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Prologue

It’s my wedding day. I’m Angel Denise Smith but today I will officially become Mrs. Kaylin Santos. I am a corporate and entertainment attorney and I am marrying a retired drug dealer. He’s a young brother who comes from a big family and who legally has a recycling business and a record label. He has a four-year-old son by his ex, named Malik, whom I love to death. You should hear him call me Red, the nickname his daddy calls me. He’s a trip.

This has been a crazy day. For starters, last night I found out that I’m pregnant. My plan was to surprise my husband tonight on our honeymoon. But as fate would have it, I ate some salsa, guacamole, and spicy chips and two hours later my dream wedding gown, a hand-beaded mother-of-pearl, swarvoski-crystal Vera Wang, was being used as a vomit dispenser. I was devastated. Then what really pissed me off was when I sent for my husband to be, and these two uppity, bitch-ass wannabe wedding coordinators, who obviously forgot that I’m the one who signs their checks, had the nerve to tell me the bride is not supposed to see the groom or some ole off-the-wall bullshit like that. I went the fuck off! I told both of them hoes to “get ta stepping!” Shit, my husband to be, my baby, was the only one who could make it right and I needed him. Either that or call off the fucking wedding, because it was going to be my way or the highway. And just as sure as the sun does shine, my baby handled things. He made everything all right, well, actually more than all right. After he found out that I was pregnant, he was ecstatic. Then he told me how much he loved me, how beautiful I am and how I make him complete. Even when I began stressing over the fact that I was ready to practice law at our record label and wasn’t sure about having a baby at this time, he made it all right again. He told me that the label wasn’t going anywhere so I might as well enjoy the pregnancy. He said that we had enough money to do whatever the fuck we wanted. And for me not to sweat the small shit. I was, like, “I know that’s right!”

Sensing that I was still stressing, he then asked me if I wanted him to get rid of all my tension. I purred, “Please do,” and closed my eyes as he began to run his tongue over my pregnant nipples. I didn’t give a damn about all the guests sitting downstairs waiting for our grand entrance. He then undressed me and spread my thighs so that he could look at my pregnant pussy. I could feel the juices trickle down as I watched my baby lick his lips while yanking off the Armani pants he was getting ready to walk down the aisle in. Damn, this nigga is so fine, I thought to myself. He began kissing the inside of my thighs and in four seconds flat, just like Lloyd Banks would say, “I’m on fire!” I grabbed that nigga’s head trying to guide it to the spot, but he wouldn’t allow it because he decided he wanted to tease. I thought I was gonna die! That’s when he eased three fingers inside me and began working my juicy pussy, but as soon as he saw I was about to nut he slid them out and told me to finish myself off. I was in pure ecstasy as he watched me take myself to the stairway to heaven. As soon as my legs started shaking my nigga crawled all the way up inside me. He was fucking me so good that I was screaming. We both busted our nuts at the same time. And believe you me, all of my tension was gone!

After about ten minutes he reminded me that we had a wedding ceremony to perform and pictures to take. So we got up, showered together, and as soon as he got dressed he headed to get the photographer and our parents.

So now I have my dream wedding gown back on, vomit-free, and I’m sitting here at the vanity table looking in the mirror. Basically I’m just waiting on the photo session to commence. I have two group photos in front of me. The first one is of all the bridesmaids, and the picture is beautiful. We were having dinner at Kaylin’s mother’s house. Then my gaze goes over to my sho’nuff dawgs. I’m crying now because I’m looking at an eight-by-ten flick of me, and my girls Jaz, Tasha, and Kyra. We went to an Olan Mills studio to do this one, right before we all graduated. I can honestly say that those are my girls for life. We have all been through some shit, good times and some bad. Lots of bad (and if you haven’t read Thugs and the Women Who Love Them, do so and you’ll find out just how bad.) Anyway, I love these chicks.

Kyra is my cousin. Her mom and my mom are sisters. That ho was strung out on heroin, overdosed, the whole nine yards. You talkin’ about a survivor. Her face should be by that word in the dictionary. She is still going to school to become a psychologist. She is enrolled in a graduate program at UCLA. She married Marvin, her nigga from back in the day. He got her strung out, did an eight-year bid upstate, came back for her, and they’ve been thick as thieves ever since. What makes me the happiest is that other than weed they both have been drug-free and have been blessed with a beautiful daughter named Aisha. They left Jersey and moved to Cali.

Then there’s Jaz. That bitch is a whole mess. A fuckin’ genius! Too smart for her own damn good. Can be dumb as hell sometimes too. Like the time she had that NBA nigga, not in her crib but all up in Faheem’s spot. That bitch and the baller almost lost their lives. Come to think of it, that was also around the time when we found out she was working in a meth lab and had been doing so for almost a year. She was stackin’ mad dough but livin' off Faheem’s. They got married and even though Jaz didn’t want any babies, Faheem wasn’t tryna hear that shit. They ended up with a spoiled little girl named Kaeerah. Jaz went to jail over that meth shit and was looking at football numbers. But Faheem, that nigga, did some grimey shit and the next thing you know she beat the case. He’s a real “G,” stuck by her through it all. Now she’s living in the ATL going to the Morehouse School of Medicine, which is the only part of the school that is coed. I hope she don’t get into no shit, ‘cause niggas are everywhere! Na mean!

