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CHAPTER 1

Tuesday morning June, 2005

 



Ring, ring, ring! “He-ll-o,” a sleepy voice answered. “Bitch, put my muthafuckin’ baby daddy on the phone!” the loud, angry woman demanded.

Mo swallowed hard, squinting her eyes together, trying to wake up out of the sound sleep she was in. She rose up, leaning on one elbow, glaring at the blue neon clock sitting on her nightstand. The time was 3:28 A.M.

“Funky bitch, you hear me? Put my baby daddy—”

Mo sighed loudly, taking the screaming voice in the phone away from her ear. Here we go again, she thought. I’m so tired of this shit! She cut her eyes to the right and watched Spencer—her and several other women’s baby daddy—who was snoring like a pig.

“Bastard!” She mumbled to herself, as she reluctantly eased out of the bed and into the bathroom, where she could roast this ho for interrupting her good sleep. She looked back at Spencer once more to make sure he was still sound asleep, closed the bathroom door, and took in a deep breath before letting loose. “Ho, you callin’ my muthafuckin’ house, my phone, worrying about my man, my baby daddy. Ho, ain’t you sleepy, up all day and night worrying about a man that obviously occupying my bed?”

“You can kiss my ass! ’Cause if Spencer was yo’ man I wouldn’t be carrying his baby.”

That comment hit Mo in the gut. The screaming woman on the other end of the phone was right, and she probably was pregnant with his umpteenth child. She wanted to cry and yell, “Who is this? And why did he run to your bed?” But the ho was calling Mo’s phone to prove something, so a challenge she was going to give her.

“I’m so tired of y’all lame-ass, wannabe-me hoes, claiming he got y’all pregnant or moved y’all into a condo, bought you a new car.”

“Fuck you, ol’ dumb, ghetto-ass bitch. Just put Spencer on this gotdamn phone!” The truth had struck a nerve with the irate woman.

Mo was on a roll, and she wasn’t about to stop now. She was going to teach these bitches about fucking wit her. “Who is this? Cheryl? Kim? Lisa? Which stank pussy of the month is this?” She laughed, tickled to death that she was irritating the hell out of a woman who had intended to shake her up with the phone call .

“Yo’ worst nightmare, bitch!”

“Obviously, I’m the one pressing on yo’ mind. You calling me, knowing damn well Spencer got his own damn phone.”

Mo had pulled the woman’s card. The other end of the line went silent. It was clear that this woman had another agenda besides speaking with Spencer.

Feeling like she had one up on this hoochie, she sat down on the toilet, tired from the day before and from all the extra additives Spencer brought to their so-called “seasoned” relationship.

“Well, since you don’t believe shit stank, go look in the trunk of his silver Chevy. I left you a present.” The deviant voice laughed, and the phone went dead.

Mo looked at her unfamiliar reflection in the chrome, circular mirror. She rubbed her fingers over her entire face and didn’t recognize herself. Her once wide, bright eyes now had dark circles that made her look tired and worn out, older than her twenty-five years, all of this, compliments of trying to keep up with a whorish man.

I know this trick just trying to put fear in my heart and shake me up, but curiosity is getting the best of me. Against her better judgment she slipped on her light green, terry cloth robe, grabbed the keys to the Chevy, and remained barefoot to avoid turning on the lights and waking Spencer up. It was amazing that this man could sleep through dogs barking, telephones ringing, and a loud TV, but as soon as a light switched on, he was groaning and moaning for it to be turned off.

She lightly jogged down the stairs and out the front door, hesitating slightly to make sure no one else was outside with her, before stepping on the front porch. She popped the trunk with the remote. She threw a pair of sneakers, a tool kit, and a basketball to the side to find nothing. She knew Spencer’s sneaky ass wouldn’t leave anything behind. Naw, not slick-ass Spencer. The only evidence he leaves behind is other bitches’ babies.

Ring, ring, ring!

She jumped, forgetting the phone was in the pocket of her robe. “Ain’t shit in this trunk,” Mo said, aggravated that she’d allowed some groupie to disturb her sleep and emotions.

“Oh, but it is, baby girl, it is. Look in the tool kit.”

Mo snatched the kit and popped it open. She shook her head in disbelief. The sonogram read Hye baby girl and had a due date upcoming in two days.




