
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      
        [image: Title Page]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        © 2019

        Published by In Reverie Publications

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved.

        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. Unauthorized reproduction, in any manner, is prohibited.

      

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Camarih

      

    

    
      
        1. Camarih Marlon

      

      
        Houston “Tony Wacko” Terranova

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        2. Camarih

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        3. Camarih

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Joy Brixton

      

      
        4. Tony Wacko

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Shanece Porter

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        5. Camarih

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Rahim Cambridge

      

      
        6. Tony Wacko

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Shanece

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        7. Camarih

      

      
        Rubie Bailey

      

      
        Rahim

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        8. Eitan Wright

      

      
        Shanece

      

      
        Camarih

      

      
        Rubie

      

      
        9. Rahim

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        Eitan

      

      
        Shanece

      

      
        10. Camarih

      

    

    
      
        Rubie

      

      
        Tony Wacko

      

      
        Coming Soon!

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Camarih

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The beginning of the end of my happiness…

      

      

      “I hope yo’ ass is full now.” My boyfriend Driz glanced over at me, smirking. His deep skin seemed to glisten, even though it was nighttime and not much light present.

      “I am, baby. Thank you.” I leaned back in my seat, rubbing my full stomach. I was in bliss now that I’d been stuffed with the best tacos in Watts.

      “Anything for you.”

      I said nothing in response to Driz; I only smiled. What he said was true. He would do anything for me, and he was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

      Take tonight for instance. I called him at 8 p.m., saying how badly I wanted some tacos, and he made his way right over here to take me. It was the little things like that that made me love him.

      From the outside looking in, you would never know how well he treated me, because Driz wasn’t the softest nigga. He sold drugs, and like every typical LA nigga that wasn’t a square, he, too, was a gangbanger. He kept me away from it all, I mean, as much as he could because I did live in the Nickerson Gardens projects, which was infested with gang violence, the Bounty Hunter Bloods in particular. Even then though, Driz made sure I didn’t kick it with or be around them too much. I was a precious diamond to him that he wanted to protect and didn’t need these niggas breathing on; at least that was how he put it.

      A lot of bitches in the neighborhood fawned over Driz, but he’d always been about his money. We met outside of a liquor store one day when I was fighting, because some girl assumed I was a punk due to me being naturally to myself. I always did my own thing, never liking the idea of being around large crowds to seem cool. However, a lot of my life, people took that as me being stuck up or quiet and soft.

      Anyway, I remembered Driz pulling me off of her, and ever since then, we’d been attached at the hip. He said he liked how I got down, and at the time, those were the sweetest words my teenaged ears had ever heard.

      “I wish I didn’t have to go inside, or I wish you could come with me.” I turned to look at Driz, just as he pulled up in front of my father’s spot, hitting the locks. I gripped his wrist to stop him, letting him know to wait a second.

      I didn’t mind my daddy; he was just annoying at times. He wasn’t necessarily overbearing, but he wasn’t like those fathers you saw on those ABC TV shows in the nineties. He treated me like a roommate, and anytime he had to provide for me outside of allowing me to live here, he threw a fit. Granted, I was grown, at twenty-one years old, but I was broke as hell, even though I had a job working at a chicken shack in the neighborhood.

      “I know. I told yo’ ass you need to come live with me.”

      “Yeah, but I don’t want to jump from man to man as far as my living situation. When I move out, I want it to be mine.”

      It was silent before Driz swiped his finger under my chin, prompting me to look his way. He was so sexy, with the deepest waves in his hair. And he stayed fresh as fuck, wearing a few expensive brands here and there, but nothing too much. He bought me nice things too, but because of where I lived, I rarely wore any of it. The Louis Vuitton and Chanel that I did have, collected dust under my bed.

      “That’s what I like about you, Ari. You got a hustler’s mentality.”

      I simpered at his words before leaning over to kiss him. Things quickly got hot and heavy, and before I knew it, I was in his lap, straddling him. Driz attacked my neck with his mouth, while massaging my ass, as I tried my best to quickly unbuckle his jeans.

      “Ah!” I screamed when someone opened the driver’s side door and yanked me out.

      “Aye, what the fuck!” Driz hollered as I kicked my feet and flailed my arms, trying to loosen my body from this strong man’s grip.

      As I screamed and went crazy, I watched the other man remove a gun from his waist as he stared Driz down.

      “No! No! Please!” I screamed so loudly that my ears rang. My heart began to palpitate as I continued to shout the same thing over and over. “Please! I will give you guys whatever you want!”

      POP! POP!

      I watched as Driz’s head split open, and blood splattered everywhere. The gunman ran off, and the nigga holding me dropped me in the middle of the street like I was nothing. I couldn’t get up fast enough.

      I ran to Driz and could barely see his face because of all the blood. I knew he was dead, but that didn’t stop me from yelling his name and trying to make him hold his head up.

      “What the hell is going on out here?” My father finally emerged, but I paid him no mind as I begged the love of my life to wake up. “Camarih!”

      “Baby, please.” I sobbed hysterically, not caring that blood was covering my hands, my clothes, and the tips of my hair.

      “Girl, what is… my Lord.” My father had finally come around to the side of the car where I was. “Got damnit. Swear to God I’m tired of this shit…” He rambled as he stormed back into the house where I heard him loudly calling the police.

      Still, I was crying, thumbing Driz’s bloody cheeks as I held him. If only I’d gripped him tightly before being snatched out of the car, then maybe I’d be dead with him. That sounded much better than being alive at the moment.

      Even though I knew it’d been a little minute, it seemed like the police were here quickly, yanking me away from Driz’s limp body. I couldn’t take my eyes off of him as they dragged me away from the scene while I screamed and cried like a banshee. All of our neighbors were outside watching, as if this was for entertainment, not even seeming to care that my heart had been shattered.

      “Let me go!” I hollered just as one of the officers placed me in front of my dad’s open front door.

      “I got her, officers,” my father said to them, forcefully pulling me into the house and shutting the doors.

      “Let me go back out and—”

      “And do what, Camarih? Huh? CPR? The boy’s head isn’t even intact. He’s gone!”

      “Stop saying it like that!” I could barely make out my dad’s face because my eyes were clouded with tears.

      “Saying it like what? I’m speaking facts. The little nigga is gone, and you need to quit acting all hysterical and shit! It’s late, and I’m tired.”

      “You’re so insensitive.”

      “What did I tell you when I first found out you were messing around with his hood ass? I told you, niggas like that either end up dead or in jail—hell, or both. But nah, nah you ain’t wanna listen, so save them muthafuckin tears for someone else.”

      Plopping down onto the couch, I cried, dropping my face into my bloody hands as my body jerked violently. Now that Driz was gone, I literally had no one. Yes, I had a best friend, Isis, but no one held it down for me like him. He was my everything, and now I felt alone.

      “You’re so mean.” I sobbed, feeling my dad’s presence still standing over me.

      “Look.” He sighed. “Camarih, I think it’s time you go back and live with ya mama—”

      “No—”

      “Yeah. I can’t with this situation anymore. It’s either you go live with her or you sleep out on those streets, but you can’t stay here. You’re causing me too much trouble.” Shoving his hands into his robe pockets, he added, “Plus, you’re grown now.”

      “Daddy, please, no! You know I don’t like it over there. I can’t.” I shot up from the couch.

      “I told you ya options.” He turned to leave the living room, but I wasn’t done. No way I could live with my mother, if you could call her that. My father was miles better, and that wasn’t saying a lot.

      “No. Let’s just talk about this. I can get another job—Daddy!”

      WHAM!

      When I grabbed his shoulder to halt his steps, my face was met with the back of his hand. Falling back onto the couch, I cupped my bleeding nose and just stared up at him, his nostrils flaring and his shoulders slightly rising and falling.

      “You just make sure you’re gone in two days,” was the last thing he said before leaving the living area.

      If there was a reason for me to stay on this Earth, I was hoping God revealed it soon, because as of right now, my life was worthless.
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      “Everything looks okay now, Miss Marlon. Did you have any questions for me?” My doctor cocked her head, smiling sympathetically.

      “So I can have a baby still?”

      “Of course, sweetheart. I told you, you must not stress while pregnant, no matter what stage, or you can lose it.”

      “It wasn’t stress.” I shook my head, chuckling and lying. When wasn’t I stressed, depressed, or unhappy?

      “Right.” She stared me down. “Well, like I said, your body is very healthy, so you can have children if you choose to get pregnant again. Just be sure you take heed to my warnings. Sometimes we’re stressed and don’t know it.”

      “Of course. Thank you.” I hopped down because she was still eyeing me awkwardly. “I’m sorry. I have to go. My boyfriend is waiting outside in the car for me.” I snatched my purse.

      “The father?”

      “Yeah. He doesn’t like hospitals and doctor’s offices. But thank you, Dr. Edwards.” I quickly dipped out of the room, exhaling heavily as if I’d been holding my breath the whole time.

      “Miss Marlon!”

      I rushed out of the building as quickly as I could because I didn’t want to hear my boyfriend, Prince’s, mouth for making him wait. I still felt weak from all the trauma my body had endured after miscarrying at four months. I thought I was in the clear since it was my second trimester, but I guess not.

      “Got damn. Almost left yo’ ass.” Prince shook his head in an irritated manner as I slid into the passenger side of his Porsche truck.

      Prince was my boyfriend of three years. I met him a year after I’d moved in with my mama over in Leimert Park. At first, although he was attractive, I wasn’t interested, because I was still mourning Driz, despite him having been dead a year.

      However, Prince was persistent with his efforts and supplemented those efforts by promising me he’d treat me like gold. I admit, at times, I did feel lonely, although I’d told myself I was gonna be single for the rest of my life, so I agreed to go out with him once. We had such a good time that from that day forward, we kept in consistent contact.

      Things had been great with Prince for the first year, or should I say before he got a record deal. He had a beautiful singing voice, and I remembered laying up on the phone with him in secrecy while he crooned my favorite love songs to me. He was humble then.

      But after signing with his label, Grind Hard, he turned into a completely different person. Now he was a rich asshole that believed the world should bow down to him. I was miserable to say the least, but Prince let me know on multiple occasions that if I left him, he would have me killed. I didn’t believe his ass, so I attempted, and sure enough, some man held me at gunpoint in an alley and made me promise I’d go back to Prince.

      I knew he slept with groupies and did whatever he wanted, but I was over stressing about him and his antics at this point. And now, after losing another baby, I was adamant about finding a way to leave him. For now, I would focus on my life goals until the opportunity presented itself.

      “I’m hungry. Can we stop at Hong Kong’s off Western?” I rubbed my stomach.

      “Off King? Hell nah. Not while I’m driving my fucking Porsche.”

      To be from here, Prince sure was always acting like he was afraid to do the simplest things. He never wanted to be anywhere for too long because he claimed someone would steal his car or break into it. That was a far cry from his celebrity persona; a man who claimed to be about that life and wishing a nigga would every second of the day. Come to think of it, I didn’t know much about Prince’s background. He told me his parents were dead, due to gun violence, and that he was an only child.

      “Fine. Just take me home, and I will get there myself.” I shook my head.

      “How? In that little broke down ass bucket you drive?”

      “Yep.”

      There was silence before he said, “Oh, so you angry now?”

      “No, Phillip. Just take me home, or you can drop me off at the spot, and I’ll eat there or something.”

      Nothing was said, but I saw he was heading toward the Chinese food place. I was starving and definitely didn’t feel like dealing with my old ass Toyota or having to call Isis for a ride. I knew she would come, but I didn’t want to hear her mouth about how horrible of a man Prince was and how I was crazy for not dropping him. I knew all of that already.

      We finally got to the shopping center that contained the Chinese food place, and since it was only two o’clock in the afternoon, the crowds of people were thick. It was live, but nothing out of the ordinary.

      Suspicious ass Prince got out of the car, scoping the scene, and making eye contact with niggas I guess he felt were suspicious.

      “Let’s hurry the fuck up.” He nodded toward the door of Hong Kong, so I entered with him trailing me.

      There were a few people in line, so while I waited, I just studied the food to see what I wanted to get.

      “Aye, aye, what’s up, my nigga!” I heard a man call out, and a bunch of other people clamoring about.

      Both Prince and I glanced back to see a very tall and very fine man entering. He was eating a donut from the place next door, with one hand, and dapping up the people who’d greeted him with the other. His skin was a deep caramel, he had nicely trimmed facial hair, brown eyes that his lids sat low over, letting me know he was high, and he was covered in tattoos. Nigga even had two on each sides of his face near his temples, but they were rather small, so not interfering with his handsome looks at all.

      He had to be standing at about six feet three at the least, and nicely built with not too much muscle and definitely not skinny. He was dressed simple in dark jeans, black Vans, a white t-shirt, and a black flannel that he wore open. He had on a little jewelry, but nothing flashy like Prince. On top of his head was short black hair, tapered on the sides and kinky on the top. It looked like he took care of it. He was just… amazing.

      “Hello, ma’am!” The Asian man called me, pulling my attention from that fine ass hood nigga.

      “Oh, sorry.”

      “You know him or some shit?” Prince inquired, I guess catching onto the fact that I was staring the brother down.

      “No,” I replied quietly before starting to point to what I wanted.

      Just as the scent of some nice but prevalent cologne hit me, a sexy, raspy voice called out, “Ass is fat, baby girl.”

      He couldn’t have been talking to me, especially not when Prince was right here. But he definitely was because when I looked over my shoulder, he was staring down right into my eyes as he shoved the last piece of donut into his heavenly mouth.

      “Umm—”

      “Pretty face too.” He licked his lips then let his eyes run down the rest of my frame.

      “Tony, really?” a small voice spat, and for the first time since I’d seen him, I noticed a girl was with him. She was pretty; very light skinned, pale almost, deep black hair that was slicked back into a bun, and a nice small frame.

      The man who I learned was Tony ignored her.

      “You ain’t gon’ say shit? I just complimented yo’ muthafuckin ass.” He barked, eyebrows dipping in between his eyes.

      “Uh, umm, sorry. I mean, thank you.” I fumbled.

      “Aye, nigga, this my girl. Don’t be—”

      “Bruh, you better shut the fuck up ’fore I slide yo’ ass. You don’t know who the fuck you talking to.” He immediately cut Prince off. He was super calm when he said it, which I’d learned was a trademark for crazy niggas.

      “Nah, I don’t mean no harm, I jus—” Prince backed down.

      “Be happy all I did was compliment yo’ bitch instead of taking her ass around back and bending her over like I want to.”

      Excuse me? And I couldn’t believe Prince was cowering. Then again, Tony was a bit intimidating and unbelievably brash.

      “My bad. Thank you.” Prince covered his chest with his hand to show his sincerity.

      “Bitch ass nigga coming to my city and running his mouth. Hurry the fuck up and move so I can order my shit, nigga.” Tony hissed as his friends in the establishment laughed at Prince’s expense. His little girlfriend giggled too. I guess she was over his wandering eyes.

      I paid for my food and quickly wanted to get out of Tony’s way. Prince had left my ass in here. I was embarrassed for him though, so I couldn’t blame him for dipping.

      “Excuse me.” I spoke lowly, about to slip around Tony.

      He blocked me slightly and touched my curly hair. It took forever for me to look up into his sexy face.

      “This shit naturally gold?”

      “Mhm, yes.” I nodded nervously.

      He said nothing and instead turned his attention to the Asian man to begin ordering. I felt eyes on me, and when I looked back, it was his woman. Just that quickly, she hated me.

      “Come on, shit!” Prince rushed me as soon as I opened the passenger side door.

      “You left me inside! And you let him talk to me rudely!” I was floored by his behavior a minute ago. Even though I was a little turned on by who I now knew as Tony, I still didn’t like his bluntness. Prince should’ve spoke up.

      “What the fuck did you want me to do, Camarih? Fight him? Let him shoot my ass? I got a fucking career to think about. I can’t be out here squabbling and getting lit the fuck up.” He sped out of the lot and onto King Boulevard. “Shouldn’t be wearing them little ass shorts anyway. I don’t even like confrontation.”

      “Yeah, tell your fans that.” I mumbled.

      “Bitch!” Prince yelled out, and next thing I knew, I was being smacked across the face. “Baby, my bad. That was a bad reflex.” He kept glancing at me periodically as he drove toward my mama’s home.

      I was on mute. Usually, I would have hit him back, but I was drained. I just wanted to eat my food and lie down—nothing more.

      As soon as he swooped over in front of my mom’s place, I pulled the lever to get out of the car, but Prince grabbed my arm.

      “Let me go, Phillip.”

      “Baby, you forgive me?”

      “Let. Me. Go. Take your car home to Beverly Hills where people won’t break into it.”

      Yanking away, I got out of the car fully to head toward my mama’s door. I was exiting one hell and going right into another.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening…

      I was lying down in my bed, with my bedroom door locked, doing research like always. I was really into skincare, and when I could afford to, I would order ingredients off of Amazon to whip up different products. If I had it my way, I would have started a skincare line by now, but unfortunately, I didn’t have the money or the connections. I knew people thought I was living the life being connected to Prince, but his upgrades in life didn’t roll over onto me.

      Yes, he bought me a few bags, and a funky pair of shoes, but that type of shit meant nothing to me. I wanted to get my own money to buy myself those things. From him, I needed love and support. I shook my head because I knew that would never happen.

      As soon as I sat up, feeling my stomach grumble, my phone began to ring. I saw it was my best friend, Isis, so I quickly scooped it up to answer.

      “Hey, what’s up?” I prayed she wanted to get out of the house so I wouldn’t have to be cooped up here.

      “Nothing. What you doing? Hopefully not with that trash ass nigga you call your boyfriend.”