Last but not least is my girl Tasha, the drama queen. She’s another one who has been drug through the fire. But just like gold, she came out shining. She went from hoeing at the age of nine or thirteen (you gotta read Every Thug Needs a Lady to get all of those juicy details) to selling dope, to her hooking up with one drug dealer only to be snatched up by that same drug dealer’s partna, Trae. That shit was crazy! She lost their first baby during some mad, mad drama that they was going through, but now she has twins and is pregnant with another one. She’s one of them hoes that if you look at her wrong she gets pregnant. Anyway I love her and if she hadn’t been snatched up by Trae I would never have met my Boo. That was weird the way that shit worked out. Trae and Kaylin are partners in crime. It’s like they are brothers from another mother or spiritual twins, some shit like that. However, he is so good to her and for her, she is always happy and has changed and matured so beautifully. I can only thank God for everything He has done for all of us. She and Trae are the only ones outta the crew who didn’t have a big wedding. They snuck off and got married in Jamaica or somewhere. They got money coming outta their asses and they too have moved to Cali. Tasha is a physical therapist and has her own rehab center. She gets to work on all of them big money-gettin’ ballplayers.

That’s right; there is nothing lazy about none of us. We may be hood, but we all know how to turn that shit on and off when needed. Now, that’s what’s up!

Now, me? My shit is so fucked up I don’t even want to talk about it. For example, like I said today is supposed to be the happiest day of my life, my wedding day. But somehow it turns into my wedding blues. I can’t even bring myself to talk about it. So I’ll let Wahida fill y’all in. That chick is wicked with the pen. We love you, Wahida! I’m out.




Chapter 1

“Fuck the groom! I’m here for the bride, she’s my woman. Can you tell her Snake is here and he needs to talk to her?” As if on cue his boys came inside. There were five of them and every one of them was strapped.

“Snake? You’re Keenan, her ex!” Trina glared in disbelief. He gave her this look that said what the fuck you think? When she got the message she made a mental note of all the niggas he had there for backup. “Aiight, then. Wait right here and I’ll go get her.”

“Yeah, you do that,” he said to Trina’s back as she walked away.

“Ooooohhh, shit! Ooooohhh, shit!” Trina kept mumbling as she wove around and in between the many hotel guests as she was trying to rush to the elevator. “Ooooohhh, shit! That nigga is alive and kicking!” She kept banging on the UP button as if that would make the elevator move quicker. She looked up to see what floor they were on, but only one of the elevators was moving. The other one appeared to be stuck on the eighteenth floor. She kept pressing the UP button. When it finally opened she pushed her way on without even giving the guests an opportunity to get off.

“Excuse you!” a young sister shouted at Trina as she meanmugged her.

“Bitch, this is New York and you’re excused!” Trina shot back.

“Trina, why you always gotta start some shit?” Jaz teased. “And what’s up, who got your G-string all in a bunch?” Jaz was all hugged up on Faheem. They were the last two to step off the elevator.

Trina grabbed Jaz’s arm. “Aw, shit. Come here, y’all. Y’all ain’t gonna believe this shit! Guess who’s here?” Jaz and Faheem just stared at her, both of them obviously not up for any guessing games. Sensing that, Trina yelled out, “Muthafuckin’ Snake! That nigga is in the building!”

“Snake!” Jaz and Faheem said simultaneously. “Who the fuck is that!” Faheem needed to confirm. “Not Snake. You mean the pimp? I thought he was dead.” Faheem had a puzzled look on his face.

“You and everybody else! It is on now!” Trina said, ready for some drama.

“You sure it’s him?” Jaz was skeptical. “How do you know it’s him?” she pressed. None of them noticed that they were just riding the elevators as if they had no destination. Surprisingly no one got on.

“It looks like him. He said it was him and he said for me to go get his girl.”

“That’s impossible.” Jaz was shaking her head no. “What you been smokin’? You up here imagining things and shit.”

“Imagining? I didn’t imagine that he had five niggas with him and I know they’re carrying some heat!”

“What?” That got Faheem on full alert. “Aw, hell no!” Faheem was looking at Trina to see if she was for real. Jaz could see Faheem’s killer qualities kicking in.

“Faheem?” Jaz said as she squeezed his arm.

“Where’s Kay?” he asked Trina, referring to Kaylin.

“I think in Angel’s room.”

“I need to go holla at him.” He hit the button to the suite level. “Trina, go get Kyra. I’ma go tell Angel.”

“Naw, you go get Kyra. I’ma go tell Angel. I’m not missing this!” Trina stood next to Faheem. “Later for Kyra. If I was you I’d go with the rest of us.”

“Kyra is her cousin. She needs to be there.” Jaz was getting agitated with Trina.

When the elevator doors opened they followed behind Faheem to Angel’s suite. They heard laughter from behind the door. Faheem knocked as if he was the po-po.

Kyra opened the door. She had tears in her eyes. Everyone looked behind her and immediately knew why she had tears of joy cascading down her cheeks. Angel looked simply stunning. She was glowing as the photographer snapped pictures of her and Kaylin, then the bride by herself, then the bride and groom with all of the parents.

“Yo, Kay! I need to holla at you, man.” Faheem didn’t care about interrupting as he stepped inside the suite.

“Hold up.” Kaylin kissed his moms on the cheek and walked her to the door.

When Kaylin came back to the bar area Faheem said, “Get your wife.”