CHAPTER 2

Mo shouldn’t have been angry. This wasn’t the first time Spencer had left behind a little surprise after he’d laid up with a sideline ho. First, there was Pig, the neighborhood piece of ass. He said he was drunk and she took advantage of him. She took him all right, right to the delivery room and the courthouse.

Not even a week after Kaja was born, Sue’s gold-digging ass knocked on the door with a pink bundle in her hand, claiming Spencer was her daughter Kendall’s daddy. And all of this took place three years before Mo and Spencer had their first and only child, Kemoni.

Unfortunately, what was supposed to be the happiest day of Mo’s life became one of the saddest. Down the hall from her hospital room, another young girl named Stacy had just given birth to Spencer’s child, a stillborn.

Mo bit down hard on her bottom lip, letting the salty taste of blood settle into her mouth. She kept repeating the last name labeled in the corner of the sonogram. “Hye ... Hye ...”

“Yep. Mrs. Layla Hye to you, bitch.”

Mo forgot she still had the phone tight in her hand, but the voice was no longer coming from the phone, it was coming from behind her. I can’t believe I let this ho creep up on me! Here I am digging in this damn trunk, not paying attention to my surroundings.

With fear in her heart, not knowing if it was a gang of girls or a weapon waiting on her, Mo spun around on her bare feet and there was Layla.

Layla Hye was Mo’s biggest rival, going back to the seventh grade. And now here they were still battling at age twenty-five.

Standing five foot nine, all thick thighs and hips, Layla was badd. Her creamy, dark brown skin was flawless, and she looked like a gorgeous modern-day Amazon. The long eyelashes, perfect white teeth, and short, sleek, jet-black bob kept suitors at her door. But she didn’t want just any suitor. Naw, she wanted Spencer Mack. And now, pregnant with his child, she had the assurance that he would be in her life forever.

With a nasty frown on her face, Mo said, “Damn, ho, Spencer really got yo’ ass sprung, riding up in front of my house at four in the morning.” She began moving toward the street, where Layla was sitting in her car only a few feet from the entrance of the driveway. Mo felt a rush of heat run from her head to her toes. The anger running through her veins was enough to turn her into The Incredible Hulk.

Layla noticed the evil look on Mo’s face. She thought she was too cute to fight, so she stayed locked tight in the ’05 Mustang that Spencer purchased for her, with the window halfway down.

Layla was the classic dope man’s bitch—obedient, spent all her money on designer clothes, kept up a lot of shit, and stayed in everybody else’s business because she had no business about herself.

“Isn’t she pretty? Looks just like her daddy.” Layla was talking mad shit, her foot resting lightly on the gas pedal.

“Oh, you think having a baby by a hustler who already got countless baby mamas makes you special?” Mo searched the ground for an object to throw at Layla’s smug face. “When you were childless, you was a hot commodity, but now you just a number, another one of Spencer’s baby mamas.”

“You just a baby mama, but I’m gon’ be his wife.” Honkkkkkkkkk! Layla blasted the loud horn. “Go get ’im so he can tell you that we gon’ be together.”

Mo laughed as she picked up a medium-sized rock. “Don’t embarrass yourself. He’ll do that for you in due time. Have you looking stupid, telling everybody that he leaving me and you and him gonna get married in Vegas and honeymoon in the Keys. Oh, and let me not forget the house in Lost Valley.”

Layla’s smile dropped. That’s exactly what he’d told her, and what she’d been telling all her friends and family.

“Well, maybe this time I hit the jackpot, since yo’ funky pussy can’t get pregnant no more.” Layla’s smile returned. She knew that would knock Mo out faster than a punch could. “This good pussy can pop out as many as his heart desires. The boy you can never give him.”

Mo was crushed. How could Spencer tell this trifling whore her deepest secret? She fumbled with the phone in her hand, making it recall Layla’s number. When Layla looked down to retrieve the phone call, Mo chunked the first rock and hit her on the side of her head.

As the rock hit Layla’s head, her foot came off the gas and clutch, and the car began to jerk.

Mo couldn’t hold back any longer. The comment about her becoming sterile after Spencer gave her an STD was too much information for this trick. She threw the other rock, cracking the top of the window and sending shards of glass into Layla’s eyes and mouth.