      Rolling my eyes, I replied, “Isis, don’t start. I had a bad enough day as it is.”

      “Spill. I’m sure it had something to do with Peasant.”

      “His name is Prince.” I grinned, shaking my head at her rude ass.

      “Actually, it’s Phillip, but whatever.”

      “We got into an argument after I left the doctor because he let some super hood ass nigga push up on me.”

      I left out the part about him slapping me because I knew Isis would be pulling out her combat boots and Vaseline, ready to fuck Prince up.

      “Was he fine?”

      “Isis!”

      “What, bitch! I’m just trying to see something.”

      We chuckled in unison.

      “He was.” I thought back to Tony. “Caramel, nicely built, tall, covered in tattoos, sexy haircut, and smelled like he had some dick that would make me direct deposit my check into his account.”

      We both burst into laughter.

      “Got damn! You should’ve paid him to fuck you right in front of Prince.”

      “He was fine enough for a bitch to pay some coins for the dick.”

      “Girl, you got my pussy perking up.”

      “TMI, Isis. His name was Tony, and he called this his city, so I guess he’s well known to some. People were breaking their necks to greet him yet ignored Prince when we walked in.”

      “Tony? I knew that description sounded familiar. Tony Wacko from Leimert Park. He’s sexy as a bitch, but he a little off and disrespectful.”

      “I’ve gathered that. He expressed both of those traits in Hong Kong, and I’m sure the Wacko last name wasn’t given just for fun.”

      I wanted to know more, but I didn’t want Isis to think I was interested, even though I was. A man had never been on my mind after one encounter, not even the love of my life, Driz. I think it was just a lust thing with Tony, however.

      “Yeah, he—”

      “Hang up, bitch!” A male voice barked on the other side of the phone. It sounded like Isis’s boyfriend, Jeoff, but he never spoke to her that way, so I was in shock at the moment. This had to be a nigga that sounded like him, because it couldn’t be the Jeoff that worshipped her.

      “Jeoff, hold on—”

      “I said get off!” He roared before the line went dead.

      “Oh hell no!” I hopped off of my bed and slipped my feet into my all white Reeboks with the gum bottom that I always wore, especially when I knew I was about to be fighting.

      I grabbed my purse after pulling a hoodie on and began tying my hair up as I darted from my bedroom and through the living room.

      “Where you going?” my mama asked, swaying her body to “Living for the Love of You” by The Isley Brothers. Her girlfriend, Bobi, was holding her from behind, kissing on her neck.

      “Out,” was all I said, and because she didn’t really give a fuck, she didn’t reply as I slammed the door behind me.

      I hurried to my 2003 Toyota Avalon that I bought myself after a year of crucial saving, and then sped off to Isis’s place. Isis lived in Watts near where my father stayed.

      I made it there in about twenty minutes and got excited when I saw Jeoff’s vehicle still there. This place belonged to Isis’s parents, but her mother was in hospice, and her father died when we were in 9th grade, so it was pretty much hers.

      I could hear her and Jeoff arguing as I rushed up the walkway, so I quickly began beating on the door. Remembering Isis gave me a spare key for emergencies, I used it, entering the house and ready to turn the fuck up on Jeoff. Throwing my purse down onto the couch, I charged his loud disrespectful ass.

      “No, no, Camarih.” Isis blocked me.

      “Yeah. Get yo’ fucking friend and tell her to leave!” Jeoff hissed.

      “Nigga, fuck you!” I shouted back, wanting to cave his face in. And I knew I could.

      I’d fucked Prince up on multiple occasions, and he was bigger than Jeoff. Only reason I stopped fighting Prince was because I would always feel bad for his ass when he’d be begging me to stop fucking his big ass up. I was only five feet four, and he was six feet, but he was no match for me when angered. That was one of the reasons I was forced to attend continuation school, because I’d gotten kicked out due to beating too many bitches down, despite the fact that they were always starting with me.

      “Yeah, fuck me, and then maybe y’all two can be even.” Jeoff laughed.

      “What?” I frowned, genuinely confused.

      “Jeoff, stop.” Isis gave him a look before turning back to me. “Bestie, just go so he and I can sort this out.” She pleaded. She had her red hair in two French braids, and her pale skin was red as a cherry right now.

      “No. I’m not fucking leaving you here.”

      I didn’t know why Isis was so worried right now. She was such a firecracker and always had been. That was why we’d gotten along so well since day one. It was nothing for us to fuck some bitches up together, on any given day.

      “Yeah, hurry up and leave, Camarih, before you get ya feelings hurt. I’m sure you don’t wanna hear how ya bestie has been fucking ya man and is pregnant by him. Oh shit, my bad.” Jeoff covered his mouth.

      Shock had again taken over me for the second time tonight as I slowly turned to make eye contact with Isis. She was shaking her head slightly, but the tears in her eyes told me Jeoff’s ignorant ass wasn’t lying.

      “Camarih, listen. It’s more to it than you think, and I—”

      WHAM!

      It seemed my fist had a mind of its own as it rammed itself into Isis’s face. Blood trickled from her nose, so I gave her another before she swung back. We began fighting hard, and next thing I knew, I had her bent backwards over the couch as I pounded her face in. I couldn’t believe what the fuck she had done to me.

      She supposedly hated Prince, yet not only was she sexing him, but she was having his child? I was disgusted, hurt, and beyond infuriated.

      “Aight!” Jeoff yanked me off of Isis, who just laid there breathing profusely and crying like a newborn in the delivery room.

      WHAM!

      As soon as Jeoff put me down, I gave his ass a broken nose as well.

      “Bitch, I better not ever see you out, or I’m gon’ fuck you up every time.” I sniffled, wiping my tears with my sleeve.

      “Get out, you crazy bi—ah!” Jeoff bent over to cup his balls after I kneed his ass in them.

      Snatching the door open, I ran outside, letting the cold night air of Los Angeles hit me. Getting into my car, I dropped my face into my hands and just sobbed uncontrollably.

      Why did it seem like the only person who cared about and loved me was dead? I knew the day that bullet pierced Driz’s skull was the end of my happiness and the beginning of my eternal misery.
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        That same night…

      

      

      “You know I like you best when my dick is down ya throat.” I gripped this hoe Joy’s hair tightly in my hand as she bobbed up and down on my dick, while I dipped through my city using my other.

      She sped up, giving my balls the best fucking massage as I pulled up to a red light, letting a load off in her fucking mouth. As usual, Joy swallowed that shit with a smile, before sitting her sexy ass up and adjusting herself in my passenger seat.

      “Nice to see you’re satisfied.” She giggled, fixing her shit in the visor mirror. “Maybe now I won’t have to worry about you complimenting other girls in my presence like earlier.” She closed the mirror.

      “If I see a fine bitch, I’m gon’ tell her. I don’t give a fuck who around—you, her nigga, or her muthafuckin daddy. None of y’all gon’ say shit.”

      I licked my lips thinking about that cute bitch from the Chinese food place. Her body was thick, her light skin had a supple glow to it, and even her curly hair was shiny as fuck, smelling like fucking strawberries or some shit. I ain’t really know. A nigga didn’t eat fruit like that.

      Her face only made shit better, but her body was sexy enough for her to be ugly as fuck. Bitch was definitely a 20/10.

      “See, that’s what I’m talking about, Tony! When—”

      “Quit all that fucking yelling!” I barked back at Joy, irritated as fuck, mainly because she’d interrupted my thoughts of that golden-haired hoe. I had never in my life seen her ass before, and if I ran up on her again, I was for sure fucking.

      Calming down, Joy exhaled. “She wasn’t even all that cute, and she looked broke as fuck.”

      “Wearing nothing expensive nor out there and still look better than a lot of you hoes,” I retorted because it was true.

      Joy and I had the same fucking conversations every time I saw her ass. I wasn’t her nigga, and I was never gon’ be her nigga. The thought of being with only her ass, and marriage, plus all that other bullshit niggas was into, made my muthafuckin skin crawl.

      I liked to fuck on these hoes when I wanted to and then for them to go on about their fucking way. I loved women way too much to be tied down, especially to a nagging ass female like Joy. If pigs flew one day, making me decide to settle down, it’d at least have to be a bitch I could get along with when my dick wasn’t in her mouth.

      “I just don’t get what I’m doing wrong, Tony.” Joy sobbed. “We’ve been fucking around for four years and—” She was cut off when I turned my music up to drown her crybaby ass out. I didn’t need the same damn speech she loved to give. I guess she figured if she said it enough times, a nigga would switch up.

      I wasn’t in the mood for the bullshit. I’d told her stupid ass plenty of times that she could stop fucking with me, and sometimes she would, for maybe forty-eight hours. Then her ass would be right back blowing me up, trying to see me.

      Joy was beautiful, and the pussy was good, so you damn right when I wanted to fuck her, I did. I had no hard feelings toward her, so it wasn’t like a nigga was ever upset about her choosing to not fuck with me for two days.

      Females were never my fucking priority. I liked pussy, and as long as it was available when I needed it to be, I was satisfied. All the extra shit was for the birds, including putting a claim on the shit. About 90 percent of the hoes I smashed were always hollering how their pussy belonged to me, but I didn’t want the rights to that shit at all. All bitches were nothing but something for me to bust a nut with, and I didn’t give a fuck about none of their asses enough to care what nigga hit next; and that included Joy.

      Pulling up to my apartment building, I cut the car off and said, “Aye, when I come back down, I’ll drop yo’ ass off at home.”

      “Home?” Joy wiped her eyes. “Why? Where are you going?”

      “To kick it.” I hopped out the car, and so did she.

      “I wanna come kick it too.” Joy followed me. She stayed trying to be attached to my hip all day, thinking that would keep me from doing whatever the fuck I needed to do. Shit killed me. No matter how long she’d known me, she always felt like her antics would work.

      “You wanna kick it and you still got my dick on ya breath? At least go home and brush ya fucking teeth.”

      “I have a brush here.” She followed me into my spot, and I closed the door behind her. If Joy wanted to witness what may happen tonight, then that was on her ass.

      I showered since I didn’t believe in walking around with saliva on my dick, and then I got dressed while Joy cleaned her teeth with the brush her sneaky ass had left over here.

      After I made her leave to go sit in the car and wait for me, I checked my stash to be sure my money was right. I did this every morning and every night, despite the fact that I lived alone. I was a paranoid nigga when it came to my bread, because that shit was for a purpose and not for me to just floss on niggas and females like most of the muthafuckas from ’round here.

      At the moment, I sold drugs, but not to these normal cokeheads around Leimert Park, but to muthafuckas in the industry. The money was better, and I was less likely to be caught up by one time. Ever since I could remember, I’d always been struggling with money, because despite both of my parents having jobs, we lived check to check. So although a nigga wanted to make his money the legit way, I became a victim of the shit I grew up around.

      In Leimert Park, you only made money one way—slanging dope—and I refused to be around this muthafucka broke as a bitch. So when the opportunity to leave the block and sell that shit to these uppity ass celebs presented itself, I took it. I made a nice amount of fucking money, but I only spent what I needed and saved the rest, which was why I still lived in the hood I grew up in. I loved it over here though because it was home.

      Right now a nigga had about $280,000 saved and I planned to use that shit to buy a bunch of studio equipment and get some shit popping. One day I would be one of them rich ass record executives, but the only way to get there was to stay focused on the muthafuckin topic at hand, so I didn’t have time for no relationships with these busted open ass females. Either you was getting fucked and nothing else, or you was gon’ move the fuck around.

      “Get off me,” I told Joy as soon as I slid into the driver’s side of my whip.

      Pouting, she folded her arms as I sped out toward one of the smoke shops the homies and I usually kicked it in front of. The niggas I fucked with were all solid. I didn’t allow muthafuckas with questionable street code morals and stunted mentalities to hang around me, because that shit would fuck with you. A nigga like me needed to stay motivated at all fucking times.

      “What’s good, Wacko?” My homeboy Eitan slapped hands with me before I did the same with the other homies Cornell and Abel.

      Eitan and I grew up together, and like me, he had his eyes on the prize and didn’t just wanna get swallowed up in the bullshit like niggas were expected to. He was a fire ass rapper, and part of my plan was to make him blow up. We’d gotten some local celebrity for his ass, but as you know, that wasn’t enough.

      The homies and I started rolling up, just as Rahim appeared. I met him on a Vegas trip one night at the club, and after we got to chopping it up, he decided he wanted to move here, be Eitan’s producer. No matter where I was, I was always making needed connections.

      After all the greetings and shit were over, we started smoking as Joy stood there, hugging herself due to the cold air.

      “Babe, can I get your jacket?” She looked to me, trying to seem all sad. Joy was a pretty ass bitch, but like I said, that wasn’t enough.

      “Nah. I’m cold too. Fuck I’m gon’ give you my shit for? You ain’t my bitch.” I inhaled on the blunt.

      “You can have mine, sexy.” Abel licked his lips, making Joy’s stuck up ass roll her eyes.

      “I don’t think Tony would be okay with that.” She cocked her head.

      “Nah, I really don’t give a fuck. Her head game is amazing though, bruh.” I glanced at Abel, who nodded as if he was taking the shit into consideration.

      “For real, Tony!” Joy snapped.

      “Fuck you mad for? I’m recommending yo’ shit! Be happy I’m not giving yo’ stupid ass a negative review. Yelling and shit like I won’t slap the fuck out yo’ ass.”

      Sucking her teeth, she turned on her heels and stormed to the car, which was parked right in front of where we were standing.

      “She must think you that white nigga from Titanic, asking for yo’ jacket and shit,” Eitan commented, making the homies laugh.

      Bitch was gon’ catch frostbite fucking ’round with me. I wasn’t disrespectful at all; I just spoke my mind. And nah, I wasn’t abusive, but a bitch knew not to come out the side of her fucking neck at me ’cause I might backhand her ass. Call it crazy, but I call it putting a muthafucka in their place. And it was nothing for me to slap the shit out of a nigga as well.

      “I know you a nasty bitch.” I blew smoke out, eyeing the fat ass on this brown-skinned hoe. Her face could use some work, but ugly hoes were always the freakiest.

      “Excuse me?” Dog Face barked back, no pun intended, with a frown on her face.

      “Bitch, you heard me.”

      After a three second stare down, a smile covered her face. She had a hoof mouth, and when I saw the braces on her teeth, I realized why.

      “You know my man just walked into the smoke shop.” She pointed.

      “Fuck that got to do with me?”

      Doberman Pinscher was now grinning, folding her arms over her large breasts. I didn’t know if her body was real, but it was nice to look at. Only thing missing was a bag to put over her head.

      “I guess nothing.”

      “You should come fuck with me.” I threw the blunt down and stepped on it.

      “Right now?”

      “Yeah, right now.” I got more in her space, towering over her short frame. I was a pretty big nigga, so there weren’t many muthafuckas that I didn’t tower over.

      “Okay, zaddy. Fine ass.”

      I nodded toward my car to let her know where to go and then said my goodbyes to the homies, who were shaking their heads.

      “Let me know how that shit is!” Cornell hollered.

      “I got you,” I replied, sliding into the driver’s seat of my whip. “Aye, get in the back seat.”

      “Why?” Joy frowned. I simply nodded toward the window that Doberman was standing by. “Are you fucking serious?”

      “Hurry the fuck up so I can drop yo’ ass off, Joy.”

      Acting stupid as fuck, Joy climbed into the back seat and then Doberman slid into the passenger side. I noticed her nigga come out the smoke shop, looking to both sides of the lot, before spotting his bitch in my ride. Not paying his ass any mind, I backed out of my parking spot and sped off to Joy’s crib.

      “I cannot believe this bullshit. But it’s cool, nigga, because I’m done with you.” Joy fussed from the back seat. Per usual, when her ass got to talking that shit, I turned the music up.

      I dropped her off at home, not giving a fuck that she was crying and shit as I sped off.

      “Damn.” Doberman laughed, clapping her paws. “That’s ya girl or something?”

      “Nah.”

      “Oh, y’all just fucking. I guess that means there’s room for me.”

      “Nah. This shit is a one-time thing. You ain’t bad enough,” I made clear, and Doberman just rolled her eyes. My comments didn’t deter her from this dick though.

      I noticed when I got onto my street, one of the cars from the parking lot had followed me. I wasn’t scared or no shit like that, because this was my hood, and a muthafucka would be out his fucking head to try some shit with me. And if he did, he was either new around this bitch or had some mental issues.

      I realized it was this hoe’s boyfriend, but I didn’t care as I led her into my spot. Not wanting to waste time, I bent her ass over the bar counter and pulled her panties to the side, before loosening my jeans and sliding a condom down. As soon as I got in, I knew I’d made the right decision; Ms. ASPCA has some good ass pussy.

      “Oooh shit.” She whimpered before looking over her shoulder at me, making a sex face.

      “Don’t look at me,” I told her sternly, knowing her face was gon’ soften my dick. “Damn hoe, I knew yo’ ugly ass had some juicy shit.” I grunted, speeding up, and making our skin clap together as she hollered out. I had a nice grip on her hair.

      “Shit, daddy!” She cried, voice shaking as she came for the second time down my shaft.

      A few pumps later and I was filling the condom up. Once I caught my breath, I slid out and slowly removed the condom. She stayed bent over like she was passed out or some shit, as I went to clean my dick with a towel. I would shower once I got her ass the fuck up out my crib.

      Just as I finished washing my hands, I heard someone knocking on my door. Sure enough as I peeped out, I spotted her owner.

      “Sup?” I answered, acting like I didn’t know what the fuck he wanted.