“Get me for what?” Angel was already right behind Faheem and immediately detected the tension in his voice.

“We got a problem.”

“Damn. What now? We gonna start in exactly fifteen minutes,” Kaylin said. “Whatever it is will have to wait until my day is over.”

“Y’all got some unwanted guests and niggas is packin’ that heat. I don’t think that can wait. I suggest you get your squad ready,” Faheem warned Kay.

“Them niggas stay ready. But I need to know who the fuck is tryna throw salt on my wedding and why I gotta get my squad in place.”

“Me too,” Angel chimed in.

“That nigga Snake.”

“Snake?” Angel and Kaylin both said, confused.

In the meantime on the eighteenth floor …

Tasha was riding with one of her twin sons, Shaheem, on her hip, while glad to be spending some time with her little brother, Kevin. “I miss you, you little punk,” she teased.

“I miss you too, you big punk.” He looked at his sister in admiration.

“I worry about you all the time, Kevin.”

“Don’t do that, ‘cause what’s gonna happen is gonna happen.” As soon as Kevin pressed the UP button the elevator doors opened and their eyes went to Trae lying on the floor bleeding.

Kevin mumbled, “What the fuck?”

“Oh my God! Trae!” She shoved Shaheem into Kevin’s arms, who was just standing there. “Get my baby outta here. He can’t see this!” she screamed. “Give me your cell phone. Oh my God!” She kept her eyes on Trae as she dialed 911. “Trae baby.” She knelt down beside him as she felt his weak pulse. “Trae baby, don’t do this to me. Don’t you do this to me! I need an ambulance to the Hyatt Regency.” She spoke firmly into the cell. “We’re on the eighteenth floor in the elevator. My husband is bleeding, his pulse rate is probably about thirty-eight, his breathing is very shallow, and …” As she put her ear to his chest, she said, “I can’t tell if there is bubbling in his lungs. I think I’m losing him!” she screamed into the phone. “He was shot in the chest and leg and I think the shoulder or arm, I can’t tell, there’s so much blood.” She noticed that his gun was lying next to him. She ran her finger over the barrel and it was still warm. “Please hurry!” She ended the call while tearing a strip off the bottom of her dress. She tied it as tight as she could around his arm, went under the armpit up to the shoulder. Then she tore another piece off and tied it tight around his leg. “Trae, if you can hear me, I love you, baby, and you’re a fighter. I need you to fight. Fight for me, baby. Fight for me and our boys. We need you, baby. I can’t do this without you. Don’t make me do this without you. Do you hear me, Trae?”

I hear you, baby. Trae was talking to her, but no sound or words were coming out of his mouth. He felt as if he were floating out in orbit.

“Stay with me, baby.”

I’m with you.

Just then hotel security came off the elevator. “Holy shit!” He pressed the TALK button on his walkie-talkie and said, “They’re here on the eighteenth floor in the B elevator. Blood is everywhere.”

The shooter obviously had pressed the emergency STOP button. So hotel security got on with them, hitting the same button. “We’re coming down to basement level now,” he said as he hit the B2 button. “The ambulance is waiting, ma’am,” he said to a crying Tasha, who had Trae’s head resting in her lap. He had never seen a live and up-close gunshot victim before.

“Okay,” she mumbled. “Please, baby, don’t die on me,” she whispered.

When the elevator doors opened, the paramedics rushed inside. “Ma’am, we need you to step outside please.” The older paramedic helped her up. “Is this your husband?” She nodded yes. “We need to get him stabilized. You said he was shot?” He noticed the tourniquets that she had made and was impressed.

“I think three times.” She watched as they ripped his clothes off and set up an IV line, all with tremendous speed. She heard them say “One … two … three …” and he was on the gurney being loaded into the back of the ambulance. When Tasha tried to climb up onto the back with them the older paramedic shook his head no.

“What are you shaking your head no for? That is my husband and you best believe that I will be riding with him.” Tasha was about to lose it.

“This is a high-trauma case, ma’am. We need to be alone with the victim,” the older paramedic told her.

The two other paramedics were working on Trae as the female paramedic tried to calm Tasha down. But she was holding on tight to the back of the ambulance door.

“You’re wasting precious time, ma’am.”

“Fuck you! That is my husband and I’m not leaving him!”

“Ma, what the hell happened?” Omar, Trae’s cousin, apparently had been running. So was Kevin and two other guests, because they were right behind him.

“They shot him, Omar, and these muthafuckers are tryna tell me I can’t ride with him. They got me fucked up! I’m riding!” She climbed up onto the back of the ambulance. She screamed, “Don’t you touch me! Don’t fuckin’ touch me! I am going with my husband!” She was spookin’ the older paramedic who was trying to grab her arm.

That’s right, baby, Trae was saying.

“Kevin, I need my purse. Meet us at the hospital.”

“Which one?” Omar looked at the older paramedic.

“Right down the street.” And he closed the ambulance doors.

Omar took off to get his car. Kevin went to get Tasha’s purse.

“Oh, God, please.” She closed her eyes and prayed as they went to work on Trae. She hoped that when she opened her eyes this would have all been a nightmare.

“C’mon, people, we’re losing him!” the older paramedic yelled, snapping Tasha out of her trance.

“Damn you, Trae, don’t you do this! Don’t you die on me!” she cried. “Fight, baby!”