Layla screamed out, hitting the loud horn as she choked on small pieces of glass.

Mo rushed the car, pulling on the door handle and, at the same time, kicking the door, denting it with her bare heel. Mo reached into the broken window and grabbed hair, skin, anything she could get her hands on. When she finally got a hold of a handful of Layla’s hair, she held on for dear life. The more Layla twisted and struggled to stay away, the harder Mo tried to pull her through the broken window.

“I bet ... yo’ ass ... will think next ... time ... you step to ... me!”

Layla was gagging as she tried to start the car, but she had a choice to make—fight Mo off and have a half a head of hair, or pull off and lose it all.

The glass began to cut into Moe’s wrist and forearm as she tried to pull Layla’s swollen, pregnant body through the window.

“Let me go. I’m pregnant,” Layla yelled out.

“Mommy! Mommyyyyyyyy!”

Mo instantly released Layla’s hair and slowly backed away from the car.

Layla quickly started the Mustang and sped off, spitting glass, blood, and threats.




CHAPTER 3

The purple skyline presented itself to Royal as she slid her chocolate, silky, restless body from beneath her lover’s arms. This had been the seventh night straight that her nightmare had woken her up at four-thirty in the morning, leaving her exhausted, black-eyed, and stressed out.

She walked her naked body into the kitchen and filled her ol’ faithful, multi-colored mug with tea and vodka. As she sat at the table and gazed into the purple haze, she thought about the nightmare that was tearing her life apart.

Being the daughter of a dead, AIDS-infected mother and a deceased father, not to mention an evil stepmother, was a nightmare she’d dealt with, eyes wide open. Her best friend Mo would always tell her, “If you can go through everything that you’ve been through and still walk like yo’ shit don’t stank, then you are my idol in every sense of the word.”

Royal held her best friend’s words in a chokehold.
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They’d met one hot, crazy summer when they were eight, in Newbie, Georgia. Royal, while on a time-out, sat behind a whitewashed wire fence on a huge peach porch, pouting and picking all the buds off her mother’s white roses for revenge. Just then, a big silver car with a silver circle and V inside on the hood appeared, and a white lady and a little girl looking to be around the same age as Royal pulled up.

Royal thought, Mrs. Busey must be taking in another foster kid.

For about ten minutes, Royal made eye contact with the little light-skinned, almost white-looking, girl with dry, kinky hair across the street at Mrs. Busey’s house. And she instantly wanted to go and play, but this stupid new time-out rule had her on lock.

Royal wasn’t a bad child, just curious and rambunctious. But lately her mother had put her in time-out so much, it seemed her butt was beginning to flatten like a pancake from becoming best friends with the front porch. Her mother had become sick a few months earlier, and with every month some new symptom was claiming her body, and Royal’s playtime.

After about thirty minutes of wishing, picking, and scooting across the porch, Mrs. Busey’s front door busted open, and the white-looking girl ran like a slave across the street, not even looking to see if a car was coming. Royal would have to teach this new girl the codes of streets.

“Your ass will get run over if you don’t look from side to side at least three times,” Royal’s mother would tell her whenever she took off a little too quickly.

The little girl rested her pale fingers on the wire and stared into Royal’s eyes as if she was a monkey on display at the zoo.

Royal looked at the little girl’s hands then at her own.

“Gosh, you are very, very black. My grandpa would say, ‘Very berry,’” Mo said properly.

Royal laughed aloud then responded in her Southern dialect, “So what? You are confused, mixed up with black and white. Oreo!”

Mo shifted her weight from foot to foot. “I am white.” She didn’t care if the little girl she was looking at was orange. She just wanted to get out of that mean, old, fat lady’s house that was yelling back and forth with her mother about a father she hadn’t even met yet. But she was wondering if he was as dark as the pretty girl with gray eyes sitting in front of her.

“Not wit’ dat nappy hair. And if you call me black again, I’m gon’ come off this porch and whup yo’ ass good.”

The pale girl touched her hair like it was the first time she’d acknowledged it was on the top of her head.

At that very moment, the white lady fell out of Mrs. Busey’s front door.

“Moses, Moses.”