      “Fuck you mean ‘sup’, nigga? You came over her—”

      Now that I had my nine between his eyes, he was quiet.

      “Calm yo’ ass down. If you want yo’ bitch, all you gotta do is ask nicely, muthafucka.”

      Inhaling and exhaling sharply, he replied, “Can I get my girl?”

      “Magic word, nigga.”

      “Please.”

      “Of course.” I grinned, pulling my gun from his face. Widening the door, I hollered. “Aye bitch, yo’ nigga is here!”

      “Huh?” Doberman finally stood up straight, fixing her cheap ass skirt before adjusting her underwear. “I can’t stay?”

      “For real, Ashley?” Her nigga hissed.

      “Nah. You can’t fucking stay. Hurry the fuck up ’fore I shoot both of y’all asses.”

      The sound of me removing my safety made Doberman move faster, which was exactly what the fuck I wanted. A few times when I didn’t want bitches to stay, I would pull my heat out, and it always worked.

      Putting my shit away, I took a shower and brushed my teeth before silencing my fucking phone that Joy was blowing up.
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        A few days later…

      

      

      “Hello?” I answered my ringing iPhone 6, since I didn’t recognize the number.

      “Baby, come outside, please.” Prince begged.

      “Nigga, get the fuck off my phone and go check on your baby.”

      “I need you to listen to me. You ain’t even let me tell my side. You gon’ listen to some other people over yo’ nigga?”

      “Yep.”

      Click.

      I hung up the phone and got back to doing some research on it. I’d gotten paid yesterday, so I was making a list of new ingredients to order off of Amazon.

      All the batches of skincare I’d made previously had been sent out to a few people on Instagram who had a lot of influence, and because they loved it, they’d shared it on their pages. That definitely helped me get a few hundred followers, so I wanted to continue to build up my brand, Whipped by Camarih, as much as I could with what little money I had.

      Just as I began calculating this month’s expenses, I heard a knock at my door. I said nothing, pretending not to hear.

      “Camarih!” My mother’s girlfriend Bobi shouted. “Open this fucking door!”

      Taking a deep breath, I shut my notebook after slamming my pen down and then went to answer it.

      “Yes?” I peeked my head out.

      “You cooked food in the kitchen and didn’t make anything for anyone else?” She frowned.

      “I made pasta, and it’s enough for everyone. I just put it up in the fridge.”

      “Oh.” Her eyes wandered down my body like always. I hated when my mama wasn’t home. “Let me in.” She pushed the door open roughly, making me stumble back as she barged her big ass into the room. She shut the door behind herself slowly.

      “Bobi, I’m kind of busy so…”

      “So what? You ain’t got time for me?” She ran her tongue across her teeth that bore a big gap in the two front ones.

      “I’m just not in a good mood, and I want to be alone.”

      “Must be that punk ass singer you were dating.” She took a seat on my bed that I thought was about to snap in half due to her tall and wide stature. It was only a twin size and not in the best condition.

      “I’m not dating him anymore.”

      “Oh, so you coming over to the dark side now?”

      “Bobi, kill it. I’m busy, so I need you to go.” I started past her to go open my door, but she grabbed my wrist and brought me closer to her. “Bobi, stop!” I spat as she tried to force me to straddle her.

      She let out a boisterous laugh at the fact that she was overpowering me. Flipping me onto my back, she pinned my wrists to the bed, forcing my legs open. Thankfully, I had on jean shorts.

      “Look how easy it is for me to get what I want from you, Camarih.” Again, she laughed, breath smelling like weed and sausage links. “I think you like it too. You’ll give in one day.”

      She was so much uglier up close.

      “Get the fuck off me!” I squirmed and wiggled, hoping to break free, but she was strong as fuck. She must’ve been taking male hormones.

      Chuckling, she finally released me after pretending she was about to kiss my lips. I almost broke my neck attempting to do like the bitch in The Exorcist.

      “Bobi!” My mother shouted as she entered the house, right when Bobi was closing my door.

      Angry, I grabbed my phone and purse, deciding I would leave to get some fresh air.

      My mama had been dating Roberta or Bobi since I was sixteen years old, and she’d always been perverted. She would take my dry off towels while I was in the shower, forcing me to have to either come out naked or call and ask for someone to bring me a new one. She’d touched me inappropriately on countless occasions and made nasty ass sexual comments too. Going to live with my dad was a relief, but after one of the worst days of my life, he sent me right back to this hellhole.

      I told my mama what her girlfriend was doing, but she’d always laugh it off and say Bobi was just kidding. I knew her ass, wasn’t which is why I kept my door locked 24/7.

      By the time I was out of the front door, I’d realized I’d forgotten my jacket, but I refused to go back into that house to get it.

      I made it to the nearby liquor store on Crenshaw about ten minutes later, and entered, looking for some Cheeto Puffs and a water. I was still pretty full from the pasta I’d made, but I could use a snack.

      After paying for my things, I stepped outside, wondering where I was going to relax and eat this. South Central wasn’t the safest city, and Leimert Park wasn’t the safest neighborhood, especially at night. So sitting outside snacking on my shit didn’t sound like the best idea to me.

      “Aye, you got five dollars?” Some man walked up on me, eyes darting around like he knew someone was looking for him.

      “No.”

      “Give me yo’ purse then.”

      “What? Nigga, please!” I hissed, lip turned up. This funky nigga was clearly crazy if he thought he could punk me out of my purse.

      “Bitch, I said give it to me.” He reached for it, making me grip my black plastic bag holding my snacks, as I tussled with him.

      Suddenly, the man was being hemmed up by his neck, and I realized it was Tony Wacko choking him with one hand.

      “When I drop you, I want you to go on about yo’ fucking way, you got me?” Tony spoke calmly.

      “Yeah, fasho. My bad, Wacko. I ain’t know she was cool.”

      “If I catch you out here robbing females again, David, I’m shooting you.”

      David’s stupid ass nodded and then booked it once Tony dropped him.

      I couldn’t help but to stare at his fine ass. He wasn’t wearing anything special, just a gray hoodie, the matching sweats, socks, and some slides. He had his hood on, keeping the focus on his facial features even though he was wearing glasses right now. I guess he only wore those sometimes. His mug bore a slight scowl, making him even sexier with those low eyes. He smelled just like he did in Hong Kong Express: heavenly-sexy.

      “You rude as fuck. I just kept yo’ ass from getting robbed, and you ain’t say shit.”

      I was rude? If I was rude, what the fuck was he?

      “I’m sorry. Thank you.”

      “What’s yo’ name?”

      “Camarih.”

      Nodding, he said, “Type of name only pretty hoes have.”

      “Uh—”

      “Get in the car.” He walked to the driver’s side of an old Buick parked along the curb. That car alone let me know he was a thoroughbred gangsta.

      “Umm, no thank you.”

      “I said get in the fucking car. I wasn’t asking yo’ ass.” He slid in on the driver’s side, and for some reason, I was too scared to disobey him, so I got in on the passenger’s side. His car smelled like his cologne, so it was pleasant.

      “Do you sell drugs?” I inquired.

      “Why? You gon’ suck me up for a rock?”

      “Nigga, please. Do I look like I do drugs?”

      “You right. You fine as fuck,” he admitted. I wanted to say the same in return, but I declined.

      “No. I didn’t mean it like that. I meant because crackheads are usually frail. I have shape.”

      “You do.” His eyes roamed me before his big hand, covered in some tattoo, graced my exposed thigh. His teeth sunk down into his lip like he was lost in his thoughts. He was so handsome yet rugged.

      “I didn’t mean to sound cocky. I was just trying to make a point.” I glanced out of the window, feeling embarrassed. I felt like I was saying a bunch of dumb shit. Men never made me nervous usually.

      Laughing as he fired up a blunt, he said, “Your looks don’t match ya personality.”

      Thank God he had the windows cracked so I could breathe.

      “How so?”

      “You definitely one of the sexiest hoes I don’ ever seen, but I can tell you don’t know how fine yo’ ass is.”

      The way he blew the weed smoke out was sexy.

      “Hoe? I am not a hoe, and this is the second time you’ve called me one.”

      “That’s what I call all bitches. Don’t feel special.”

      For a moment, I just stared at him, and he stared right back at me, emotionless. Who had raised this disrespectful nigga? He had the wrong one though.

      The most alarming of all of this was that I still found him attractive. Even his brashness turned me on a little bit, which was not the normal for me. I hated niggas like him, but I think the difference was that I could tell this was just how he was. He wasn’t cocky, he was confident, and he wasn’t rude, he just didn’t care.

      “I don’t know what hoes you’re used to, but I will slap your ass,” I warned.

      “And I’ll snap ya fucking neck. I’m not like these other niggas out here. You put ya hands on me, I’m liable to clap yo’ fucking ears together.”

      I believed him, so I changed the subject after picturing him merging my ears together; definitely sounded painful. How did he even think of that?

      “Anyways, I know I’m cute.”

      “Nah, baby, you more than fucking cute. Toddlers are cute. You a grown ass woman. On some real shit, when you gon’ let me fuck you?” He took a toke on the blunt, staring me dead in the eyes. His lips were so alluring just like everything else on his ass.

      “Umm, never.” I admit him saying I was more than cute had me feeling myself. Maybe because I found him so good looking. And I didn’t know him well, but I was sure he didn’t give out compliments all willy-nilly.

      He burst into laughter as if this was the funniest joke ever, flashing his beautiful smile. I could tell he was high… It was cute. Ugh.

      “Oh, aight. You one of them hoes that play hard to get. I kind of like that shit though.”

      “You know what, I’m getting out.”

      “I ain’t stopping yo’ ass. I only asked you to get in the fucking car because I wanted my dick sucked, but I see you wilding.” He ashed his blunt.

      I realized he was dead serious when I looked at him with my mouth open, expecting a chuckle to follow that statement, but it never came. As I was about to get out, he took my bag and retrieved my chips before opening them like they were his.

      “Excuse you, nigga!” I snatched my bag of chips, and he snatched them back.

      After watching him eat half, he finally glanced over at me and tilted the bag my way, offering me some of my damn chips. Annoyed, I took some and sat back to enjoy them.

      “You want me to go buy you some more?” he offered after a few minutes.

      “Yes.”

      “Only ’cause you fine. Anything else?”

      “Some Jolly Ranchers would be nice.”

      “You was supposed to say ‘nah, I’m good’ with yo’ greedy ass. You bet not be pregnant. I don’t feed pregnant bitches.”

      “Ain’t nobody pregnant, asshole.” I felt myself frowning hard as I watched him exit the car and then step up onto the sidewalk. The way he walked into the dingy liquor store was even sexy. Would it be so bad if I just fucked him? I mean, that way, I wouldn’t have to wonder what it was like. His mean ass was doing something to me.

      He returned moments later with my chips and Jolly Ranchers and a water for himself. I’d missed the smell of his cologne, so I was watching him as he checked something on his iPhone. The way he sniffled, how his jaw moved, the way his tongue ran across his bottom lip… just everything turned me on. Seeing his big hand hold that phone had me thinking.

      “Where you live so I can drop yo’ ass off? I can’t fuck you, so this is a waste of my damn time.”

      “You only spend time with women for sex?”

      “Exactly. I got other shit I need to be doing. So if I’m not getting my dick wet, it’s no need.”

      “Well, I can’t go home, so I’ll just get out.”

      “Why you can’t go home?”

      “I mean, I don’t want to go home right now.”

      “Yo’ nigga be fucking you up or some shit?” His brows lowered between his eyes as he turned his car on.

      “No, no, of course not. I’m just always at home, and I need to get some fresh air.”

      He said nothing in response as he turned his music up loudly as hell and sped off onto the street. He drove so damn crazily that I was actually pressing my feet into the floor, braking for him. This was clearly how he drove all the time because he acted like it was nothing, as he sexily bobbed his head to “Grindin’ All My Life” by Nipsey Hussle, which made me feel like we were about to do some criminal shit.

      Tony made so many illegal turns and took so many back streets that I didn’t even know existed, until we pulled up to a white house with a rickety gate in front on 2nd Avenue.

      “Where are we?” I frowned.

      “My crib. Get out.”

      “I’m not fucking you, Tony,” I let him know just as he climbed out of his Buick and shut the door.

      Leaning into the rolled down window of the driver’s side, he gave me a sexy scowl. “Bitch, if all I wanted was to fuck, I would’ve put yo’ stupid ass out at Lucky’s.”

      “Stop calling me a bitch!” I barked, making him chuckle before walking away.

      “Get the fuck out my car.”

      After a few seconds of pondering, I climbed out of the car and shut the door. “You know your windows are down? Someone could rob you.”

      “Niggas wouldn’t dare rob me ’round here.” He unlocked his gate and then pushed open the old wooden door for me.

      “Why, because you’d kill them?”

      “Yeah. But also because I respected the game, so niggas show respect back. Muthafuckas who really about shit don’t disrespect niggas on that same tip.”

      I nodded, sitting down on the brown couch once he hit the lights.

      He entered the kitchen then returned with a bottle of Hennessy. I usually didn’t like dark liquor, but I was stressed.

      So after watching him drink straight from it, I asked, “Can I have a sip?”

      “How many dicks you sucked today?”

      “Nigga.” I reached for the bottle, but he moved. “You’re serious?”

      “As a muthafuckin heart attack. You pretty as fuck, but pretty hoes be the dirtiest.”

      “I’ve sucked as many dicks as you have today,” I retorted, and the frown on his perfect face turned to a wide grin as he reached the bottle out to me.

      “If you was any other female, I’d choke yo’ ass up a wall for talking to me like that.” He let his head fall back as I took a sip off the bottle.

      “I’m special?”

      “Nah. You pretty, and I wanna fuck you.”

      Pausing, I asked, “You really think I’m pretty?”

      “Hell fucking yeah.” He kept his head back and eyes on the ceiling, speaking softly. “Soon as I saw you, all I could think about was sticking my dick in all yo’ holes, ears included.”

      “Ugh, you ruin everything!” I sucked my teeth as he shrugged.

      “So what, you a actress or some shit? That’s why you out here?” He finally looked at me, licking his supple lips as he took another drink.

      “No, nigga.” I rolled my neck. He cheesed before reaching over to pinch my chin, making me smile as well.

      Before I could say anything else, he swiftly brought me over to him and pressed his cold, soft lips against mine. I was frozen for a second but eventually gave in, allowing his tongue to enter my mouth as he massaged my ass. His hands were so big; he was so tall, so fine, so in shape, and super hood that I felt my panties dampen.

      “Take this off.” He started pushing my shirt up.

      “Can you take me home now?” I hopped from his lap and back into my seat as if his crotch had flames of fire burning in it.

      He took a deep breath, and I saw his dick was hard as a rock in his sweats. The size made my mouth water, so I quickly looked away.

      “Come on. Get yo’ weird ass up.” He shot up from the couch and held the front door open for me.

      I did as I was told, and we both went back to his car so I could direct him to my mother’s house.

      “Are you upset I didn’t fuck you? I told you—”

      “Nah. I got a bitch on the way to the crib, so she’ll be there when I get back.”

      His answer shocked me, even though I did see him texting as we walked from his house to his car. I didn’t know why I was disappointed. I hated how honest he was.

      “Oh, okay.”

      He finally pulled up to my mom’s on 4th, not far at all from him.

      “Aye.” He stopped me from getting out of the car. When I looked at him, he used his head to gesture for me to come closer. He was leaning back like a gangsta, with one arm thrown along the back of my seat. Foolishly, I listened, and he kissed me deeply as hell, making my clit tremble and a little juice seep from my box. When he pulled away, I felt paralyzed. “Get the fuck out my car with all that gazing and shit.”

      His rude comment snapped me out of my trance, and I immediately got out, slamming his door. “Fuck you!”

      “Slam my shit like that again, watch me dopefein yo’ ass.” Not wanting to tussle with him, I turned on my heels and switched up the porch steps. “Let me eat yo’ ass, Camarih, and I’ll forgive you!” His ignorant ass hollered out of the window, embarrassing me, despite it being a ghost town right now, before speeding off with his music bumping.

      I was so irritated yet hoping I ran into him again…
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      I woke up to the feeling of getting my dick sucked, and before I opened my eyes, I already knew who the fuck it was. Chilling, I let Brielle finish topping me off until I let loose all in her mouth, gripping the fuck out of her hair to be sure she got it all down.

      The whole time Brielle had bobbed on my shit, I kept my eyes closed, imagining that sexy little bitch Camarih. I didn’t know what it was about her ass, but a nigga actually enjoyed that impromptu time we spent together. I really only saved her ass in hopes of getting some ass, but she was chill, so I didn’t kick her out my whip upon her declining and shit. That was a rarity for a nigga, also the fact that I didn’t pop her in her muthafuckin mouth for being a smart ass. Maybe because that bullshit turned me on.

      “Rise and shine.” Brielle started kissing up my chest just as I lifted my lids to see her hazel eyes staring up at me. Her dark skin was supple, and her black hair was flowing down her back like always.

      “Take yo’ ass home.” I palmed her face and pushed her lightly when she was about to try and kiss me.

      I didn’t put my lips on these females just because I fucked ’em. That was how 90 percent of the homies got oral herpes and shit. Only reason Camarih got that shit was because she was beautiful as fuck, and for some reason, she brought that out of me. I couldn’t wait to fuck so I could get rid of her ass. I wasn’t the type of muthafucka to have females on my mind when I wasn’t deep in them guts.

      “Dang. I almost fell off the bed!”

      Ignoring her, I got up, fixed my boxers, and then went to brush, floss, and rinse my mouth with Listerine. After hopping in the shower, I went to slip into some royal blue cloth sweats, a wife beater, white t-shirt, socks, and royal blue slides. I didn’t wanna look too fancy. Shit, I was only about to put in work nearby.