I’m trying, baby. It burns. It feels so good when I don’t fight. It feels like I’m floating.

“Fight for me and the boys. Don’t forget we have another one on the way. I need you, baby. We all need you. You are my world,” she said back as if she could hear his thoughts.

I love y’all more than anything. You are the best thing that ever happened to me. Y’all are what I live for, baby. But I did a lot of bad shit in the past so now I gotta reap all the bad shit that I’ve sown. I want you to stop crying. You know I don’t like it when you cry. I love you forever.

“Trae, don’t you do this! I need you to stay with me.”

The heart monitor was getting slower, his vitals were dropping. She didn’t want to believe that he was going downhill.

“This is too much of a blood loss!” the female paramedic said.

“Is he gonna make it? He’s gonna make it, right?” Tasha was grasping for any ounce of hope.

“I can’t promise you anything, ma’am. We’re losing him fast.”

Kaylin looked over at Angel. “What the fuck is going on, Red?”

Angel looked as if she was hyperventilating. But Kay didn’t give a fuck. She was looking straight ahead; no words would come out of her mouth. This ain’t real. This can’t be real. Kay was talking to her. At least his lips were moving, but her ears felt like she was under water. She heard nothing.

Kay grabbed one of her shoulders and yelled, “Everybody get the fuck out! Now, goddammit!” Everyone scattered and the photographer grabbed all his equipment just like the piano player in the Color Purple did when Squeak slapped Sofia.

“Yo, nigga, what’s up?” Faheem asked Kay. “We gonna do this or what?”

“Oh, fo’ sho’!”

“Aiight, then.” That’s all Faheem needed to hear.

After everyone left, Kay turned to Angel. “Red, what the fuck is going on?”

“I don’t know, baby.” She was holding her chest as tears began streaming down. “I thought he was dead.”

“What the fuck you crying for? Don’t tell me you still got feelings for this nigga.”

“I’m just as shocked as you are.”

“You still got feelings for this nigga or what?” Kaylin pressed. Angel was still holding her chest as she sat down.

“Answer me, Angel!” he yelled, causing Trina and Kyra to jump away from the door. They had had an ear pressed hard against it.

“Why are you screaming, Kay?”

Kay obviously had snapped, because before you knew it, he had one hand around Angel’s neck and he was holding her up in the air. “Do you still have feelings for him? Answer me, goddammit!” She wanted to but she couldn’t because she couldn’t breathe. He threw her back down onto the couch. “Ain’t this a bitch?” He began kicking stuff around. Angel was crying harder and trying to catch her breath. “Ain’t this a muthafuckin’ bitch!” He went storming into the bedroom. As mad as he was she knew exactly where he was going, and what he was going to get and what he was going to do with it.

She ran behind him kicking herself for not making him leave those guns at the house. “Baby, don’t do nothing irrational. He ain’t worth it.”

“Do you want to be with him?”

“No, I don’t. And you know that. Kaylin, I need you to listen to me.”

“It sure took you long enough to answer. Obviously there’s sumthin still there being that you had to think about the shit.” He was making sure that both of his gats were loaded.

Angel panicked even more. “Kaylin, baby, don’t do this please.”

“Why not? ‘Cause you wanna be with this nigga?”

Angel hauled off and smacked the shit outta Kaylin. His lip began bleeding. “Nigga, will you listen to me? If you accuse me of wanting to be with that nigga one more time, I swear I’m walking outta your life forever.”

He just glared at her. Kind of shocked from the slap while feelings of jealousy, anger that was off the meter, disappointment at the thought of her not wanting him anymore and at the thought of him losing her. Damn, do she want to be with this nigga? Picturing him showing up at their wedding and asking to speak to Angel enraged him even more. “That’s what you want to do anyway! Go ahead and say it, so I can kill your ass too! ‘Cause I’m definitely taking this nigga out today!”

She smacked him again. “Stop it, Kaylin. Listen to me. Why can’t you understand that I was caught off guard? The nigga I used to be in love with for years and was gonna marry disappeared. I wrote him off as being dead. Now all of a sudden he shows up and asks for me? Consider what I’m feeling for a minute, Kaylin. Come on now. Why the fuck you acting so damn insecure? This ain’t you!”

“Oh, I’m getting ready to kill my insecurities right now.” He tried to brush past her but she ran to the door, locked it, and threw her back up against it.

“Don’t do this, baby. He’s not worth it. Listen to me, Kaylin.”

“He’s worth it. How a nigga gonna show up at another nigga’s wedding and ask to get with the bride? What kinda shit is that? Sounds like disrespect to me.” He was foaming at the mouth.

Angel had never, ever seen him this mad before. “Do you hear yourself, Kay? You catching a murder charge is more important than me and the baby I’m carrying?”

“Move out of the way, Angel.”

“No!” She pushed him. “Now it’s your turn to answer me!” she screamed.

He grabbed her by her throat again and tossed her onto the bed. Before she could get herself together he was gone outta the room. When he opened the door, Faheem and the crew were right there. Faheem already had the game plan mapped out.


Chapter 2

When Kaylin stepped into the hallway, ready and waiting were his brother Kajuan, Bo, Marvin, and Angel’s brother

Mark.

“Who the fuck is Snake?” Kajuan wanted to know, his Puerto Rican accent very thick.