Mo was so caught up in running her fingers through the mess on top of her head, she didn’t hear the lady calling her.

“Yo, DFACS lady callin’ you.”

DFACS? Mo would have to ask her grandfather what that was, since everyone she’d met that day kept throwing that word around.

As Mo was about to sprint back across the street, Royal ran to the fence. “My name Royal, since you gon’ be stayin’ at Mrs. Busey’s house.”

“I’m not staying at that fat lady’s house. We just come to pick up my father,” the girl answered.

As Mrs. Busey stood on the front porch in a pink, flowered duster, smoking a Newport and shouting obscenities, the white lady screamed to the top of her lungs, “Moses, let’s go, dammit!”

As the girl ran back across the street without looking for any cars, She yelled, “My name is Mo!”
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Royal laughed to herself about the first of their many encounters before they became best friends. And now, after all they’d been through, Mo seemed to be at the heart of her nightmares and heartache. She’d held on to her life-altering secret for eight long, hard years—for as long as she could—and now that she was about to turn twenty-five, she wanted to make things right in her life.

Her cousin Ascada told her that letting go and opening up would be the only way for God to forgive her and for her to move on to a prosperous future. Royal knew in her heart that all her troubles in life had come from keeping this secret. Maybe she would have to move out of the state of Georgia after revealing her secret to Mo. Maybe they could fight like two wild lionesses and then become cool again. Maybe.




CHAPTER 4

Mo finished wrapping the Ace bandage around her wrist and arm. She ran to her running car to check on a sleeping Kemoni one more time before heading back to deal with Spencer.

She first made a quick phone call to one of her best friends Emil, to let her know that she and her daughter would be there soon. She wanted to call Royal so bad, but lately it seemed like Royal was on another team.

Then Mo snuck back into the bedroom and straddled Spencer’s thighs, pulling out his huge, already hard penis. She began to stroke him, rapidly rubbing the tip of his head with her thumb. Licking her thumb, drenching it with saliva, she returned it to the tip of his dick, moving it faster.

“Mmmmmm ...”

Spencer tried to move, but Mo had his legs pinned. He continued to enjoy the strokes, thinking of Mo’s juicy virgin-tight pussy. She was so good to him. She cooked all his favorite foods, ran his bath water after he’d come home from fucking other women. She even helped him keep track of all the child support payments he’d acquired while they were together, paying on time and adding two hundred extra dollars to keep the greedy mothers happy and off his back.

She was the mastermind behind the courier service that he’d started, delivering packages by flight and road trips, to launder his dope money. She was a blessing, and he planned to make her an honest woman. He had the five-carat rock in his safe, waiting for her birthday. He truly did love her.

His mother, Ms. Mack, told him time and time again, “You better hurry up and marry that sweet child. She the only one that put up with yo’ shit. And yo’ shit smell worse than hell.”

And now here she was pleasing him, bringing him to his full potential for reasons other than pleasure.

Mo grimaced as Spencer moaned in pleasure. She glanced down at the bed, where she had placed her revenge—a soaked alcohol swab, the key to the house, and the Hye baby sonogram. She wished he’d hurry up and wake up, look her in the eyes, so she could get it all over with.

Why’d Mo stay with Spencer’s trifling ass? Was it love, stupidity, dick-whipped, greed? It ran much deeper than that. He had her heart. She was fully aware of everything that was happening and what he was doing to her, but she owed him. He was there when her own mother turned her back on her.




CHAPTER 5

When Mo was fifteen years old, she got into some serious legal trouble that threatened to send her away for twenty years. As she sat nervously in the interrogation room waiting for the prosecutor to come in and read her all the charges, her young mind was in shambles as she thought about all the time she was facing. Spencer had reassured her that he had her back and that he wouldn’t leave her side.

Gabby, the young, blonde, blue-eyed, expensive-perfume-wearing, flawlessly made up prosecutor for the State of Georgia walked through the doors, a gleaming white smile on her face. She was escorted by two armed police officers. “Gentlemen, she’s harmless. You can leave us.”

As soon as their backs were turned, and they were out the door, her smile disappeared, and the face that Mo had always known appeared.

Without taking a seat, she said, “Moses, you are going to get rid of that bastard you are carrying, and that gorilla waiting outside.”