      “You gotta go, Bri. I’m about to bounce.” I entered the kitchen after putting on my same cologne I wore every day.

      I made sure to lotion my hands and elbows too, some shit my mama had embedded in me before she passed on. She said no matter how gangsta I thought I was, no man should walk around with ashy ass hands and elbows like a bum nigga. That was when I was thirteen, and I was still doing the shit.

      “Why, baby? I haven’t seen you in two weeks.” Brielle joined me at the table as I fixed myself a bowl of cereal.

      “That’s kind of the fucking point. If I wanted to see you, I would see you.”

      “I just don’t get why you be treating me the same way you treat Joy and these other hoes. I’m not on the same level as them, and you know it.”

      “All you hoes is on the same level to me. Now what’s in ya head is a different thing, but I don’t give a fuck about none of y’all asses.”

      “Only enough to fuck, huh?”

      “Yeah, but not even that when it comes to you. And stop using my fucking spare to get in my crib. That’s for Jilly.”

      Brielle thought she was special because she was my stepsister. I knew that shit sounded nasty, but it wasn’t even all like that. I met her about a year before my pops met her mama, and she became one of my pussies in rotation. Somehow and some muthafuckin way, our parents ran into each other, hit it off, and ended up getting married.

      For a little bit, I continued to dick Brielle down, but after a while, the shit became weird to me, so I cut her ass off for the most part. Occasionally, I let her suck me up because I had yet to run across a bitch that sucked dick as good as she did. Brielle was nasty with the shit, which I loved, so when a nigga was in the mood for some top-notch dome, I let her handle it for me.

      In Brielle’s eyes, our parents had ruined some love affair that was blooming, but that shit couldn’t be further from the fucking truth. I never claimed her, never told her I loved her, and never spent a dime on the bitch. Only thing I did was stuff her with some dick here and there, and never even contemplated on making her more.

      “Why do you do this, Tony! All because I’m your stepsister? We’re not even bound by blood, and technically, I’m not your stepsister anymore.”

      Standing up to take my empty bowl to the sink, I replied, “It’s because of that, and because I just don’t want you like that. What I wanted you for, to suck my dick, I still get, so I’m good.”

      “This would have never happened this way had our parents not gotten married.” She rose up. “But we can try to go back to how it was. Your father is dead now, and—”

      Wrapping my hand around her neck, I slammed Brielle into the fridge, squeezing so fucking hard her eyes bulged. I was already irritated, and my pops had only been dead six months, so the shit was still a sore spot. A nigga ain’t have either of his parents, and though I wasn’t the sappy type, that shit still bothered me.

      “Bitch, I don’ already said I don’t want yo’ pitiful ass. Pull one more more muthafuckin tantrum and I swear to God I’ll body you. Whether my father is dead or alive, nothing about you or that subpar pussy could make me be yo’ nigga. You wanna die?” She shook her head as much as she could since she couldn’t breathe. “’Cause see how easy it would be for me to kill yo’ hard headed ass?” When she nodded, I dropped her.

      “Ton—”

      “Give me my key and get the fuck out.”

      Brielle dug into her jean pocket for my spare, pressed it in my hand, and then rushed out, still trying to catch her breath. I didn’t know why these females thought this shit was a muthafuckin game.

      Once Brielle was gone, I pocketed the check I was about to hand over, locked up the crib, chopped it up with a few of the old heads that were my neighbors, then dipped out.

      It didn’t take me long to end up at this space on King that I was looking to purchase. All the money I’d been saving by living humbly was finally about to be put to its intended fucking use.

      “Mr. Terranova?” A young black nigga reached his hand out to shake mine. Nigga couldn’t be older than thirty-five, but that hairline was gone.

      “Sup. You Keenan?” I wanted to make sure before I shook his hand. I knew his square ass wasn’t from ’round here, so he had to be the realtor, but you could never be too sure.

      “I am. How about we take a look around and—”

      “I’ve already looked around. I want it.”

      “I see. You must have toured when the previous owner was occupying this space.”

      Not quite; I’d broken in one night, but this nigga ain’t need to know that.

      “Something like that. But I wanna buy it right now. You told me $90,000 over the phone.”

      “That’s right. I would suggest giving that exactly and nothing less to secure the space. If the buyer sees—”

      “Got a check for $100,000 right here.” I pulled it from my pocket, and Keenan’s jaw dropped open slightly. “How soon can I start changing shit up?”

      “I assure you that I can have the keys to you by this Wednesday. Offering ten grand over asking will surely get this spot for you.”

      I checked my phone to see it was Monday, so I nodded.

      Keenan let me inside so we could sign some paperwork and told me he had to process everything plus run it by the buyer. He explained that the buyer would still have to agree, but he wouldn’t worry about that. I made sure Keenan understood that if the buyer didn’t okay everything, I was gon’ raise the roof off his fucking head with my .9.

      “Nice meeting you, Keenan, and don’t fuck this shit up.”

      “I promise I won’t, Mr. Terranova.”

      After dropping such a large ass amount, I knew I would have to re-up my stash, so I hit my plug as soon as I got in the fucking car.
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      Wednesday…

      Hearing them fucking keys in my pocket and seeing my signature on all them damn documents had a nigga on one. And because Keenan had me feeling so confident, I’d ordered a bunch of music equipment to be installed by this Friday. I’d spent a lot of bread, but I knew it wouldn’t even amount to the money I’d be making fairly fucking soon. Shit, you had to spend money to make money.

      “I can’t wait to see this shit, man. No more renting studio time.” Eitan rubbed his hands together as he sat in my passenger seat.

      “Exactly; well, for you. It’s got a couple rooms and shit, so I’m gon’ rent those out to other muthafuckas.”

      “You know niggas gon’ be upset that you charging them for that shit. They gon’ feel like you doing yo’ ‘family’ dirty.”

      “I wish I gave a fuck.” I glanced at Eitan as I pulled onto the street the studio was located on. “And they won’t have a problem with paying if there’s a choppa in they muthafuckin face.”

      “You right.”

      “Like always.”

      We laughed in unison.

      As soon as I parked, I spotted a familiar, face, body, and mainly plump, round ass. There Camarih’s weirdo ass was in a light blue dress that was so tight I could see every crevice of her fucking body. Her golden curls were piled on top of her head, and her skin had this crazy ass glow to it. The dress she was rocking didn’t cover her shoulders, making them muthafuckas look supple as fuck. I licked my lips, knowing she tasted like butterscotch candy; shit, she looked like butterscotch candy.

      She was checking her nails, which I assumed she’d just gotten done since she was in front of a nail shop. I had never in my life witnessed a hoe that fine.

      “Nigga, you heard me?” Eitan interrupted my lustful thoughts. “Oh nah. You staring at Camarih.”

      Whipping my head in his direction, I asked, “How the fuck you know her?” If he had fucked, I was gon’ be hot. I didn’t know why I’d be hot, but a nigga would be. I could already feel my fist balling.

      “She’s that singer Prince’s girlfriend.”

      “His girlfriend or one of his hoes?” I knew I’d seen that punk ass nigga before when I was in Hong Kong.

      “Shit. I don’t know what he do behind closed doors, but I know to the media and the public, that’s his girl. She fine as hell.” Eitan looked on with me as she ran her mouth on the phone.

      “If she his girl, why she live in Leimert Park?” I felt my lids lower as I pondered.

      “Good question.” Eitan huffed. “You like her, huh?”

      “Nigga, what?” I frowned, glancing at him for a moment as he cackled. “I just wanna eat her pussy and dig her shit out doggy-style. Her songbird ass boyfriend can keep her.” I talked my shit, staring Camarih down some more.

      “Yep, that’s her.” Eitan showed me his phone screen, and on it was Camarih’s Instagram. Damn.

      “Oh, aight. Come on, nigga. I got shit to show you.” I tapped his chest, so he put his phone up before we got out of the car.

      My staring ass got caught, so when Camarih saw me, she waved all delicately with her sexy ass. I still remembered her scent: strawberries and whipped cream. Or maybe that was just what I wanted to eat off the crack of her ass.

      Keeping it cool, I nodded to say what’s up, making a huge grin cover her pretty ass face. Still on chill, I just looked away, leading Eitan inside of the one-story building.

      After showing him around, we went to get some food from a nearby fish spot, kicked it for a little bit, then went our separate ways.

      I showered, brushed my teeth, and then got dressed so I could make a quick drop off at this party. This actor nigga named Gerard had placed an order, and since he was someone I’d serviced frequently, I wasn’t worried.

      I never just took clients who hit me up. Anyone who got drugs from me had to be recommended, and there were only three muthafuckas I took recommendations from.

      I made it to the mansion in Beverly Hills about forty minutes later and was let in by security. Per usual, I entered through Gerard’s side gate, hitting him on my burner phone to let him know I was there.

      “Shit, my boy!” He greeted me out back a few minutes later.

      “You got my bread?” I ignored his handshake. We weren’t friends. I sold a product, and he liked to buy it; nothing more, nothing less.

      “Of course, man, damn.” He waved his assistant over who brought two gallon-sized Ziploc bags stuffed with neatly banded cash stacks.

      Like always, I sat down at one of the outside tables to count, and once I saw it was the right amount, I gave Gerard the product.

      “Be easy.” I turned to leave.

      “Wacko, why you don’t wanna have a drink or something? It’s plenty of women here, and bad ones at that.”

      I wasn’t in the mood to fuck any of my usual hoes, and the one bitch I did wanna hit surely wasn’t about to give it up tonight, so I obliged.

      I followed Gerard into the mansion that was packed with hoes and some other celebrity niggas from different industries that I recognized. Prince, of course, stood out.

      We made eye contact, and he looked like he’d shit on himself. I guess our one encounter at Hong Kong still had his punk ass shook. I didn’t like his ass based off that one interaction, because he pissed me off trying to press me for complimenting Camarih. Then again, he was a bitch for letting me continue to after I told his ass to shut the fuck up. Lose-lose situation for him.

      “You must be new.” A female pulled me from my thoughts of bitchboy. She was short as fuck, but then again, it seemed all females were when standing next to me.

      She was cool looking, but like the rest of these hoes in here, she appeared to be ran through. Her dress was short as hell, and I could see the bottom of her pussy. I loved hoes, but I loved the hood rat ones, not this coked out shit.

      “Nah.” I slipped around her.

      “Wait, where you going?” She grabbed my arm tightly.

      “I don’t know if that’s ya pussy or breath barking like that, but one of them muthafuckas needs some Doublemint.”

      She ain’t say shit else, so I continued to the door, and when I stepped outside, I saw Prince.

      “Aye, you think I can—”

      “Nah you can’t.” I bumped the fuck out of his shoulder as I passed him, making him almost spin around.

      I didn’t know why I wanted his bitch or what I was gon’ do with her ass when I got her other than fuck, but I had to have her on my team.
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      In the daytime, I worked as a skincare specialist at this spa in Hollywood named Angel Skin, and on weekends, at nights, I worked as a dancer in Club Dose about fifteen minutes from there.

      I wasn’t the normal stripper, hell no. All I did was dress in skimpy bikinis and move sensually behind a glass where a group of men ogled me until their time slot was up. I didn’t mind it at all because they couldn’t touch me, and I made a nice amount of money just to simply move my body sexually while still clothed. And the club I worked at always had some good slow jams in the back area where I worked.

      I’d been saving money from both jobs so that I could move out, but it was hard in Los Angeles. Even the houses in the hood cost an arm and a leg. And if I wanted an apartment, it would have to be in a dangerous neighborhood, like where I was living now, or too damn expensive.

      I loved my city, but it was discouraging at some points. I wished I could just get my skincare line to the point where it would be my main income source. Making a living doing what you loved had always been a goal of mine.

      I was finally finished with my last facial, so after sitting down for a second to rest my feet, I gathered my things to leave. I loved my job at Angel Skin, but the pay was pennies, and I didn’t exactly approve of all the chemicals in their products. I hated lying to customers and saying I used their stuff when really, I only used my line. I always got compliments on my skin, even in the days when I was a teenager and most had breakouts.

      I’d always been into skin, so it was only right I dropped my own line.

      “Oh shit!” I jumped back when I saw a man appear from behind my car. It was Prince. “You need to leave, stalker.”

      “Baby, come on—”

      “No. I have nothing to say to you.” I unlocked my car and tossed my things inside.

      Before Prince could say another word, I slid in, slammed my door, and attempted to crank my vehicle. It wouldn’t start, and this was the worst time for it not to. When I heard a knock on my window, I looked to see Prince still standing there with his hands in prayer mode.

      Getting out of the car, I leaned against it, raising my brow so he could say whatever the fuck he’d been harassing me to listen to.

      “Ari, your friend is lying, plain and simple.”

      “Jeoff told me.”

      “Well he’s lying. I ain’t never fucked her, and if she’s pregnant, the baby ain’t mine. I swear to you.”

      “You are such a fucking liar.” I shook my head, tearing up. I wasn’t crying because I missed him. I was crying because I was so tired of everyone in my life treating me like I meant nothing to them. The only exception was Driz, and God snatched him away from me. “Keep your hands off me.” I slapped Prince’s hand when he tried to wipe my tears.

      “Camarih, you have no proof of the shit that nigga told you. So just because he swears I fucked her and got her pregnant, I did? Isis hates me. Why would she sleep with me?”

      “Why didn’t she deny it?”

      “Hell if I know! But what I do know is I love you, and nothing has happened between Isis and me. I swear on my mom’s grave.”

      I stared up into Prince’s eyes, wondering if he was being honest. His mom meant a lot to him, or so he claimed, and he never put anything on her unless he was telling the truth. So this couldn’t be any different.

      “I need to think.” I dropped my head, keeping my arms folded.

      “Fair enough.” After a few seconds of silence, he asked, “Can you accompany me tonight? I got a show, and I would love for you to be there. You know you’re my main support system, Camarih.”

      “Phillip, I don’t know.”

      “Please, baby. You know I don’t have anyone, except you, in my corner. I even got you a new dress and some other shit.”

      “So you knew I would forgive you?” I furrowed my brows.

      “Nah, but I got it in case.”

      Taking a deep breath, I nodded.

      Prince stayed with me while I called a tow truck, and they agreed to drop it off at the shop near my home in South Central. Prince wanted to pay for it, and as stressed out as I was, I allowed him to.

      We went to his place in Beverly Hills, where he presented me with three dresses to pick from. I chose the short black one from YSL, and the matching black stiletto sandals.

      After a shower, I got dressed, putting on a light coating of makeup, lipstick, earrings, and some of the new jewelry Prince got me. I let my golden, curly hair hang down my back.

      Prince told me to meet him in the foyer, so I did.

      “Good choices.” I smirked.

      I still wasn’t sure about being back together, but I had to admit, this was a nice break from my usual daily life. These were the good days Prince and I had, when he wasn’t insulting me, stressing me out, or physically fighting me.

      “Definitely.” He took my hand. “Can I have a kiss?”

      “We have to see how the night goes.”

      “Aight.”

      We left the house and hopped into his Porsche before heading out. We ended up in West Hollywood, where the club was, and Prince parked valet. The place was packed, and everyone was dancing to “Wobble Up” by Chris Brown.

      Like always, Prince and I went to the VIP section squared away for him.

      “Boss, you know my beautiful girlfriend, Camarih.” Prince announced me to his label owner, Stallion. He was a big guy, hence his nickname. I’d met him before, and he was always creepy.

      “I do know her. It’s a pleasure.” He reached for my hand and kissed the back of it, before he and Prince made eye contact.

      “Baby, make yourself comfortable. I gotta get ready for the show.” Prince kissed my temple.

      I sat down on the velvet couch as he and Stallion walked off, talking. There were two other girls, but they were occupied by Prince’s two friends Deon and Frankie. Only about half an hour had passed before Prince was up on the stage, making the venue go crazy.

      Feeling slightly tipsy, I stood up with my glass in the air to groove to his music some, before I felt a pair of hands rub down the front of my body from behind.

      “Excuse—” My sentence got cut off when I was yanked back into Stallion’s embrace.

      “It’s cool. Prince ain’t tripping.” He grinned down at me, licking his lips.

      “I doubt that, and you need to let me go!” I hollered, trying to break free from his big ass. He only laughed, running his large hand down my back and squeezing my ass.

      “Arrggghh!” He roared almost over Prince’s performance once I kicked him in the nuts and ran off.

      Of course, his crazy ass chased me down the stairs, through the crowd, and out the back door. I realized I was in a parking lot I didn’t recognize, making my heartbeat speed up.

      Looking over my shoulder at Stallion chasing me like a madman, I ran as fast as I could in these high ass heels until I hit a brick wall. However, the wall had arms, and hands too, which gripped my shoulders. Looking up, I saw it was Tony Wacko, who swiftly put me behind him when he spotted Stallion over my head.

      “Aye, she good, nigga. Go back inside the club ’fore we have a problem,” Tony expressed calmly as I hid behind his large stature. He smelled so good, and I used this as an opportunity to hug his body from behind. The muscles in his back felt perfect against my face.

      “Nigga, I suggest you move out my got damn way or—”

      “Or what, nigga?” Tony moved closer to Stallion, getting right in his face. “I want you to, muthafucka. I been itching to murk a nigga for weeks.” Tony was grinning sexily yet evilly at Stallion when I peeked around to look up at the side of his face. Since Stallion hadn’t said a mumbling word, Tony added, “Now take yo’ big ass back up inside that club like I just told yo’ bitch ass to.”

      All Stallion did was shake his head with his lips pulled together tightly, before pointing at Tony as to say he was gon’ get him later.