As they headed for the elevators with Kaylin in the lead he was firing off in Spanish who Snake was. When the elevators opened, they were met by Supreme, Kwame, Vicious, and two other dudes who were in Kaylin’s crew.

Bo nodded to them and they jumped on a different elevator.

Fuck, Faheem said to himself as they rode the elevator down. The older couple getting off reminded him that it was broad daylight and they were in a very public place. “Yo, Kaylin. This ain’t the place, nigga. You gonna have to take a rain check on rockin’ son to sleep. That is unless you ready to take the Express bus upstate. Ain’t no way all of us niggas won’t draw unwanted attention. Plus, even if we are able to do this pussy, what about cleaning the shit up? What about security cameras? You feelin’ me, lil’ nigga?”

“He right, bro,” Kajuan cosigned. “I know you heated right about now, but fuck him! You got the girl. The girl of your dreams is what you told me. Go ahead, get married and catch this nigga slippin’ some other time.” Kajuan gazed at his younger brother. “You got that, man?”

“I hear you,” Kaylin mumbled.

“I know you can hear. But do you understand, nigga?” Faheem interjected.

“I got y’all.”

The elevator doors opened up and the five of them stepped off. As they turned the corner the other elevator doors slid open while Supreme and the five niggas with him stepped off and followed right behind them, trying to keep up. Kaylin seemed to be walking ninety miles an hour. Their feet clicking loudly against the marble floors.

Kaylin saw a group of niggas with their backs turned. The group hearing the footsteps approaching turned around. As soon as Kaylin noticed the snakeskin eye patch all logic and reasoning flew out the window as he pulled out his burner, aimed, and let one off.

One of Snake’s henchmen dived in front of him, knocked Snake down, and caught a bullet in his side. All parties drew their heat. Kajuan grabbed Kaylin. “Yo, man. Hold up.” His gaze nor his heat left Snake.

“Everybody in here.” Supreme opened the double doors to an empty ballroom. “There’s too many niggas out here, yo.”

Everyone followed, instantly clearing the hallway.

Snake’s henchman (who caught the bullet) was trying to catch his breath. Luckily for him he had on a bulletproof vest.

After the last man entered the ballroom Kwame and Bo stood guard at the doors. With the blink of an eye everyone had their heat out and aimed at the next nigga.

“Y’all niggas outnumbered, yo.” Mark smirked.

Bullet said, “Y’all niggas ain’t got no armor.”

“Pussy, this nigga’s head ain’t got no armor.” Kaylin had two guns pointed at Snake. A red dot was on his forehead and the other red dot was on his neck.

“Chill out, nigga. I told the chick at the door, I just came to talk,” Snake said with finesse. “I’m a lover, not a killer.”

Kaylin’s crew was now right up on Snake’s crew.

“Put the burners away,” Snake ordered, while staring at Kaylin. His crew reluctantly responded.

“This nigga shot me, man. You the only lover on this talk shit,” Bullet yelled.

“Nigga, we in a fuckin’ hotel ballroom. My man here made his point. And this obviously must be Kaylin.” Snake’s crew put their weapons away. Kaylin’s crew kept the red dots on their targets.

“Can you put the heat away, my man?” he asked Kaylin.

Kaylin stuck one of the gats in his waist. He flipped real quick and began beating Snake with the butt, smashing his nose first, then repeatedly bashing in his face. Snake was able to grab his arm, causing Kaylin to drop the gun. Kaylin quickly pulled out the one in his waist and snarled, “Nigga, what? Go ahead and force me to merk your wack ass right here, right now.”

Just then Angel was trying to get through the double doors, but Bo and Omar had them blocked.

“It’s me. Trae was shot.” She was trying not to be too loud.

Bo swung one of the doors open. “What did you say?”

“Trae was shot,” she repeated.

“How many more niggas you got with you?” Kaylin asked Snake.

Through a bloody mouth, Snake said, “This it right here, man.”

Bo left.

Angel couldn’t really see Snake because he was bent over; however, his frame was the same. “Oh, God, let this be a nightmare,” she prayed, blinking her eyes shut.

Snake looked up at her and reminded her that this wasn’t a nightmare.

“Angel, tell this nigga you free to talk to whoever the fuck you want to.”

Kaylin took a step back, refusing to take his eyes off Snake. He was ready to do them both.

Angel couldn’t believe this nigga was actually here … on her wedding day. It just wasn’t happening. The room was silent as she walked toward him. The closer to him she got, the angrier she became. Even though he was bloodied up he had the nerve to try and smile at her. She snatched one of the candleholders off one of the decorated ballroom dinner tables and smashed it across his head.

“You bitch-ass muthafucka!” she snapped. “What the fuck do you want? Why … are you here?” She hit him again.

“Red, I’ma ask you to calm down,” Kaylin warned her.

“Nigga.” Whap. She backhanded him. “That’s for choking me. And the next time you put your hands on me you gonna wish you was dead. How the fuck you gonna jeopardize our baby, Kaylin? Have you lost your fuckin’ mind?” Her eyes were red and she had transformed into another person.

“Red,” Kaylin interjected.

“No! Y’all niggas got me fucked up!” She spat on Snake. “And you, nigga … you ask me to marry your bitch ass, then conveniently drop off the face of the planet … don’t tell me shit, no phone call, no letter, not a trace. I waited for yo’ bitch ass for a whole damned year while you was hiding like some pussy. While I was hoping and praying you’d come back, trying not to think the worst before finally accepting the fact that you were dead.”