Mo was shocked that, at a time like this, her mother would pull rank on her. “Are you serious?”

Gabby, a white woman with lots of power and no tolerance for what she called “ignorant, lazy, black folk,” including the child she’d birthed, hit the table hard with her fist. “Hell, yes!” She began to pace the floor. “Without me, you will do a minimum of twenty years. And with me, those two things will not exist.”

She stared at the mistake that she’d allowed her best friend to convince her to have because she said since the father was black the baby would come out with naturally curly hair and a permanent tan. How wrong she was, and how stupid Gabby was for having a baby for vanity.

Mo was considered light-skinned, almost white in the black community, but not light enough to pass for white, which Gabby desperately needed her to do. With all the success of becoming prosecutor, a new and respectable, wavy-haired, gray-eyed fiancé, and a perfect-white stepdaughter, she had no place in her life for fuck-ups. And that’s exactly what was seated before her.

Gabby thought by sending Mo to Newbie, Georgia, a small city just outside of Atlanta, to stay with her father’s mother for a year, she would identify with her black roots and know that’s not how she wanted to live. But, no, she came back darker, pregnant, and in love with a thug.

“Noooo! Noooo!” Mo cried out. “I won’t give up my baby.”

“No? That’s what I should have done to you, but I was too far along to get an abortion.”

“Abortion.” Mo said the word like it was brand-new to her vocabulary. “You can forget about it! Send me back to live with Grandma.” She jumped out of her seat.

Her mother laughed wickedly. “Are you serious? You have five felony charges guaranteeing you twenty years. If your black ass doesn’t get rid of them both, you’ll do every bit of that time.”

Mo yelled in her mother’s face, “Fuck you!”

Gabby swung fast and fierce, her heavy fist plunging into Mo’s stomach.

Mo, four months pregnant, immediately fell to her knees and held her cramping stomach.

Gabby squatted down to ear level with her. “You little disrespectful, ungrateful, black bitch. You are dead to me. I will do everything in my power to put you away for good, permanently out of my life. No more money, no more home, no more mother.”

Mo didn’t make eye contact with her mother. She just shook her head no.

Gabby stood up, straightened out her suit and spat on top of Mo’s head. “Your life will be full of shit. I tried with you. I really did. Now you’re on your own.” She walked to the door without looking back at her broken-spirited daughter. “Guard, get me outta this room!”

In Mo’s mind, all these things were apparent that hot summer day her mother dropped her off in Newbie to a grandmother she didn’t know, with a small suitcase and thirty dollars, no explanation. She knew her evil mother was setting her up for failure, sending her straight into poverty. But she met a prince, and they fell in love.

Spencer was there for Mo every step of the way. He hit rock bottom, missed appointments with connects, let lucrative deals fall through, and went broke from spending all his savings on a top lawyer to get her off. He posted Mo’s fifty-thousand-dollar bond, paid up her grandmother’s bills for six months, and cried with her when she lost their baby boy.
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In court, Gabby tore Mo apart like she’d never changed her dirty diapers, or brought her into her teen years, showing her how to use tampons. But Mo’s lawyer, smart and relentless, was worth every penny. He made the accusation that the prosecutor had personal motive against Mo and was angry with black people in general, because of her experience with her child’s black father.

But the most damning evidence was that Gabby, as Mo’s selfish, heartless, vindictive mother, drove her to the point of writing one hundred sixty-eight thousand dollars in bad checks, and identity theft.

Before Gabby’s reputation and career could be ruined, she made a quick deal with the State on Mo’s behalf. Part of the deal with Mo and her lawyer was that Mo had to sever her relationship with her mother, not acknowledge her in the courts, in the street, or on any kind of government documents.

Mo, never considering Gabby a mother anyway, hurriedly agreed.

And after all that hurt and confusion Mo believed Spencer when he promised to protect and care for her. But as she sat straddled on to, of him, stroking his thick manhood, staring into his handsome face, she only saw the enemy.

“Damn, baby! You ’bout to make me nut. Ssssssss!” Spencer said behind closed eyes, unaware of the real treat Mo was about to spring on him.

“Yeah, big daddy cum for me.”