      “Cool.” He uttered before rushing back to the club.

      “Get the fuck off me.” Tony spat, so I let him go. “Hugging me like I’m yo’ nigga or some shit.”

      “Whatever. Thanks.” I started walking off, but he grabbed my hand. “What?” I looked back, lip turned up.

      “You owe me some head for saving you.” He started laughing when I tried to yank away. “Aight, aight, I’m fucking with you. Bring yo’ ass here.” He gritted his perfect teeth as he pulled me right into his broad chest. I was burning up now, being this close to him while he looked me in the eyes. Before I knew it, he was kissing me, deeply yet nastily like last time.

      “Stop. I don’t like you.” I turned my face, so he started sucking on my neck while massaging my ass with his big hands.

      “Why?” He finally stopped. He bit down on his lip as he waited for me to answer, and it just made no sense how fine he was. That caramel skin, hooded brown eyes, full lips, the facial hair, his height, and that kinky, curly hair on top of his head. I even loved the tattoos covering his arms, hands, and neck.

      “Because you’re rude as hell.”

      He just kissed me again, then let me go, but grabbed my hand to lead me off to his vehicle.

      “You hungry?” he inquired once I was in his car.

      “I guess.”

      “Keep up with the attitude, Buttascotch.”

      “Buttascotch? And if I do, what the fuck are you gonna do about it?” I snapped.

      “I ain’t gon’ give you this dick.”

      “Nigga, please.” I chuckled, caught off guard by his response.

      “Give me a kiss.” He sped down the street.

      “Oh my gosh! Pay attention to the road!” I shouted, pointing so he would do what I asked.

      “Do what the fuck I said, and I will.”

      Quickly, I kissed his lips. Quiet as kept, I loved kissing him. His lips were pillow soft, despite his hard exterior.

      “Okay, Tony!” I just knew we were gonna hit a light pole.

      “One more.”

      I complied, and finally, he focused on the street, laughing with his psycho ass.

      He turned his music up for the rest of the ride, until we ended up back in South Central where we lived. He’d chosen to go to Woody’s Bar-B-Q, the best around. Once we got our food, Tony drove to some building on King Boulevard, and then we went inside.

      “Is it okay that we’re here?” I quizzed as he led me down the dark hall.

      “I own the muthafucka.”

      “You do? Why?”

      We entered one room that was nicely set up as a recording studio. I saw the words Make A Killing on the side of the wood paneled wall. I guess that was his company, and it made sense as to why MAK was tatted above his eyebrow.

      “To record my artists and rent some of the rooms out for extra cash.” He shut the door, dimming the light some but not too much so we could see our food.

      We sat down on the couch and pulled our barbecue out onto the coffee table in front of it. It smelled so good.

      “Your artists? What are you, like a manager or something?”

      “Nah. I’m starting up a label. Well I have. I got all the paperwork and shit for the trademark; I just gotta get shit rolling on a bigger platform. I was making connections tonight at the club.”

      “Oh.” I nodded. I assumed he was some nothing ass, crazy, hood nigga. “I think that’s dope.”

      He nodded, about to reach for a rib, but I grabbed his hand to hold while I prayed.

      “I ain’t never met no bitch that did some shit like that.” He let me know once we said ‘Amen’.

      “I’m not a bitch, that’s why. And if you want to be my friend, you need to find a new word for me.”

      Smirking as he licked the sauce off of his sexy mouth, he replied, “Buttascotch, you the only female I ain’t snatched the fuck up for talking that hot shit.”

      I hated the nickname he’d given me, but him giving me a nickname at all made me feel all fuzzy inside. I knew niggas like him only gave out bitch, hoe, bop, skeezer, or thot as nicknames.

      “’Cause you know I will fuck you up.”

      “Nah. I’d just rather fuck the shit out of you than fight you.” He spoke as he looked down at his food, picking up another rib. I took that time to admire his side profile, biting my lip. “What you do for money?” He looked down at my YSL shoes.

      “Oh, I didn’t buy these; my ex did.”

      “Oh, you one of them type hoe—females.” He smirked when I gave him a look.

      “No. I make my own money. I work at a spa giving facials. Hopefully, one day, my skincare line will take off.” I wiped my mouth, thinking.

      “It will. You got ambition, and you feisty as fuck. Plus, yo’ skin is beautiful. These dusty ass hoes gon’ want that look.”

      I giggled, looking his way briefly as he polished off his last rib tip. I was stuffed, so I wrapped the rest of mine up and shoved it back into the bag for tomorrow. I was off and would curl up in front of the TV with it for lunch.

      “Is that why you keep calling me Buttascotch?”

      “You look just like the fucking candy.” When I started smiling, he added, “Stop gazing at a nigga like you in love or some shit.”

      “I am not in love with you, nigga. Please.” I stared at him as he made a face. “Is all this stuff plugged up?”

      “Yeah, just this morning. You wanna hear some music on it? The shit is nice and clear.”

      “Yeah.” I nodded. “Song of my choice though.”

      Sucking his teeth as he sat at the large but beautiful mixer, he opened up his laptop and went to YouTube, before nodding for me to search up the song I wanted. I typed it in then clicked “It’s Whatever” by Aaliyah, my favorite song, and he turned it up louder while shaking his head in annoyance. It sounded even better on this equipment.

      I sang along, moving a little bit since I was standing. Tony turned his chair some to watch me, in his gangsta lean position that he loved. We both grinned because of how animated I was as if I were actually singing.

      Now it’s me and you, and you and me, and it’s whatever, whatever you want it to be…

      As the hook came on, he pulled me closer to him so that I was standing between his legs. Feeling the song, and him too, I rubbed his head as I mouthed the lyrics. Soon enough, I was straddling his lap in this mini dress as we kissed. I didn’t know where his tongue began and mine ended. As I rubbed up his shirt to caress his abs, he ripped my panties off.

      Standing up while holding me, he placed me on the mixer and unbuckled his jeans, releasing himself.

      “Ah.” I gasped as I felt him force his way inside of me.

      He began sucking my lips, gliding in and out of my pussy slowly, until he could do it with ease. He was surely the biggest I’d had, and I wasn’t complaining. It took no time for me to cum on his long, thick rod, forcing us both to moan.

      Gripping my ass cheeks tightly, he kept my legs over his forearms, and beat my pussy up as he stared in my eyes with his teeth holding his bottom lip captive. I could do nothing but whimper and cry like a little animal, before we resumed kissing. Our sex was competing with Aaliyah’s vocals.

      “Fuck, Camarih.” He nuzzled his face into my neck, sucking it hard as he fucked the shit out of me.

      I was speechless as he pounded me harder. I dug my nails into his shoulders, sniveling softly until he finally pulled out, releasing right on my new dress. I was sure Prince would not approve.

      Like clockwork, YouTube had begun playing Aaliyah’s track “I Care 4 U” automatically, as we caught our breath.

      “I like you so much.” I whispered as we pecked.

      Tony backed away then left the room, coming back with some towels. He used the damp ones to clean his dick, then the others to clean as much of my dress as he could. The towels were then trashed.

      He quickly cut the song off and then helped me down off of the mixer.

      “Ton—”

      “Get ya stuff.”

      I paused for a moment then fixed my dress before getting my leftover food and purse. We left to his car without another word, and when he drove me home, he played his music too loudly for us to talk. I didn’t live far from where we were, so it took about five minutes for him to make it there.

      “Thank you for tonight, Tony. It was nice.” I nodded.

      “I got somewhere to be, Camarih.”

      Slightly shocked, I nodded again and pulled the door latch to get out. Before I could get all of the way, he grabbed my arm.

      “Let me go, please.”

      Running his tongue across his lips and briefly glancing off like he was thinking, he said, “You a pretty ass girl, probably the prettiest a nigga don’ ever seen. You cool as fuck, and the pussy is as good as I thought it was, but, baby girl, I’m not the type of nigga you looking for.”

      “Yep,” was all I said as I snatched away from him, getting out of his car and making sure to slam his door.

      I didn’t think I was meant to be happy anyway, so I shouldn’t have expected much from Tony.

      Going in the house, I showered, brushed my teeth, and listened to “It’s Whatever” by Aaliyah on repeat, while ignoring Prince’s texts.
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      I didn’t have Camarih’s number, and even though I probably should’ve left her ass alone since I fucked already and wanted nothing more, I hit her ass up on Instagram. Her username was easy to remember since it was just her first name followed by the letters x and o.

      I scrolled through that muthafucka for a little bit before hitting her up. I expected her to be showing off the fact that she was fucking with a famous singer or some shit, but she was the opposite—lowkey as fuck, with her fine ass. All she did was post sexy pictures but not in a thirsty ass trap-a-nigga way.

      Me: Where you at?

      I messaged her.

      CamarihXO: Why?

      Me: Just answer the fucking question.

      CamarihXO: Home, doing research.

      Me: I want you to come through to the studio.

      CamarihXO: When?

      I smirked, while typing my reply, which said ‘right fucking now’.

      At the moment, it was slightly packed in here with some of the homies from around the hood, plus Eitan, Rahim, and about ten hoes. Drinks and weed were everywhere, and by this time, I was high off my ass and a little twisted off the Hennessy too. Rahim was playing back what Eitan had recorded, while everyone listened and chilled the fuck out.

      “Tony.” This one hoe Kenya walked up on me. Kenya was a cute ass brown-skinned bitch that I’d fucked a few times.

      “Sup.” I looked up at her since I was seated on the couch. Kenya descended into my lap, letting me feel all over her nice round titties.

      “I been missing you.”

      “You mean you miss this dick. No way you could miss me.” I lit the blunt in my hand and inhaled.

      “You don’t be calling me like you used to.”

      “I don’t be needing to fuck as much. I’m busy. And when I do make time for some pussy, it’s whatever is near me.”

      Kenya rolled her eyes.

      “I wish you would take me seriously; you know how much I like you. I would be the best fucking girlfriend you ever had.” She had a man, but that clearly ain’t matter.

      “I’m straight.”

      “Or you can let me give you some head.”

      Licking my lips, I eyed her mouth, reminiscing on my dick being inside that shit. Just then, I spotted Camarih standing in the doorway of the studio. I forgot her ass ain’t live far from here or me.

      “Camarih—”

      Before I could say anything, she turned to leave with the fucking quickness.

      “Damn!” Kenya hollered when I shoved her ass off of me and onto the floor, dropping my blunt on her wig.

      “Fuck out my way.” I stepped over her thirsty ass and darted out of the room. I sped up a little to catch Camarih’s power walking ass, gripping her body from behind.

      She had on some jeans that hugged her perfect, curvy body and one of them tops that only covered females’ titties and nothing else. She left her hair down, so I got a whiff of its soft ass scent as I held her body tightly, my dick pressing against her ass.

      “I have somewhere to be.” She spoke dryly, trying to peel my hands from her waist.

      “Nah the fuck you don’t.” I kissed on the side of her neck and shoulders, making her snatch away. “Why the fuck you so mad? You ain’t my bitch.” I frowned, keeping her wrist in my hand so she wouldn’t leave. The exit was only a few feet away.

      “Yeah, I know that. Thank you. I’m not asking to be either.”

      “So then what’s up?” I backed her into the wall, kissing her lips then her cheek.

      “I thought you invited me here to spend time with me, not come hang out at a function.” When I laughed, she rolled her eyes and tried to push a nigga off, but she was too weak.

      “You wanted me to yaself, huh?” I started kissing on her neck, still hemming her up against the wall. “Missing how deep I was in them guts, ain’t you.”

      I kissed her deeply before parting her lips and slipping my tongue into her mouth. She reciprocated immediately, while I groped and squeezed on her fat ass. I wanted this shit right muthafuckin now.

      “Tony?” A soft voice called out, but I ignored whoever the hoe was while I continued to tongue Camarih down and feel her fine ass up.

      Camarih turned away, so I was forced to see who the fuck had interrupted us, and it was none other than Joy, already looking like she was about to cry.

      “Wow, you invited all your women, huh?” Camarih tried to slip from being between me and the wall.

      “I ain’t invite that bitch!” I barked and felt Joy staring at me, I guess shocked. Camarih was too, as her lips parted while she turned to Joy to see what she would say as a reply.

      “Don’t you got a man? Does Prince know he’s fucking with a hoe?” Joy quizzed, folding her arms as she stared Camarih down.

      POP!

      Joy slid out of the open exit door on her ass once Camarih hit her in the fucking nose. That shit was sexy coming from her weird ass.

      “Don’t talk to me anymore, and keep your bitches away from me.” Camarih stormed out, but I followed her. When Joy grabbed my pants leg, I shoved her ass off and caught up with Camarih.

      “Aye, you kind of crazy.” I hugged her from the back, slipping my hand into the front of her jeans. She pushed me off, or tried to, but I just brought her back in for a kiss. “Listen, tomorrow, it’s gon’ be me and you. I swear to God.”

      I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing.

      “Like a date?” She peered up at me, looking all innocent and shit.

      “Uh… yeah, something like that. Be ready at 7 p.m.”

      “Okay. And Tony, if you don’t show up, don’t ever talk to me again. My time is valuable and not to be wasted.” She rolled her neck and shit.

      “I don’t know if I wanna choke you for being a smart ass or fuck you while choking you for being a smart ass.”

      She smacked her lips as I stood there, hands in the pockets of my gray sweats as I admired her short ass with a smirk. Her frown finally disappeared before a wide grin took its place, and she neared me, reaching up to palm the sides of my face. She stood on her tiptoes as I leaned down some to let her lips meet mine a couple times before she walked away, but not before I grabbed a handful of her ass.

      “How long are you gonna watch her?” Joy spoke up, making me glance over my shoulder for a second.

      After Camarih drove off, I headed back to the studio, and as I entered, passing Joy, I asked, “How long you gon’ wait around for me to make you my bitch when I don’ told you I only like fucking you?”

      I ain’t give her a chance to respond as I took my ass back to the studio room. A few minutes later, I got a text.

      (310) 555 - 4040: I hope you enjoy her broke ass because I’m done, Tony!

      Me: I will. You enjoy that broke ass nose.
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        * * *

      

      The next night…

      A nigga didn’t know shit about taking a bitch on a date, but I knew from watching movies and shit that females liked going to eat or to see a movie. The only time I went to a movie was if I was fucking in the back of it, but something told me Camarih’s ass wouldn’t go for that shit.

      It still baffled me that I even gave a fuck about what she wanted or thought. I assumed that after I fucked, I wouldn’t even think about her annoying ass, but I wrong as a muthafucka.

      I just wasn’t used to females like her, from the way she ran her smart-ass mouth to how she wasn’t always nagging a nigga for some attention or dick, but in the same breath had no issues asking me annoying ass questions and being nosy.

      Pulling up in front of her crib on 4th, I parked along the sidewalk and hopped out.

      “Wacko, what’s good?” This nigga Case that I knew from my few years in high school greeted me. I forgot he lived over here.

      It amazed me to see niggas I grew up with still doing the same shit we did at fifteen and sixteen years old. Muthafuckas never wanted to better themselves and hated the ones who did.

      “What’s good?” I slapped hands with him.

      “Nothing much. Who you know in that house? Camarih?” He rocked his head in the direction of her home, which we were standing in front of.

      “Why?” I frowned, not in the mood to answer this nigga’s questions. It wasn’t an obligation nor concern of mine.

      “Just wondering.”

      “Oh, aight. You should head back across the street though.”

      He gave me a look, and after a couple seconds, he nodded in agreement before jogging back to his porch.

      I made my way through the short rusty gate and then up the porch steps to ring the doorbell. A brown-skinned woman with brown hair, looking like an older version of Camarih, answered. This had to be her mama or a much older sister.

      “Can I help you?” she quizzed, taking me in salaciously.

      “I doubt it. Ya daughter here?”

      Before her moms could answer, some swole ass he-she stepped in front of her, sizing me up.

      “Who the fuck is you?” It sneered.

      “Bitch, if you don’t calm the fuck down, I’ll beat yo’ ass like the nigga you trying to be.”

      “Bitch?” She was about to lunge at me and land her face on my fist.

      “Bobi!” Camarih came just in time, nudging me back so we could leave.

      “Better get that Deebo ass bitch, Camarih. I hit she-males. I don’t give a fuck.” I hissed as Camarih led me down the porch steps as quickly as possible.

      “Stupid ass hoodlum,” it spat under its breath, so I left it alone. Clearly, whatever the fuck it was ain’t want no smoke, or it would’ve spoke up louder.

      I opened the passenger side of my car for Camarih, and then jogged around to get in on the driver’s side.

      “Oh my gosh. Why did you say all that?” She giggled, covering her mouth. I hadn’t noticed how good she looked in a lime green turtleneck type shit that was a dress. Her boots came up to her thick thighs, and she had her hair piled on top of her head like usual.

      She caught me admiring her ass, so I asked, “Why you wear this bright shit? Light skinned people ain’t supposed to rock neon, goofy.”

      Her smile faded as she looked over her outfit.

      “This looks good on me, okay? I wear whatever color I want.” She was popping that shit, but I could tell my comment bothered her.

      “You do, and you can.” I touched the exposed portion of her thigh then leaned over for a kiss. “What scent you got on?” I pulled off. I had to know because the shit was always in my fucking head.

      “It’s a skin butter I made. It’s part of my line. Why, you like it?” She smiled widely when I came to a red light.

      “Yeah. I’m trying to get a batch for my other hoes.” I laughed when she slapped the back of my head. “Nah, but on the real, you always smell good as fuck. You keep yourself up; I like that shit. Never be out here looking like yo’ pussy is funky and yo’ tongue is white.”