She started laughing as the tears flowed freely down her cheeks. She looked around the room. “Now this nigga gonna show up, on my fuckin’ wedding day, mind you, as if everything is copasetic. Nigga …” She slapped him. “I don’t want you. It’s over. I’ve moved on.” She kicked him in the nuts.

“Arrrgh,” he screamed, balling up into a knot.

She then turned to a surprised Kaylin. The whole room was looking at her as if she had lost her mind.

“This is my fuckin’ wedding day!” she screamed as she looked down at the blood on her hand, and the smudges on her gown made her even angrier. “Nigga, you are going to marry me … sometime today. Do you hear me, Kaylin? Call the cleaners, get my dress cleaned again.” She sobbed.

“Yo, get the fuck out!” Kaylin yelled. He was waving his gun at Snake and his crew. Bullet and the white boy went to help Snake up.

“Angel, tell this nigga who you really want to be with!” he taunted, while laughing at Kaylin. “Go ahead and tell him you want me. Tell him you will always love me and I’ll never stop loving—”

“Keenan, shut the hell up! What I do want is for you to get the fuck outta here so that I can marry my husband! I hate you!” she screamed.

“I love you, baby. You know you don’t mean what you just said. You know it. I know it. Why you tryna marry that nigga? I came back for you,” he yelled as they dragged him out the side door.

Kaylin stared at Angel shaking his head. He stuffed his gat into his waistband and turned to walk away.

“Nigga, don’t walk away from me. I didn’t do anything,” she pleaded, then grabbed him. “I want to get married today, Kaylin … right now. Okay, baby? Let’s get married.”

He yanked away from her. “I don’t think so, Ma.”

“What?” she yelled in disbelief. She picked up another one of the candleholders off the table and threw it at his back.

He stopped and turned around. All of Kaylin’s crew quickly filed out of the ballroom, leaving them alone.

“You heard me. I’m not marrying you today. I gotta sort some things out.”

“I know you ain’t let that fake-ass pimp take you off your square like that.” She sucked her teeth and then let out a loud, disgusted sigh. “I don’t believe this shit!” She got up in his face. “What! You actually think I want that nigga? Huh, Kaylin? Is that what you’re thinking? Go ahead and say it so I can bust you in your fuckin’ mouth. Say it, nigga! You think I want him?”

Kaylin smirked as he turned to walk away. “Red, chill out. Like I said, ain’t nobody getting married today.”

“Nigga, fuck you,” Angel spat. “You punk muthafucka.” She hurried and got in front of him, blocking his path.

“Red, you better go ‘head. I ain’t in the fuckin’ mood. My man got shot. It ain’t just about you today. And I damn sure ain’t feelin’ you all up in my face talking to me like I’m some fuckin’ busta.”

“That’s what the fuck you are if you are gonna let that nigga come between us. All the shit we’ve been through. All the shit you took me through and now you’re accusing me of wanting some other nigga who I said to hell with a long time ago? You’re questioning my love for you all of a sudden? I should be questioning your love for me, nigga, seeing how quick you are to bitch up and flip the script on me.”

“I never gave you a reason to even question my love.” He stormed out of the ballroom, leaving her standing there in the middle of the floor.

When Kaylin stepped out of the ballroom Kajuan and Bo were waiting on him.

“That’s fucked up, yo,” Kajuan told him. “How you gonna not marry Shorty? What the fuck is the matter with you?”

“Nigga, I’ma ask you to mind your business. Now ain’t the time.”

“You kiddin’ me, right? You’re not gonna marry Red?”

“I said no, man. Not until I kill that fuckin’ fake pimp-ass faggot.”

“That’s fucked up.” Bo shot Kaylin a look of disgust.

“Let me go check on Shorty,” Kajuan said.

When he went inside the ballroom Angel was sitting at the table with her head down, crying.

“Yo, sis,” Kajuan called out to her.

“Leave me alone. I’ma be all right. Just leave me alone, okay?” He handed her a handkerchief and she pushed it away. “Please, just leave me alone. I’ll be fine.”

Kajuan stood there gazing at the beautiful bride to be. Despite her disheveled hair, smudges on her gown, and puffy eyes, she was still beautiful and glowing. He made a mental note to find out what was wrong with his brother. He had to be on some other shit. What? He didn’t know but needed to find out.

“Aiight, sis, if you need me, just call my moms. My brother’s ego is crushed. He’ll eventually put it back together again and come to his senses.”

“Fuck your punk-ass brother and his ego. Now, can you just leave me alone please?”

“Aiight. You got that. I’ma give you your space.” He backed out of the double doors and headed up to the suite.

Kaylin was washing up and changing clothes. “What the fuck happened to Trae? Where was he?” he yelled.

“I just hung up. He said he got shot three, four times. He was in the operating room and that’s all the info he had.”

“Fuck!” Kaylin spat as he looked for some keys, forgetting that they took a limo to the hotel. “We gotta get to the hospital.”

“We’re just waiting on you. There’s a car for us already out front,” Bo told him.

“Let’s roll, then,” Kaylin answered, ready to go.


Chapter 3

Angel honestly and truly couldn’t believe this shit. Words couldn’t explain what she was feeling. They say everything happens for a reason, and she was looking for the lesson in this whole scenario and didn’t see shit. She had no understanding.