As she felt him thicken to his potential, she grabbed the sonogram, letting it dangle from her lips, and picked up the triple thick alcohol-soaked Q-Tip. She took a deep breath, one last look at Spencer’s face, and swallowed the thick lump in her throat. It was finally going to be over.

Just as she felt him jerk, she stuck the alcohol-soaked Q-Tip in the pee-hole of his dick.

His eyes opened to the sonogram, and his body stiffened. More from the pain of seeing the sonogram and knowing that Mo was definitely leaving him than from the severe burning in his dick.

Mo was satisfied for the moment. She jumped out of the bed and ran down the stairs, through the open front door, and out of his life forever.




CHAPTER 6

Emil zoomed through her modest, hard-earned home, stepping over toys, shoes, and always, her husband’s nasty drawers. She had a right mind to put all the doo-doo stained, holey pieces of underwear in a barrel and toast them. But he was a good man, a great provider, and wonderful father, even to the three that weren’t his.

Emil shook her head at the clock that read 4:56 A.M., two hours earlier than when she’d usually wake up. Anything for her best friend. Mo had called and said she needed to stay for a couple days. She seemed to carry drama in her pockets and spent it freely.

Already tired before her day could begin, Emil let out a heavy sigh. Shit, her own life had just gotten heavier since she was suspended from the post office for stealing a seven-dollar book of stamps. Someone on her shift must have run out, took a book out of her drawer, and didn’t account for it. And in government jobs, what’s your responsibility will be your liability.

Now everything was going to be on Mekia’s shoulders.

They were far from rich, a little bit over comfortable, and they couldn’t afford one of them losing a good-paying job. And Emil couldn’t get another job until the investigation was complete, which could take up to six months to a year.

What she needed to do was call that sorry-ass daddy of her second child, Lele’s father, and threaten him with the popo again. Dirty, triflin’-ass nigga. He could walk around in Jordans, fresh haircuts, four-hundred-dollar outfits, feed hoes and their brats, but couldn’t give his daughter fifty dollars for a pair of shoes.

Her third child, T.J.’s father spoiled him and her. He was still in love with Emil and gave whatever she asked for T.J. She always ended up having to make it up to her other children so they wouldn’t become jealous.

And then there was her precious Kaylen. Emil was attached, almost obsessive over Kaylen. Was it because she had her at the age of fourteen and grew up with her baby? Or was it because Kaylen was the product of her first love, Spencer?

That damn Spencer. Emil ran her soapy rag over her hairy mound down between her wet thighs.

Spencer was the love of her life. She was young, naïve, and hot in the pants. Spencer was Emil’s brother’s best friend and her worst nightmare. Her best friend Pepper tried to warn her, “Girl, I heard he ain’t no good.”

“Yo’ young ass betta stop walking round here in them li’l-ass shawts, ’fore somebody get ’em.” Spencer brushed past Emil.

“What? Yo’ momma be the one to get ’em!”

And that was it. Three weeks later, Emil was with child. Her brother was furious and went after Spencer with a gun. They had a big fight that left Spencer with a limp that he perfected into a sexy dap.

Spencer spoiled Emil with oiled-down belly rubs, foot massages, and anything that she could stick in her mouth.

He loved the way a pregnant woman looked and felt. He would rub on her belly for hours, kissing and talking to it. But once Kaylen was born, everything went to hell. One hot summer day in July, Emil sat around for three hours waiting on Spencer to pick her and Kaylen up for his family picnic. She and her childhood friend Pepper sat on the bed playing with Kaylen.

Pepper saw the hurt in Emil’s eyes as she called for the thirteenth time in ten minutes. On her last attempt, he finally answered the phone.

“Spencer, I thought you was coming to get us today?”

Emil asked with an attitude. “Us?” “Yeah, muthafucka, u-s.” “Hey, hey. I ain’t gon’ sit on—” “Fuck you!” Emil yelled so loud, her mother ran into her room. “N’all, folk. Fuck you, bitch!” He yelled into the phone. “Bitch? Bitch?” “Hang up the phone, Emil! Just hang it up!” her mother said. Emil began to cry hysterically and jumped up, accidentally knocking Kaylen to the hardwood floor with a hard thud. Kaylen let out a shrilling cry. “What’s wrong with my baby?” Spencer’s voice became serious. “Oh, shit!” Emil dropped the phone and retrieved her hurt daughter, kissing her bruised forehead.