      Camarih burst into laughter, but I was serious.

      “Well thank you. You look nice too.” She touched the collar of my polo shirt. “You were really about to fight Bobi, huh?” She laughed.

      “Who?”

      “My mom’s girlfriend who was at the door.”

      “Oh, Big Bertha. Hell yeah I was. Knock the shit out that bitch. She lucky you came when you did.”

      “I wouldn’t have cared if you did.”

      “You wouldn’t be mad if I hit ya step daddy?”

      “No.” She chuckled. “I don’t like her too much. She’s one of the main reasons I want to move out.”

      “She be fucking with you?”

      Camarih glanced at me like she was thinking, then replied, “No, no, she’s just annoying.”

      I knew her muthafuckin ass was lying. Probably because she could sense that I’d turn this damn car around and fuck big Cleo up.

      We’d finally made it to the rooftop theatre downtown after weaving through all of the LA traffic on the 110 and shit.

      “It’s seven dollars to park, sir.” The attendant let me know as Camarih and I tread through the lot.

      “I got you when we come back.”

      “No. You must pay beforehand.”

      “Nigga, I said I got you when I come back. Keep talking and I’ll crack yo’ shit and rob this whole setup.”

      “Oh my gosh.” Camarih covered her eyes with one hand.

      Old boy left me the fuck alone, and I wasn’t even the slightest bit worried that he’d tow my shit. Nigga was wise enough to see an ass whooping on the horizon.

      “You pick where we sit,” I told Camarih once we had our snacks.

      I only got candy, but her greedy ass got a whole fucking meal, knowing how expensive this shit was. If I didn’t hit by the end of the night, I was pulling all her fucking hair out.

      “This is a good spot.” Camarih rushed excitedly, pulling me. It was good to see her so happy and shit. “I’ve never been to see a rooftop movie before.” She shoved popcorn into her mouth once we sat down, while looking me dead in the eyes.

      “Aye, you corny as fuck.” When she shrugged, I added, “It’s cute though. I like it.”

      “’Cause you like me.”

      “Nah, not really. I think you fine and ya pussy is good.”

      “Talk a little louder, Tony. And no, you just spent forty dollars on snacks for me. You like me.”

      She was right. Annoying ass.

      “Fuck out of here. I just wanna fuck.”

      “You. Kiss. Every. Girl. You. Just. Wanna. Fuck?” She pecked me gently with her juicy ass lips after every word.

      “The shit is starting, and you talking too damn much.” I frowned, shaking my head as she laughed.

      This rooftop theatre mainly played classics and films that had maybe been in theaters for some months to a year or so ago. Tonight was Coming To America, which I was happy about since I could fuck with that movie.

      It was nighttime, so they had these shits similar to Christmas lights hanging over everybody as we sat back and watched.
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      I could barely pay attention to the movie because I was so excited to be here with Tony. I kept my cool on the exterior, but inside, I felt all giddy. I knew I was setting myself up for failure by even entertaining him, but I couldn’t help myself. He was sexy, thugged out, and it was something about his personality that was magnetic, despite him being completely callous and disrespectful.

      Halfway through the movie, I slipped my hand into his. He gave me a look but locked his fingers with mine. When I laid my head on his shoulder, he shifted to kiss my lips, which eventually turned into some deep ass tongue kissing. I knew my lips would be red, but I really didn’t care.

      After the movie, we decided to get something to eat at this cute Mexican food spot named Broken Spanish.

      “Thank you for putting aside time.” I propped my head up on my fists. Tony and I were seated across from one another.

      “You cool as fuck. I don’t mind.” He tucked his lips. I got a glimpse of the tattoos all over his neck as he briefly looked off. “Pretty females get what they want.”

      “So what’s your deal with Joy?”

      “Ain’t no deal. We fuck around.”

      “How many girls do you fuck around with?” I cocked my head. I didn’t know if I wanted to hear the answer.

      “Just you.”

      “Lies.”

      “Well tonight, I’m trying to. You the first bitc—female I don’ took on an actual date.”

      “Really? I must be special.”

      “Something like that. I like fucking with you. All bitches is the same to me, but it’s something about yo’ pretty ass.” His lids lowered as he put the glass to his lips to sip the dark liquor he’d ordered. “You spending the night with me.”

      “I don’t know. I would have to get clothes and—”

      “I’m not asking you, Buttascotch.” He gave me that sexy, lazy smirk when he saw me roll my eyes.

      “Fine, if you want me to.” I looked away from him because my cheeks got hot from smiling at him.

      “What, you in love with a nigga or some shit? Let me find out.”

      “Negro, you wish.”

      He chuckled subtly as he rose up some then pressed his cold lips to mine before saying, “I gotta piss. I be right back.”

      When he walked away, I finally felt like I could breathe. I was enjoying him and his time, but he made me nervous still.

      Tony returned right when our plates came, so we continued to talk as we ate. It was crazy how I felt so comfortable with him, somewhat, when I barely knew the man. I hadn’t enjoyed spending time with a man this much since Driz.

      After Tony paid the bill, we drove back to his place in our neighborhood of Leimert Park. Once inside, he cut the heater on since I expressed that I was cold, and then we went to his bedroom.

      It smelled like fresh linen in here, which I was surprised about because most men had rooms that smelled like feet or old food.

      It was clean as well, with only a few hoodies thrown over a brown leather armchair. He kept it simple with just a King bed, dresser, the previously mentioned chair, and a nightstand. He had a few art pieces on the wall of anthropomorphic animals doing things like playing pool, cards, driving, and lying by the pool.

      “This is clean,” I commented.

      “Always. I’ll be right back.” He left out.

      As I continued to look around his room, peeking into his closet full of Vans, Pumas, Jordans, slides, and Chuck Taylors, I heard a ping. Turning around, I spotted his phone on the dresser with the screen lit up. I slowly made my way over and saw he had a text from a woman, but it was locked, so I could only see her name.

      Once he came back, I said, “One of your hoes, Jilly, needs your attention.”

      “Oh.” He grabbed it up. “Yeah, she on her way so we can have a threesome.” He pulled me close after replying to the bitch and tried to kiss me. I immediately turned away.

      “Are you fucking serious?” I felt my brows dip. He had a straight face, so he must have been serious.

      “It’s my fucking sister, Camarih.” He let me go and began removing his clothes and shoes. I was surprised to see him lock his gun up. I didn’t know he had it on him.

      Tony pulled some sweats from his drawer and slipped them on before leading me to the bed.

      “You have a sister?” I inquired when he pulled me between his legs. I was standing, and he was seated. His chest was so chiseled, and was the only portion covered in tattoos like his arms, neck, and hands. The one going across his collarbone read Leimert Park’s Finest.

      “I do. Younger than me.”

      “I’m sorry. I’m not even your girlfriend and look at me.” I covered my face in shame. I was ready to go home.

      “Lay down,” he instructed, so I removed my thigh high boots before climbing onto the bed. “Why you stay over here when yo’ nigga balling?”

      Shrugging, I replied, “Because his money isn’t my money.” I added another shrug because Tony’s stare was making me uncomfortable.

      “No way would I be rich as fuck yet have my bitch in the hood. These new aged niggas be on some bitch shit.”

      “I think Prince is a couple years older than you.” I laughed, but Tony was stale faced.

      “Probably is, but I was raised differently than my peers, so we ain’t the same.” I nodded, taking in his words. “That’s why I told you, you don’t realize how fucking fine yo’ ass is. You way too muthafuckin pretty and smart for that to be yo’ nigga.” He touched my hair, and for some reason, I liked the small gesture.

      “Thank you. I guess I never paid much attention to my looks.”

      “You ain’t had the right nigga then. ’Cause they would’ve been putting that shit in ya head from day one.”

      Men had tried to get with me and told me how beautiful I was since I was twelve years old, but I admit, it was different coming from a man you liked, even when you knew you shouldn’t be liking him.

      “Well Prince isn’t my man anymore and hasn’t been since the day I first saw you.” I looked away momentarily at his firm but comfy pillow that I was lying on. “I’m pretty sure he cheated with my best friend and got her pregnant. Then the night at the club, he gave his boss permission to sleep with me.” As soon as I said the last part, I regretted it. To know Prince didn’t value me at all was humiliating.  “I don’t know why I told you that. I’m so embarrassed.” I pressed my face into the pillow.

      Turning my head back to face him, Tony replied, “Only muthafucka that should be embarrassed is that nigga. He stay letting another nigga punk his ass for you. Including me.” He pulled me close to him, kissing me.

      “What’s your real name? Anthony? No, Antoine. You look like an Antoine.”

      “Nah. That’s some Rico Suave gay shit. Houston.”

      “Oh.” I wasn’t expecting that, but I liked it. “That’s so cute.”

      “Fuck out of here.”

      Giggling, I asked, “You say you’re not crazy, but they call you Tony Wacko?”

      “Other muthafuckas think I’m crazy, but I don’t.”

      “You are.” I put my leg on him for some reason. How was I so comfortable? I didn’t know him!

      “Yo’ skin is so fucking soft.” He rubbed my thigh before leaning down and over to kiss it. “That’s how I know whatever the fuck you selling, these dry ass females is gon’ buy.”

      “You think so?” I cheesed. No one had ever said anything like that to me. Everyone close to me, even Isis, saw my skin products as a hobby.

      “Yeah. You be making that shit yaself, huh?”

      “Yeah. I try to make as much as possible, to keep inventory, but sometimes I don’t have enough to buy all that I need. Angel Skin doesn’t pay that much, and I have to pay my mom room rent.”

      I left out the fact that I worked in the back of Club Dose. I was pretty sure he wouldn’t approve.

      “Aye, you should bring all that shit to the studio. It be hella hoes in that muthafucka, looking cracked out and shit. I know once they see you, they’ll bite. And if not, I’ll pull my heat out and make them buy all yo’ stock.”

      I began laughing, but I saw he wasn’t.

      “You really would let me do that?”

      “Be there on Monday in the evening. Guarantee you gon’ sell out or else.”

      “Thank you.” I grinned widely, and he pinched my chin like always. “What’s your favorite food?”

      “Nah, get out of here with that corny shit. Why you so fucking corny?” He twisted up his handsome face.

      “Tell me!”

      “Pizza with ranch sauce, but only to dip it. I don’t like that shit poured all over the fucking food. That’s gay.”

      “That was specific; someone must’ve done that before.” I chuckled.

      “Yeah, one of the homies. Had to slap the dog shit out of him. I don’t play about my fucking food.” And he was serious. He slapped a man over… pizza. “What’s yours?”

      “Orange chicken but the real kind, not from those cheap Chinese food places.”

      “Yet yo’ ass was up in Hong Kong ready to throw down.”

      Snickering, I touched the hair on his chin before he began kissing me. As soon as his tongue slipped into my mouth, he started to pull my dress up. He had it off in no time and used only one hand to unhook my bra without looking.

      “Tony, we shouldn’t if we can’t date.” I moaned as he started to suck my nipples. He’d pushed me onto my back while tugging down my thong.

      “We can just be close.” He came up to kiss me. He got my underwear past my feet then removed his bottoms. Getting back between my legs, he slipped his fingers inside me and said, “I wanna eat yo’ shit so bad, but I want it soaking wet.” He bit down on his lip, staring me in the eyes as he fingered me.

      I could feel my nectar coating his fingers, as I dug my nails into his skin.

      “Mmm.” I whimpered, gripping his strong arms as he sped up. I trembled as I came, so he lowered down onto me, putting my legs over his forearms before pressing the head of his dick at my opening.

      “Fuck, Camarih!” Tony grumbled, sucking my neck as he glided in and out. I could feel him deep inside of me, and I wondered if he was rearranging my insides.

      Coming up some, he held the front of my neck and fucked me hard, making our skin clap together. In no time, I was releasing, and heavily because I felt the sheets under me dampen.

      Tony smiled as he pulled out, looking between my legs. He began planting kisses down my stomach, before placing my thighs on his shoulders. He licked and sucked my inner thighs as he neared my box, before slowly starting to eat my pussy.

      “Ah…” I cooed, gripping his short cut, kinky hair.

      I was drenched below, but clearly, he liked it that way, as he moaned softly while sucking my clit. I grinded very slowly against his mouth, massaging his hair, and when he slipped his tongue into my opening, I released violently.

      “Put ya legs up.”

      As directed, I put my legs up, and Tony dove right back in, making sure his tongue touched every crevice. His tongue was like a damn snake, attacking my clit with the perfect pressure as he sucked it. I released again, so he put my legs down, kissed my pussy for a little bit, then trailed his lips up my quivering body.

      “Baby.” I whimpered before we started to kiss.

      “I could yo’ eat pussy all fucking day.” He sucked my lips then down my collarbone to lick my nipples. “Yo’ body is pretty as fuck.”

      He ran his big hands all over me, before flipping me over and putting my face in the pillow. Propping my ass up, Tony slid inside of me from behind and began pounding me hard. We were sweating, so the clashing of our skin was as loud as ever, as I cried out while gripping the sheets. I felt him hold my ass cheeks apart as he beat it up, not caring that I was dripping down my inner thighs.

      “Mm, ahh,” I sniveled before losing my voice.

      Tony yanked my head back by my hair with one hand as the other spanked and grabbed on my ass. The dick felt so good, I could only close my eyes and clench my teeth as I felt yet another orgasm on the tide. For the sixth time tonight, I came down his thick dick.

      He pulled out of me, pressing his chest into my back, while sucking my lips from the side.

      “Get on your knees.” He helped me out of the bed and onto the floor, where he sat on the edge of the bed with a brick hard dick.

      I took it into my mouth, sucking sloppily and letting my tongue tease the sides and the tip. Hearing him moan was so sexy, so I kept it up, putting my all into it. His dick was drenched even more than it already was, as I bobbed on it nastily. In no time, he was cumming in my mouth, and for the first time in my life, I swallowed.

      Pulling me off of his dick by my hair, he just stared down into my face as I panted, licking my lips. He brought me up into his lap with ease, so that I was straddling him, while he kissed all over my face, lips, and neck. I just caressed his head, loving his scent and touch. I was obsessed with how our naked bodies felt pressed against one another.

      “I like being close to you,” I admitted.

      “You can’t fuck nobody else. This pussy right here belongs to me.” He lifted me with no problem before bringing me onto his dick. “You understand me?” He looked me in the eyes as he moved me up and down his long and thick shaft.

      I was paralyzed due to his size, but I nodded.
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        A week later…

      

      

      I toked on the blunt in my hand while bobbing my head to Eitan’s new track he’d recorded. The shit had to be perfect, and if it wasn’t, he was gon’ bring his ass back in here and do it again. Call it what you want, but any nigga on my team was only allowed to release heat and nothing less. Because once niggas heard that one garbage track, they’d never listen again.

      “You so fine, nigga.” This bitch Jessica smirked up at me as she began to loosen the buckle on my jeans.

      “Shut up. Only thing you need to be doing is sucking me off. I’m trying to listen to this shit.” I blew out smoke.

      “Yes, daddy.”

      “Fuck I tell you about that daddy shit? Hurry the fuck up ’fore I kick yo’ stupid ass out.”

      I turned the music up even louder so Jessica wouldn’t ruin my high and soften my dick. Fucking with Camarih had these other hoes irritating the fuck out of me even more than usual. Her ass was nothing like them, and that was a fucking compliment.

      I leaned back in my chair, up by the mixer, enjoying the weed filling my lungs and Jessica’s mouth on my dick as the song blasted. About two songs had played before I was done, and the nut was underwhelming.

      “Better than that light skin, huh?” Jessica wiped the corners of her mouth when I came back from cleaning my dick in the bathroom.

      “What?” I frowned, confused as I descended back into the chair.

      “That little light-skinned hoe you’ve been fucking around with. Everybody knows you’ve been messing with her.” Jessica got back down on her knees, rubbing her hands up my jeans. Her ass was a light skin too. “I saw her buying some Adidas yesterday at the Crenshaw mall. Me and the homegirls were about to jump her ass. Ah!” Jessica screeched when I smacked her hating ass.

      “Get the fuck up.” I snatched her up by her arm, as she cried like I gave a fuck, and damn near dragged her out the studio room and to the exit. “And if anything happens to Camarih, I’m pushing yo’ shit back.”

      “Tony—”

      I slammed the door before she could finish and headed back to my listening session.

      I was done a few hours later and texted Eitan to let him know the songs in particular that I thought needed work, before driving to my dad’s crib.

      My stepmom still lived there, along with my little sister Jilly, so I liked to drop by to check on her. I knew around this time, Brielle’s thirsty ass wouldn’t be over there, which was cool. She only rolled through in hopes that we would run into each other and I would let her suck me up. On a few occasions, she’d caught me.

      As I parked my whip in front of the house my father used to live in off Olmstead, I saw I had a text from Camarih.

      Buttascotch: Cute?

      She attached a picture of her in some lace panties with the matching bra, but of course her weird ass had on some sort of pink facemask. Bitch was sexy even with that shit on her face; that was how a nigga knew she was certified. Her golden curly hair was down, and all I could think about was pulling on that shit while beating her pussy up from the back.

      Declining to reply, I locked my phone and put that shit in my pocket, taking a deep breath.

      Camarih had me on her ass, and I didn’t like the shit. I was perfectly fine getting my dick wet when I needed to without shit else being involved. But the fact that she had a nigga putting claim on her pussy and thinking about her when I was doing normal shit, like playing a video game, was fucking with me. I even liked kissing her. I just smacked another hoe for saying she was gon’ jump her. The fuck?

      I didn’t wanna ever be tied to no bitch, so maybe if I ignored her, my feelings would go away.