She could see if it was her fault. But it wasn’t. She didn’t invite Keenan to the fuckin’ wedding. The nigga was dead as far as she was concerned. So she moved on. Her feelings for him were long gone. Of course she was shocked when she was told that he was on the premises. What the fuck would Kaylin expect? Hell, so was he. Here a nigga shows up whom she was gonna marry, and who she thought was dead, and she wasn’t supposed to be shocked?

Kaylin obviously was losing his mind. She’d never, ever saw him act like that. He instantly transformed into a totally different person. She didn’t know who that man was who flipped the script on her. He acted as if he didn’t know her and like she wanted to run and jump in the nigga’s arms. She didn’t want Snake. She had who she wanted. Kaylin. Shit, she loved the nigga to a fault. But know what? Her attitude was, fuck it! If he don’t know that by now the nigga was blind.

But right now she was tired. Tired, tired, tired. Tired of niggas putting their hands on her. Tired of having to prove her love to these niggas. How about that shit?

What about when he decided to do his little disappearing act? What did she do? She waited for his ass. Not only waited for his ass, but held on to his money, oversaw his recycling business and record label, which she had to learn as she went along. They both were new to her. Then when Kaylin finally resurfaced, she jeopardized her freedom and her career by remaining in a relationship with a convicted felon. She moved into his house, kept it up for him, and took his son, not their son, to visit him every week. And he had the nerve to question her love? And on top of that she was carrying his seed?

Hell to the nah! She was so tired of these niggas she didn’t know what to do. And her mouth. She never cussed this much in her entire lifetime!

Just then Angel’s mother busted through the double doors.

“There you are. Oh, my baby. Look at you,” she cried as she rushed over to Angel.

“Ma …” Angel sobbed, unable to get any more words out.

“It’ll be okay, baby.” Her mother was on her knees hugging and trying to soothe her daughter. “Go ahead, let it all out.” Angel was crying uncontrollably. They remained hugged up for at least ten minutes.

“Mommy … it … it wasn’t even my fault. He … he … just walked … Oh G-God … walked out on me.” Angel still couldn’t believe it.

“Why did he walk away, baby? You’re not telling me enough.”

“Be … because Keenan came ask … asking for me,” she got out, in between sobs.

“Keenan?” Mrs. Smith inquired. “Chile, what on earth are you talking about? But I thought…” Mrs. Smith covered her mouth. She was now in shock.

“Yeah, Mom. Me too. The nigga is alive and kicking, Mommy. He was here. I saw him.”

“Oh my God. Where is he now?”

“He left. Kaylin beat him up and he left.”

Angel’s mother stood up, hands on her hips. “Where is that boy Kaylin?”

“He left,” Angel groaned.

“Well, where did he go, Angel?”

“To the hospital. Trae got shot. Oh, shit!”

Angel gasped. Tasha! “Mommy, I can’t believe I’m sitting here drowning in my tears, and Tasha! O my God!” Angel stood up. “Mommy, I gotta go check on Tasha.”

“Trae got shot?” Mrs. Smith was still stuck on that. “Who shot him? Well, where are the police? Is he all right? Oh my Jesus! Y’all children need help. This is just too much for me.”

“For me too, Mom. Please. I need you, Mommy. To tell the wedding coordinators the wedding is off. Tell them to dismiss everyone with style. Tell them Kaylin will pay them extra. I’ll go and explain everything to Reverend Run, then I gotta get to the hospital.” Tasha, I am so sorry, girl.

Mrs. Smith and the wedding coordinators had a heck of a time explaining that the wedding and the reception were off. It was almost two hours before they saw the last guest out the door.

Angel apologized to Reverend Run and did her best to explain the main details of what happened. He was very compassionate as he listened, then insisted that he take her to the hospital. He told her that everyone could always use some prayer. He waited in the lobby while she went to go change out of her wedding gown and take a quick shower. She threw on the outfit she was to wear on the private jet to Hawaii, a pair of Seven jeans, a top, and crocodile loafers. Looking in the mirror, she saw her eyes were red and swollen, and so was her nose. Her neck was red from where Kaylin choked her.

“No more!” she said into the mirror. “No more!”

When they arrived at the hospital, Trae’s father was in the lobby with the twins, Kareem and Shaheem.

“Mr. Macklin.” Angel embraced the older version of Trae. “You already know Reverend Run.” The two men shook hands. The reverend assured him that Trae was in the Lord’s hands.

Angel kissed the twins. “How is he?” Her heart went out to the twins. “Trae is like a brother to me, Mr. Macklin. I would never forgive myself if …” Angel didn’t want to say it and burst out crying instead.

“Baby girl, you know that hard-headed, stubborn boy is going to be all right. I bet you he scared the bullets away. Get on up there while you got the chance. They are ready to put us out. Too many of us up there.” He handed her his visiting pass.

Even though Mr. Macklin was trying to sound strong, she could see the worry lines around his eyes.

Angel said a prayer as she and the reverend rode the elevator to the ICU. What did God want her to get out of today’s events? she wondered as she stole a glance over at the reverend. Nothing but bad things had happened this day.