Only a few minutes away from her house, Spencer was already on his way. “Where my baby?” Spencer busted through the door. He snatched Kaylen out of Emil’s arms. Emil’s mother jumped him from the back at the same time Emil was pulling Kaylen’s legs. “Oh, hell, n’all.” And they all fell, with Kaylen’s head being slammed to the floor for the second time.

“Nooooo!” Emil screamed as she gently lifted her baby into her arms.

Everyone was breathing hard, looking around at each other, trying to lay blame.

Emil kicked Spencer as she rose to her knees. “Look what you did, dirty fucka.”

“I ain’t gon’ have this mess in my house, Emil. I’m too old for this shit!” Emil’s mother crawled over to a rocking chair, clutching her heaving chest, and pulled herself into it.

As Emil kissed on Kaylen, her eyes began to roll into the back of her head. Her mouth tightened, and her skin became pale. “Momma, she ain’t breathin!”

Her mother rushed over. “Stick yo’ finger in her mouth so she won’t bite her tongue.”

They rushed Kaylen to the hospital for what turned out to be a two-month stay. Doctors and DFACS workers rode their asses for the whole two months, saying that Kaylen’s bruises—old bruises and scratches—were consistent with child abuse. But half of the scars she’d inflicted on herself, hitting herself in the lip with a toy. And once she fell off the bed at Spencer’s mother’s house.

But none of these explanations would do. DFACS took Kaylen and gave her to Emil’s mother, but Emil couldn’t live in the same house and had no visitation rights for three months.

Emil’s mother agreed, took Kaylen in, and put Emil out. She treated the situation like a true foster care case, not letting Emil or Spencer’s mother see Kaylen.

Her mother told her, “Maybe I can do a better job a second time around with my new daughter.”

“New daughter?” Emil screamed, “That’s my child.”

“No, no, according to these DFACS papers she’s mine.”

“Fuck DFACS! That’s my daughter!”

BAM! She hung up the phone on Emil.

Through the shared hurt of losing their child, Spencer and Emil moved in together. And that’s when all the drama let loose and Emil found herself a true friend to the end.




CHAPTER 7

After two years of fighting, cussing, three abortions, and still no Kaylen back in their lives, Spencer and Emil decided that living together wasn’t the right move. Emil moved in with Pepper and her money-hungry mother. Any price was good for Pepper’s mother, even though she turned up her nose at Emil. As long as the price was right, anything went.

But the sexing never ceased, nor did her feelings for Spencer.

Ring, ring, ring!

This was the twenty-fifth time that Emil had called and left messages. Her mouth was dry, and her heart was flooded with the tears she was holding inside. She was the hard one in her friendship with Pepper, so she couldn’t show her weakness.

Slam!

“Damn, don’t break my phone over that nigga.”

Emil jumped out of the bed. She pulled off her nightclothes and slipped into an all-black sweat suit.

Pepper was tired of all the scheming and game-playing that Emil was consistently doing, involving her as well. “What are you going to do now?”

“I know that muthafucka there. I just know it.” She threw back the covers, looking for her black Reeboks.

“And what if he is? You gon’ just bust up in his shit? And do what? Get knocked the fuck out?” Pepper adjusted her headscarf, folded her arms, and relaxed on her pillow. She refused to participate tonight.

Emil retrieved both their shoes, throwing Pepper’s at her, “C’mon.”

“It’s one A.M. I ain’t doin’ this tonight. What about Kaylen, Emil? If you get caught fucking up, yo’ momma got Kaylen for life.”

Big tears about to fall, Emil looked at Pepper wide-eyed. “My baby is coming home, but ... but I have to go and see if Spencer got somebody over there. I got to see for myself. Please, Pepper?”

Damn! Pepper knew she couldn’t let her dawg go out at 1:00 A.M. by herself to her supposed-to-be nigga’s house and definitely find some ho in his bed. Frustrated, Pepper threw the covers back, jumped up and grabbed her coat. Wearing only her pajamas, Pepper said, “C’mon, ho, let’s go. You owe me.”
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