      I climbed out of the car and made my way up the driveway and to the door. As I stuck my key in, I heard rustling, so I quickly pushed the door in.

      “Hey, bro!” Jilly wore a stupid ass smile.

      “Who the fuck was in here?” I asked immediately, closing the door behind me.

      “Nobody, Tony. Don’t start no shit—Tony!” Jilly shouted when I darted to the back where her bedroom was.

      I searched all around that muthafucka before coming up short.

      “Where he at, Jilly? I ain’t stupid.” I walked out of her room slowly, still looking on the low.

      “Nobody is here, Houston.”

      Suddenly, something told me to check the linen closet, and the way Jilly jumped on my back when I twisted the knob let me know I’d hit the jackpot. Upon opening it, I saw her bitch ass boyfriend Vernon on the floor like the hoe that he was.

      “Look, man—”

      “Tony, stop!” Jilly screeched when I snatched his ass out and punched him dead in his face.

      “Didn’t I say I was gon’ fuck you up if you came through here?” I hissed as he cupped his nose.

      Vernon finally swung on me, and missed, so I hit his ass in the stomach then proceeded to fuck him up. When I felt like I had almost killed him, I dragged him outside by his collar as Jilly screamed at the top of her lungs.

      “What the hell is going on?” My stepmom Miranda came to the door just as I forced Vernon into his whip and told his ass to bounce.

      “Tony acting fucking stupid and crazy again!” Jilly sobbed hysterically as she stormed back in the house. I followed, nodding my head to say ‘what’s up’ to Miranda.

      “Hey, baby. I’m sorry. I had no idea he was here.”

      “I’m sure,” I replied, allowing her to hug me before she went back to her bedroom. Sitting next to Jilly on the couch, I said, “Who the fuck you calling stupid?”

      “You, muthafucka!” She quipped. “Ow!” She yelped when I pinched the shit out of her cheek like I always did when she got smart. Had she not been my baby sister, her lip would’ve been busted.

      I respected no females who weren’t my mother, rest in peace, and my little sister.

      “I told you he can’t come over here. I pay bills around this muthafucka, so what I say goes. You wanna lay up with his broke ass, get yo’ own spot. You old enough.”

      Jilly was twenty-three years old, but she would always be sixteen in my eyes when it came to these niggas. I would never be completely cool with her having a nigga, but I knew the shit was inevitable. However, I wasn’t gon’ tolerate my baby sister being with a punk ass nigga. Vernon was a bitch, and something about him didn’t smell right, so I didn’t approve of him fucking with Jilly in the slightest.

      “You are not my daddy, Tony.”

      “I don’t wanna be ya fucking daddy. But I’m yo’ brother, and I’m gon’ protect you. You want a boyfriend, get you a real nigga, not some hoe.”

      “Anyway, can I have some money?”

      “For what, muthafucka?”

      Smiling but rolling her eyes, she replied, “Some shoes.”

      “Nah. I told you I’ll only get you the necessities. You need a fucking job. Come clean up at the studio.”

      “Umm no, I’m too cute. I wanna be a stylist. Connect me with some of the celebrities you know.”

      “Fuck out of here. Work for what you want. And remember, I’m not yo’ daddy, right?”

      I didn’t mind helping Jilly, but she was a spoiled brat. She was used to my pops buying her whatever, despite him not even having it like that, and I admit, in the past, I had done the same. But I realized I’d taken away her ability to hustle.

      “You annoying.” She sucked her teeth, so I clawed her side since I knew she was ticklish. “Stop! I’m angry at you!” She screeched just as the doorbell rang.

      I went to answer it and saw it was my maternal cousin Carter. He was cool, but we were nothing alike, so we didn’t really hang out much. We were close as fuck as little kids though. After age seven, we started to drift ’cause I was into some bad shit, and he was soft.

      “Sup.” We slapped hands.

      “Sup. My mama cooked, so I brought the leftovers since I know Jilly loves her macaroni.” Carter held up the bag of plates. “It’s enough for you to have some too.”

      “Cool.” I nodded before returning to sit down on the couch. Like always, Camarih crossed my mind. I kept thinking about that picture text, so I took my phone out to reply. So much for ignoring her.

      Me: Fine as fuck. The panties make me think about eating ya pussy.

      Me: I can still taste it.

      Soon as I hit send, I got another look at the photo.

      “You mess with Ari?” Jilly questioned, stuffing her face just as Carter took a seat in the recliner adjacent to us with a plate of pie.

      “Who?”

      “Tony, you know who I’m talking about. She dates the singer Prince. The streets been saying y’all mess around.”

      “She the homie.”

      “The homie? Since when do you hang with girls that pretty and don’t fuck them, Tony?”

      “Ain’t say I didn’t fuck.” I got up to get some food.

      “Ugh.” Jilly rolled her eyes. “She’s beautiful, and she seems low-key.”

      I was on Camarih enough; I didn’t need my sister pointing out her good traits.

      My phone rang on the coffee table as soon as I returned with my plate and sat down. I saw it was Joy, so I hit ignore.

      “She loves you, bro.” Jilly laughed with her ghetto ass.

      “Yeah man, why you be dogging Joy like that?” Carter piped in, setting his empty plate on the coffee table.

      “Nigga, if you got a problem with it, why don’t you start fucking her?”

      “Nah, it’s not even like that. I just feel like she’s a sweet, beautiful girl, and she loves you like Jilly said, so why not wife her? That shit is hard to find.”

      “Her being in love with me ain’t got shit to do with me, bruh. I don’t want the bitch, and when I do, it’s only to fuck. Now be my guest and wife her if you want to ’cause I really don’t give a fuck.” I stared his ass in the eyes. “Or if it really bothers you, we can square the fuck up.”

      “Tony, stop.” Jilly touched my shoulder. “Carter, he don’t want Joy because he’s in love with Camarih.”

      “Aye, kill it, Jilly.” I glanced at her foolish ass as she died laughing.

      I didn’t need nobody wishing that love plague on a nigga.

      “Okay, okay, well can I meet her so I can ask her how I can get her same body? I’m too broke for a BBL. She so fine but don’t be thotting on the gram. If I looked like that, I’d be doing all types of shi—I’m kidding!” She shouted, cackling when I yanked her ponytail.

      I continued chilling with my sister and cousin for a little bit, and I could tell Carter was still peeved. I’d already told his ass what he could do though, so he needed to take those options or shut the fuck up.

      I left the house around 9 p.m., and since I didn’t have to do shit until tomorrow evening, I couldn’t help but to hit Camarih up.

      “You didn’t reply to my text.” She picked up.

      “I did. I told you I wanted to eat you.” I licked my lips, coming to a stop at the red light.

      “No. I replied after that.”

      “My bad, Buttascotch. You wanna just tell me in person?” I couldn’t come right out and say I wanted to see her ass.

      “You want me to just come over, or spend the night with you?”

      “The latter. You know I don’t like letting yo’ ass leave.” I shook my head at my words as I neared her mama’s house.

      “Okay. I will pack a bag.” I could hear her smiling.

      “Aight. I’m gonna be outside in like five minutes.”

      I was anxious as fuck to see her ass, so I got out of the car to smoke. By the time I was finished, I heard her front door close, so I popped some gum into my mouth. I watched as she came toward me wearing tights that hugged her thighs and hips, a short t-shirt that showed her toned stomach, and those Adidas Jessica mentioned her buying. Shit was simple, but Camarih could rock anything.

      “Hi.” She dropped her bag and jumped on me.

      “You stay doing corny shit.” I held her up by her plump ass before she pressed her lips to mine.

      We kissed for a little bit before I let her down, grabbing her bag to throw into the back seat. She had me opening doors for her ass, so once she was safely in my passenger seat, I shut the door.

      Once we were on the road, listening to music, I felt her small hands in my lap, trying to unbuckle my jeans.

      “You missed me, huh?”

      “Something like that.” I attempted to move her hands on the sly, but it didn’t work. Jessica had sucked me up earlier, and I needed to shower before I let Camarih do the same shit. I usually wouldn’t care, but like I said, Camarih had me on some other shit.

      “You don’t want me to?” She finally caught on.

      “I do, but I been in the streets all day. I need to clean up before all that other shit.”

      “You been in the streets or a hoe?”

      I pulled into my driveway then cut the car off before exiting without answering.
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      I watched Tony pull and lock his gate before getting my bag out of the back seat then opening my door.

      “You gon’ get out?”

      “I guess. But don’t touch me.” I slipped past him and walked up to his door to wait for him to let us in.

      Walking up the stairs with my bag over his shoulder, he looked so good. I loved his height and build plus all of those tattoos.

      “Come here.” He pulled me close before backing me against the space next to his front door. He smelled bomb as hell. Gripping my ass in his hands, he pecked my lips then my neck before saying, “Ain’t we agree to just be close?”

      “If we’re just close, then why did you lie?”

      “Because I knew yo’ ass was gon’ have an attitude, and I wanna have a good night with you.”

      “I’m not mad. I don’t expect certain things anymore.” I glanced off for a second.

      “Fuck you mean?”

      “All that happy ending crap is not meant for me. I don’t expect us to fall in love or for you to treat me like some queen or whatever women are into nowadays. That’s for other people, not me. Things that make me happy, I don’t get them, and when I do get them, they don’t last.”

      Tony’s brows dipped as he stared down at me. A few moments passed before he took my hand and led me inside. Placing my bag down, he sat on the couch and then brought me into his lap.

      “Why you think that?” He finally spoke.

      “Because that’s how life has been working for me. The only person who cared about me was killed, and people I thought cared, like my ex best friend or Prince, really don’t at all.” I didn’t want to cry in front of him or in front of anyone. I hated sympathy, but I couldn’t help but to speak my mind at the moment.

      “I care about you.” Tony kissed my neck.

      “No, you care about me as far as wanting to fuck me, not the kind I’m talking about.” I looked off at his clean carpet.

      “I slapped a bitch today for saying she thought about jumping you.” He made me face him, and I began chuckling.

      “You’re lying.”

      “Swear to fucking God I’m not. Yeah, I enjoy getting up inside you, Camarih, but all this other shit, I wouldn’t be doing if I ain’t give a fuck.”

      I couldn’t believe he’d actually done that for me. Staring him in the face for a little bit, I kissed him then turned to straddle his lap. Like always, his hands went right to my ass, giving it a hard squeeze.

      “Thank you.”

      “Who died?”

      “My ex boyfriend, years ago. He got robbed and killed right in front of me.”

      “Over here?” Tony frowned. He was so fine that I had to kiss him before answering.

      “No, in Watts. That’s where I lived from ages eighteen to twenty-one, with my father. But after my boyfriend died, he made me come live in Leimert Park again.”

      “Damn. I don’ seen a lot of the homies get gunned down, but I couldn’t imagine it being a muthafucka I chose to be with.” It was quiet then he added, “I can’t believe I ain’t ever seen yo’ fine ass before.” His tongue ran across his bottom lip as he eyed my body.

      “You probably had but just forgot.”

      “Nah. I wouldn’t forget a bitch that looked like you.”

      I loved how he gassed me; it was something new. Driz definitely complimented me, but not the way Tony did. I just didn’t get why he didn’t want to at least try dating seriously.

      He texted me all the time, we talked on the phone frequently, and he always wanted to see me. I did all those things too; however, I wasn’t the one claiming I just wanted to be friends. I’d only known him for a little bit, so I wasn’t expecting him to be my man just yet, but I wanted something.

      “Why don’t you want a girlfriend? Someone broke your heart?”

      “Fuck no. Ain’t shit deep about it. I like to fuck different females and when I want to. I don’t desire to lay up with the same bitch every night and be forced to be faithful to her ass. I want no parts of the shit.”

      His words made my heart sink to the pit of my stomach, but what did I expect? Tony was always brutally honest.

      “You hungry?” I changed the subject.

      “Yeah. You gon’ cook for yo’ nigga?” He gave me that sexy grin.

      I rolled my eyes as he kissed on my neck, before stepping out of his lap. I went into his kitchen to see what I could find and decided to make chicken bowls since he had some cutlets, rice, beans, and even some salsa.

      While I cooked, I noticed Tony was on his computer working the whole time. I liked how ambitious he was because it made me want to be the same way.

      The food was done in about forty-five minutes, so I prepared the bowls then brought them out to the living room where he was. It was still dark, but we, for some reason, ate in it anyway.

      “I ain’t know you could cook. You actually seasoned this shit too.” He kissed me.

      “I can cook very well, for your information, and most black women season their food.”

      “Nah, not really. I don’ ran across a few hoes that didn’t.”

      “Is every woman a hoe?”

      “Pretty much,” he replied nonchalantly as he stuffed his face.

      We finished our food and then smoked together, before brushing our teeth then hopping into the shower. It was steamy as hell already, but us kissing made it even hotter.

      I didn’t think this man couldn’t get any more good looking, but seeing the shower water run down his tall frame was a sight for sore eyes. I wanted to leave him alone since he wasn’t offering what I wanted, but for some reason, I couldn’t. I wanted him too badly.

      “I’m not really in the mood,” I expressed, thinking about him doing whatever he did with some other bitch earlier.

      He paused then asked, “What’s gon’ make you happy?”

      Before I could answer, he’d lifted me up, letting the water rain down on both of us, rinsing any leftover soap that may have been there. As soon as I opened my mouth to speak, Tony slid me down onto his dick, filling me up and stretching me. He kept intense eye contact with me as he moved me up and down his dick, our wet bodies colliding together perfectly.

      “You.” I whimpered as he suckled my bottom lip into his mouth.

      “You sure?” He bit his lip, speeding up.

      I couldn’t say anything just yet as the orgasm seized my body. It sounded as if a whole audience was giving a round of applause with the way our bodies clapped together under the warm water. Tony showed my pussy no mercy, gripping my body tightly in his large hands as he fucked me.

      “I want you, Tony.” My voice trembled heavily.

      “Who this pussy belong to?” He hammered me, taking away my voice box again.

      “Yo-u, Houston.”
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      Today was exciting because I was going to Tony’s studio with some of my products. I made sure to have a big batch and even created a cute little price menu for the ladies to look at. I was hoping they would be interested because I’d worked hard whipping up all of this stuff.

      At the moment, I was inside of Crenshaw mall because I wanted to get some new sandals. I mainly only had tennis shoes, and since it was starting to heat up in LA, I needed more than the old Fendi slides I usually rocked.

      “I knew it was your pretty ass even from across the way,” I heard a female voice say. Turning to look away from the cute shoes, I saw this girl named Shanece.

      Shanece worked for a music magazine, so we’d met the few times that they’d featured Prince. Because I was always a sitting duck during his shoots and interviews, Shanece would always make conversation with me and bring me snacks. She was a cool girl, funny too, and always trying to tell me I should be modeling or using my looks for cash.

      “Hey, how are you?” I chuckled, giving her a hug.

      “Fine. Prince came through the other day, and I was surprised I didn’t see you. I was looking forward to our chit chats.”

      “Yeah, well you won’t be seeing me up there anymore. Prince and I are done with for good.”

      “Oh.” Shanece looked surprised. “Well then maybe we should exchange numbers?”

      “Yeah, okay.”

      I didn’t have Isis anymore, and honestly, I wasn’t sure why Shanece and I hadn’t exchanged numbers in the past. I guess because we were always so caught up talking during our time together that it just never happened.

      “Cool.” She locked her phone once I typed my information in. “I’ll text you, and we can go to lunch or something.”

      “Sounds good.”

      Once Shanece left, I tried on the sandals then purchased them. I went straight home to package up my stuff and get my little cart to be able to wheel everything in, and thankfully, both my mama and Bobi were out of the house.

      Once I closed the door to my trunk, I saw Prince standing there.

      “Baby—”

      WHAM!

      Before he could say anything, I sent my fist into his face. He reached for me, to do what, I wasn’t sure of, but I kicked him in the nuts then punched his ass in the face again.

      “Don’t show up to my place again, Phillip, or I’m gonna do worse.” I walked past him to pull my driver’s side door open.

      “Bitch, what the fuck you think this is!” Prince yanked me backward by my hair and slapped me across the face.

      I spun around and fell over the trunk of my car, so when he came toward me, I kicked his ass in the stomach. I knew if he slapped me again, I may pass out, so I went ham on his nuts with my foot. It wasn’t hard due to me having on slides, the Fendi ones he bought me ironically, but judging by his wails, it was working enough.

      When he dropped to the floor, crying damn near, with blood trickling from his mouth and nose because of my hits moments ago, I rushed to get into my car and pulled off. The studio was less than ten minutes from me, so I was trying to calm myself down before I went in there. I didn’t want to appear upset or bothered in anyway.

      “Shit.” I mumbled when I saw blood drip onto my jeans. His stupid ass had busted my nose.

      I found a spot in the back, which is where Tony instructed me to park, and then dug through my purse for something to clean my face with. Thankfully I had makeup wipes in there and some travel tissue in my glove box. Once I’d touched up my face, I got out to get my shit to go inside.

      As soon as I entered the studio room, I saw a bunch of women hanging out, some smoking, some drinking, and some just relaxing. There were guys too, but only about six including Tony.

      Music was playing loudly, but Tony told them to turn it down once his eyes landed on me. Rising up from his seat, he started toward me, and I just couldn’t help but to admire him. On his tall frame were a pair of light blue jeans that sagged only a little. He wore a white polo type shirt that showed the tattoos covering his neck and forearms. My favorite was the one going across his collarbone reading Leimert Park’s Finest. It wasn’t visible at the moment, but I knew it was there.