As she mentally tried to figure it all out, the elevator doors came open. The first person she saw was Kaylin. He was staring out the window. Angel’s stomach knotted up with butterflies at the sight of him. I hate that I love that nigga so much, she thought to herself. Sitting in the chairs against the wall were Omar, Kajuan, Mrs. Macklin, Kyra, Marvin, Jaz, and Faheem. No wonder they were trying to put them out. The whole family was there. Reverend Run headed over toward Kaylin.

Before Angel could ask where Tasha was, she spotted her coming out of the bathroom blowing her nose. She had someone’s jacket on over her bridesmaid’s dress. The dress had dried blood all over the front of it.

When she looked up and saw Angel she broke down crying. Angel went over, hugged her, and led her back into the bathroom. Angel, seeing how distraught her girl was, knew that she had to be strong for her.

“Angel … what … I don’t want to … live without him,” Tasha barely got out between sobs.

“You won’t have to. You know that nigga is a fighter,” Angel assured her.

“Then what’s taking them so long? I’m going crazy.” She ran both of her hands through her hair and turned in a circle. “They won’t even tell me anything, Angel. I can’t take it.”

“They’re doing all they can, Tasha. He’s a fighter. We got the money for the best doctors, so I promise you that nigga will be aiight. You know he is not leaving you and his boys. His family is everything to him. Am I right?” Tasha nodded yes. “I know I am. We just have to have a little more patience.”

“Roz.” Trina was knocking on the bathroom door. She eased it open, looking from Tasha to Angel, and decided to hand Angel a large travel bag.

“Look at you, Ma. Let’s see what we got in here.” Angel opened the bag and pulled out a baby-blue and white Baby Phat sweatsuit, underwear, and a pair of white Baby Phat sneakers. There was also a toothbrush, lotion, washcloth, and a towel. At the bottom of the bag were magazines: KING, FEDS, Don Diva, and Essence. She took everything out of the bag except for the magazines.

Angel wet the washcloth with warm water and dabbed Tasha’s face. She then helped her out of the suit jacket and peeled off the bloody bridesmaid’s dress. She gently washed Tasha off before helping her get into the clean clothes. She then brushed her hair and put it into a ponytail.

“Tasha, I never imagined that a wedding day could turn into such a disaster. Today was supposed to be a happy day for everybody. I am so sorry, Tasha. If I could go back and do things different, I swear I would.”

Tasha gave Angel a hug. “We’ll get through this … I hope.”

Angel broke down and cried. “Shit!” she cursed, mad that she caved in. “I’m sorry, girl. And yes, we will get through this.” She tried to stop crying. “I can get married some other time. I’m sorry. Here I am supposed to be here for you and I’m crying on your shoulder.” She smiled.

“Wait a minute. What do you mean ‘you can get married some other time’? Y’all didn’t get married? Then what were y’all doing all this time?” Tasha was honestly confused.

“Oh God, Tasha. I thought you knew!” Angel covered her mouth as if she just leaked the biggest secret.

“Knew what, Angel?”

“Keenan came to the wedding wanting to speak to me. Of course Kaylin went ballistic and beat his ass. He would have killed him if it wasn’t for it being the wrong place and time,” Angel rattled off before starting to cry hard, like a kid who just got a major ass whipping. “He … Tasha … he wa … walked out. He said he did … didn’t want to marry me. Tasha, I swear it wasn’t my fault.”

“Keenan? Snake?” Tasha’s mouth was wide open. Angel nodded yes. “I thought he—”

“We all did.” Angel was tired of saying it.

“That slimy bastard! How does he look? What did you do?” Tasha was pacing back and forth, not believing what she was hearing. “Damn, that had to be crazy. What a fuckin’ creep!” she spat.

“It was creepy. I don’t think I’ll ever be the same again. I hope I don’t start having nightmares.”

“Fuck! What does he look like?”

“The nigga hasn’t aged a bit. He looks exactly the same except for the eye patch. It took everything I had not to freak out. If I had a gun I would have put out his other eye. I was so damned scared and mad.”

“I don’t believe Kaylin. Y’all really didn’t get married?”

“Nooo,” Angel sniveled. “He even choked me. Accused me of wanting to be with the nigga and everything.”

“Oh, hell no! Fuck that! I told him he better not ever put his hands on you.” Tasha stormed out of the bathroom, temporarily forgetting about Trae.

Angel was running behind her. “Tasha, I got him.” She grabbed her hand. “I got that nigga, trust me.”

Tasha yanked away. “I know, but I still need to check his ass. He got shit twisted. Kaylin! Kaylin!” She yelled as everyone turned to look at the disheveled sistas.

“Mrs. Macklin.” The nurse on duty interrupted at the nick of time. This is Dr. Chen. He’s filling in for Dr. Harabi.” Dr. Chen was a tiny, frail Chinese man. He was bald on top, wore huge frames, and had protruding front teeth.

“Mrs. Macklin. I’m Dr. Chen.” He gave a slight bow and then led her off to the side. Everyone in the waiting area was now standing up, anguish evident all over their faces.

Trae’s mother was now up and standing next to Tasha. They were holding hands.

“Dr. Chen, this is my husband’s mother. And these people standing around are all extended family.” She was now squeezing her mother-in-law’s hand. Her voice began to tremble. “Whatever you have to say concerning my husband please say it in front of everyone.”

“Very well, Mrs. Macklin. The surgery was a success for the most part. We were able to dislodge all four bullets. However, the bullet that lodged in his chest and then hit his spine has triggered a comalike state. He …”

Tasha fainted.
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