let up. I grabbed him, slammed him to the ground, and punched until he stopped moving.

He looked up at me, bloodied and broken. “Say hi to yo moms for me,” I whispered.

I stood, breathing heavily. Krue leaned against the car, silent.

I lit a blunt, took a drag, and looked out at the water. “It’s over.”

A WEEK LATER

Back at Miss Lily’s house, the warmth was a stark contrast to the cold docks. Ebony was in the kitchen, her back to me.

She turned, saw me, and ran over, hitting my chest. “You came back.”

I wrapped my arms around her. “I’m sorry for all the shit I put you through,” I said, my voice breaking.

She cried into my shirt. “It’s ok—It’s ok.”

We sat on the couch, holding hands. Finally at peace.


31

KAINE

Ebony leaned into me, the soft hum of Miss Lily’s old TV murmurin’ in the background while we sat on that worn-down couch. Kaliyah was still upstairs knocked out, wrapped up in her favorite pink blanket. The weight of everything I’d done—everything I lost and fought for—was startin’ to lift off my chest. But it wasn’t gone yet. Not until I knew for sure they’d be good.

I turned to her, slid my hand over her thigh, and looked her dead in the eyes.

“You ever think about just… startin’ over?” I asked. “Like, a whole new city. New crib. Just peace. No history. No pain.”

Ebony stared at me for a second, her brows furrowed like she was tryna figure out if I was serious.

“I mean that, mama,” I said, nodding. “We could leave. Tonight if you want. Somewhere nobody know our name, nobody tied to our past.”

She sat back, exhalin’ heavy like she been waitin’ on me to say that since forever. “Yeah… I do think about it,” she said. “All the time.”

“Where would you wanna go?” I asked, thumb grazin’ over her knuckles.

She paused, thinkin’. “Maybe somewhere like Oregon. Or Maine. I just want quiet. Trees. No sirens. No duckin’ bullets.”

I cracked a small smile. “Maine? Damn, that’s hella far.”

“Exactly,” she said with a smirk. “Far from all this.”

I nodded. “Alright then. Maine it is.”

We both looked up when little footsteps came patterin’ down the hallway. Kaliyah came bouncin’ in, her curls wild from sleep, rockin’ her lil’ pajama set.

“Where you been at, princess?” I asked, openin’ my arms.

She cheesed hard, showin’ all them lil’ baby teeth. “Sleepin’. Granny Lily said you was here!”

I scooped her up and held her tight. “I’m here now, baby.”

She laid her head on my chest and mumbled, “Don’t leave no more.”

“I won’t,” I whispered, kissin’ the top of her head. “I promise.”

Ebony leaned against me too, and I wrapped one arm around her, holdin’ both of them like I was never lettin’ go. I kissed her forehead, then Kaliyah’s, and just sat there in silence.

This was it.

My peace.

My home.

No more runnin’. Just love. And I was gon’ protect it with everything I got.
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