      The royal blue Old Skool Vans on his feet appeared to be newly out of the box. His hair looked freshly tapered on the sides, right along with his facial hair, and that pecan skin was lickable, per usual. Tony’s cologne hit me pleasantly as he got closer, despite the fact that he was smoking a blunt.

      Smirking with his cute ass, he pulled me in and kissed my lips, making sure not to burn me with the blunt in his hand. As soon as his mouth left mine, all eyes from the women, and even some of the niggas, were on me.

      “Aye, cut the shit completely off for a second.” Tony took another toke on the blunt as some brown-skinned dude did what was asked. “This is Camarih; she’s gorgeous as fuck.”

      “Thank you.” I giggled shyly, not knowing what that had to do with my products.

      “So I let the homies invite most of you hoes because y’all some ashy ass females, and ya skin don’t be looking right at fucking all.” Pulling me in front of him so that my back was against his chest, he continued. “If y’all wanna look like this in the face instead of a seventy-year-old grandma, I suggest you hoes—”

      “Tony, I got it.” I cut his insulting ass off as his friends cackled. “So ladies, I have face butters, face oils, as well as body butters and oils. It’s all natural, and I even have a natural perfume.”

      For a moment, the girls just looked at me, but then the sound of a safety being taken off of a gun prompted some chatter.

      “You use this?” one girl asked.

      “Yep. I don’t use anything else,” I proudly responded.

      “Well shit, if I can glow like that, then I need it.” She got up to come see my prices. The other ten to fifteen ladies followed suit, and Tony stood right there, overseeing with his gun in hand and blunt between his full sexy lips.

      His mean mug as he looked on was so cute. I could tell he was interested in the stuff I was saying when explaining what was what to the women, plus the best ways to use it. Him telling some women what they needed to buy was insulting to them and funny too.

      I ended up selling everything, and at the urging of Tony, I took down some preorders since they had the money right then. I didn’t think I would, but I liked having him here with me. He was super motivating, and like I said, the only person in my life who seemed to care about what I had a passion for.

      I ended up staying at the studio for the rest of the night, happy about the $1,500 I’d made. The most I’d ever gotten before was about $350, so this was only pushing me to make more. Anyhow, I was able to relax and not stress about my business and life goals for once.

      Although the girls bought me out, they still weren’t too happy about the closeness between Tony and me. I sat in his lap most of the time, except for when they ordered food, and even then, we were sitting extra close. He wasn’t afraid to kiss me here and there too. I knew he wasn’t the affectionate type, so it was nice seeing such a gangsta be this way.

      By midnight, everyone had left except us two, and I wasn’t complaining.

      “Thank you again.” I smiled softly as Tony pulled the wheeled chair that I was in, toward him. He was seated in one as well.

      “Told you I had yo’ fucking back.” He gave me a lazy laugh with his high ass. His eyes were damn near closed.

      “I know—gun and all. I thought you were joking.”

      “Do I seem like the joking type of muthafucka?”

      “No, not really.” I cocked my head to look at him.

      “Stop doing that corny shit… showing me ya dimple and that pretty ass face, trying to make a nigga love you.” I burst into laughter before getting up to sit in his lap. “Then this fucking body. Thick as shit but smooth as butter.” He let his hand roam my ass then thighs, before rubbing up under my shirt to caress my flat stomach then breasts.

      “You’re so sweet, baby,” I said purposely to bother him.

      We started to kiss, hard, as he began unbuttoning my jeans while “Killa” by Nipsey Hussle played as our background music.

      “The fuck?” He yanked back, and I realized my nose had started dripping again, and trickled onto his face.
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      “Oh, sorry.” Camarih covered her nose before hopping out of my lap.

      “The fuck is wrong with yo’ nose? You sick or some shit?” I barked, thinking the fucking worst. I ain’t know if this bitch had AIDS or what.

      “No! Sick with what!” She hollered back, only looking at me briefly before rummaging through her purse.

      “I don’t know! I been fucking you all this time, and you come in here with yo’ nose dripping like some ailing ass hoe!” I was heated, and when Camarih didn’t say anything, I darted over to her. “Bitch, I swear to God. I’ll murk yo’ ass right now.” I gripped her jaw roughly as fuck, squeezing on that shit and ready to break it. I’d been raw dogging this hoe and everything.

      “I got in a fight!” She roared, slapping the shit out of me then pushing me with all of her might. “I am not sick! If anything, you would be the sick one, always slanging dick to every bitch you like!” She was screaming, and her eyes were glazed over.

      I felt bad as fuck, but a nigga panicked. I was way too into her ass, so something had to be wrong with her. These hoes from South Central weren’t about shit usually, so Camarih was a rare fucking breed.

      “Baby—”

      “No! I am not your baby!” Tears trailed her cheeks as she looked around, whipping her head while stationary. “Where is my cart?” She whimpered.

      “Come here.” I had to force her toward me so I could hug her crazy ass. “I’m sorry, aight?” I looked down into her face, but she said nothing, looking despondent as fuck as she cried silently. “Camarih.”

      “Can you let me go? I have to be at work in the morning.” I let her ass go for a second, but as soon as she grabbed her bag, I stopped her. “Tony—” She started to talk when I closed the door and blocked it.

      “My bad, baby. I overreacted. These hoes out here are grimy, but I gotta remember you ain’t like that. I fuck with you, hard as shit, and more than any other female I’ve run across. I like yo’ ass, which is new as fuck for a nigga like me, so I guess I was waiting for some shit to be wrong with you.”

      Camarih stared off to the side, hugging herself.

      “Okay, great. Now can you let me by?”

      “Nah.” I walked up on her as she backed away. “You not leaving until you forgive me.”

      “Fine. I forgive you. Now let me go.”

      “Give me a kiss then.” I wrapped my arms around her shapely frame, encasing her body against mine. She leaned back like the fucking matrix so I couldn’t kiss her lips. Instead, I pecked her neck, her jaw, and everything else I had access to until I witnessed that one, deep ass dimple appear from her smiling. “Please, Buttascotch.”

      Finally, she turned her head to face me, and since we were already so close, a nigga ain’t have to move much to get a kiss. Like always, I had to rub on that ass. Shit was crazy how she always had me ready to fuck.

      Fucking was definitely something I liked to do, but my money always came first. However, if Camarih hit me up to come smash any fucking time of the day, I would fasho pull up.

      The pussy was always wet as a muthafucka, warm, tight, and pretty. Her moans and whimpers only seemed to harden my dick, and that damn skin, reminiscent of silk, laid perfectly on her thick but toned body. Nobody in this world was perfect except God, but Camarih was close as a muthafucka. I had to get that thought up out of my head though.

      “My jaw hurts.” Camarih frowned.

      “I’m sorry.” I kissed her jawline. “Who the fuck was you fighting?”

      “Doesn’t matter.”

      “Yeah the fuck it does. I put the word out on you, so I wanna know who the fuck disrespected you.”

      “The word out?”

      “Let muthafuckas know you was off limits in any type of way. Meaning, when they see you, they know that’s me.”

      She simpered subtly before saying, “My ex boyfriend. He showed up before I came here, and I hit him first, I admit, but he yanked my hair and slapped me across the face.”

      “Cool.”

      “Houston, I know how to defend myself, so—”

      “I don’t give a fuck what you know how to do. When I see that nigga, it’s gon’ be a problem.” I definitely wasn’t about to tell Camarih that I was gon’ find Prince’s ass. I wanted her to think us running into one another in the next twenty-four hours was coincidental.

      She nodded before I gathered my shit and then led her out of the room. Once we stepped out of the studio completely, I made sure Camarih was standing where I could see her before I started locking the door and gate.

      “Oh, hello.” I heard a voice sing, and I’d been hearing the shit for years, so I knew who the fuck it was.

      “Hi.” Camarih replied, darting her eyes between Brielle and me. “Do I know you?”

      “No, not yet. I’m Brielle… Tony’s sister.” Brielle stuck her hand out. She gave the right introduction when I shot her stupid ass a look.

      “Brielle? I thought his sister’s name was Jilly.” Camarih frowned out of confusion.

      “This is my stepsister.” I intervened. “Anyway, you have a good night, sis. Camarih and I are about to head out.” I took Camarih’s hand in mine, making Brielle’s eyes almost roll out of her big ass head.

      I wanted to light her ass up like I usually did these hoes, but I didn’t want Camarih getting suspicious about the details of our sibling relationship. The last thing I was trying to do was explain to Camarih how I used to pipe my stepsister and occasionally still let her suck me up.

      “Right. Good night, bro.”

      I walked Camarih to her car and then had her follow me to my spot to drop her shit off. I knew this 24-hour Chinese food place that had some good ass orange chicken.

      After leaving her shit at my place, we got to the Chinese food spot about ten minutes later since it was here in South Central.

      “Are you sure it’s good?” She frowned as we walked in.

      “Yeah. Quit turning ya fucking nose up. Looks can be deceiving.”

      Camarih giggled up at me as we approached the counter, and like always, she had a nigga smiling back down at her. Shit was contagious. I hated this space she had my ass in, but at the same time, I refused to stop fucking with her to allow another muthafucka to swoop in.

      I ordered the food, which was just orange chicken, steamed rice, since her ass didn’t like fried, and then lo mein.

      “Okay, nigga, you were right. This shit is bomb.” Camarih nodded happily as she chewed. I even liked the way her fucking voice sounded.

      “When am I not right?”

      “I don’t think you want me to answer that.”

      “I was right when I told myself I was gon’ be fucking you soon.”

      “Oh yeah? When did you tell yourself that?”

      “First day I got a look at that ass in line.”

      Rolling her eyes, she replied, “You’re serious too. I couldn’t believe you did that in front of your… friend. You bet not do that with me, or I’m gonna punch you.”

      I burst into laughter because I wasn’t expecting that shit.

      “I got respect for you, so I wouldn’t do that. But if I did do some shit like that, that means I don’t respect you, so if you punch me, I’m popping the fuck out of you.” I spoke seriously.

      I hated females that hit niggas, expecting nothing in return. I wasn’t the one, and hoes around the city knew that shit. If a bitch put her hands on me, I was knocking her fucking head off. And whoever had a problem with the shit could get fucked up too, including her brother, dad, boyfriend, kids, cousin, and the list goes on. I was all about equal opportunity when it came to dopefiening muthafuckas.

      Camarih just laughed, covering her mouth since it was full. “You’re so rude and violent.” We ate in silence for a couple minutes, then she asked, “Is Brielle really your stepsister?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Oh, because she seemed to not like us holding hands, and she was giving me that look.”

      “What look?” I felt my face contort. I did not wanna talk about this shit.

      “The universal, ‘this is my nigga, and where did you come from’, look that women give other women who are messing with their man.”

      “Impossible. I’m nobody’s man.”

      “I know.” She spoke somberly, putting another piece of chicken into her mouth. She looked off for a second then gave me a smile.

      We finished the food and then left out to my whip so we could head back to my place.

      “Greedy ass ate all the chicken.” I smirked, glancing away from the street for a second.

      “I told you I loved orange chicken. Should’ve gotten your own batch.”

      “I thought the biggest size would be e-fuckin-nough. I ain’t know you ate like a grown ass man.”

      “Fuck you! No I do not! I gotta eat to workout and keep this body.” She ran her hand down her thick thigh and winked at me.

      “Yeah, please don’t get rid of that shit.” I licked my lips, all kinds of shit running through my mind.

      “Wait, you’re blocking my car in.”

      “You staying the night, that’s why.” I shut the car off.

      “I’ve been staying with you almost every night during the week.” I ignored her comment and went around to open the door for her. “You take me out, you spend money on me, we hold hands, I spend the—”

      “Aight, Camarih, I get it. I fuck with you, but at the end of the day, I don’t want all that other bullshit. I’m not a relationship type of nigga.”

      Not saying anything else, she started toward my front door, and I followed her so we could go inside.

      All the shit she was saying was true, but I knew myself. Wasn’t like I’d stopped messing with other females since I met Camarih, because I hadn’t. She was just the most frequent and the only one I was running up in with no cap. I was feeling like soon enough, I was gon’ have to do the inevitable and let her ass go.
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        * * *

      

      The next day…

      The homies Eitan, Rahim, and I were chilling in Rah’s shit across from this club that I got word Prince was in. I was about to catch him and beat his ass for putting his hands on Camarih.

      For some reason, I was protective as fuck over her, and to know this hoe ass nigga bust her muthafuckin’ nose had me hot as fuck. While I was alive, no nigga was about to do shit to Camarih; shit, these females either.

      “I knew it was something when I saw you kiss her ass on the lips.” Rahim smirked as he gripped his steering wheel.

      This was why I wanted to do this shit alone. But Rahim had driven us to the studio, and since I wanted to get right over here, I let him drive to this fucking club. I didn’t wanna risk Prince bouncing while I was home switching cars and shit.

      “Aye, I said the same shit! This nigga Tony don’t kiss none of these hoes!” Eitan cackled along with Rahim.

      “Fuck both y’all niggas, and watch who the fuck you calling a hoe, bruh.” I turned to look at Eitan in the back seat.

      “See what I mean.” Rahim chuckled.

      “Nah, I don’t. Don’t be grouping her with these other females out here, is what I’m saying.” I got ready to get out of the car.

      “See, in love.” Eitan joked, making he and Rahim roar with laughter.

      “Call it what you want, but I bet not hear you call her a hoe again, or I’ll put a crater in the back of ya fucking head. Laugh on that, bitch.”

      “Aye, you disrespectful as fuck.” Eitan shook his head as I got out of the car.

      I made my way across the street, passing the small amount of muthafuckas waiting in line. It was late, so most of the people were inside already.

      With my hood on, I proceeded to slip past the bouncer, but he stopped me. “Hey, man, it’s ninety dollars to get in—”

      “Nah, it’s not.” I peeled my hood back to look down at him.

      “My bad, Wacko. Go ’head.” The bouncer nodded, looking like if I made the slightest move he was gon’ shit on himself.

      Yeah, Leimert Park was my hood, and South Central was my city, but all of fucking Los Angeles came correct when in my presence. The name Tony Wacko was a household one around this muthafucka.

      Say I'm the goat, act like I don't know... But fuck it, I'm obviously winnin’…

      The whole club was dancing to “Suge” by Da Baby as I stayed low, searching the VIP areas for my target. When I spotted Prince on the lower level section, something newly rich and famous niggas did so they could see people go crazy over them, I made my way toward him.

      “Hey, Tony.” One female grabbed on my arm.

      I tried to keep it pushing, but the bitch grabbed me again.

      “Bitch, if you don’t let my arm go, I’ll bust yo’ shit.” I sneered, making her ass quickly retreat. If she knew my name, most likely she knew how I got down. I ain’t never make threats, only vows.

      I finally got up to Prince’s section, easing my way in by simply dapping up the guard of his section. He was a muthafucka I went to high school with.

      “Uh, what’s good?” Prince frowned when he saw me as he stood in the midst of his homies.

      WHAM!

      I took the bottle of Patrón from his hand, set the shit down, then went across his face. Before he could even recoup, I gave his ass another hit between the eyes. His homies stood there, some even backing up, while I proceeded to whoop this nigga’s ass as the music played like nothing was happening. Once he was down in the fetal position, I guess one of his boys decided to help.

      WHAM!

      Like clockwork, as soon as I saw his ass swing, I popped him in his shit, sending him flying back onto the table. The third and final friend decided to hop in on the shit, and after giving it to his ass for less than 30 seconds, he was dozing off with blood all around his mouth.

      “They called the police!” Some bitch hollered out, so I darted from the VIP, through the crowd, and out the back of the club where Rahim and Eitan had the car waiting as directed.

      “Damn, did you kill his ass? Yo’ knuckles is bruised as shit.” Rahim floored it from the back of the club and hit a left.

      “Gave three of them niggas the business.”

      “My boy!” Eitan reached his hand up to the front seat.

      “Gay ass nigga.” I slapped hands with him, chuckling.

      “Man, fuck you.”

      Pulling my iPhone out, I texted Camarih on the low.

      Me: I miss you.

      Me: I been thinking about you sucking me up then riding my dick all fucking day.

      Buttascotch: I just finished working on some products. Come take me with you.

      I smirked at the text before closing my phone.

      “Who that?” Rahim quizzed.

      I said nothing, just sat back satisfied with my work moments ago. Prince had one more time to fuck up, and I was killing him.
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        One day later…

      

      

      Today I was having a late lunch with Shanece. I was excited to get out and have our usual girl talks but without Prince lurking. Also, I was hoping our outing would help me not miss Isis.

      She and I hadn’t talked in months, and it was still weird to not have her in my life. I’d blocked her on social media, so I never saw her posts, and she didn’t really hang too much around South Central. She stayed local, over in Watts.

      A lot of the times, I thought back to the days Isis and I would stay up all night just talking about life and men. I couldn’t help but wonder when she started sleeping with Prince, especially since she ended up pregnant.

      Prince was a careful guy, and the only reason I’d ended up pregnant twice was due to a broken condom. Tony was the first guy that I fucked raw consistently; it only happened once with Driz.

      It was a little hot today, so I settled on some jean shorts, a crop wrap top, and some PVC sandal heels. I fluffed out my curly golden hair a bit before applying some light makeup, Fenty gloss, and then some earrings. After grabbing my Off-White purse, I headed out to meet Shanece.

      I got to SUR in Hollywood and gave them Shanece’s name so they could walk me to her table.

      “Hey, you look so pretty.” She stood up to hug me.

      “Thank you. So do you.” I smiled before sitting down at the table with her.

      Shanece was beautiful, with a caramel complexion, hazel eyes, slim thick frame, and long dark hair that she kept in braids or sometimes twists down her back. She was definitely a bit rougher around the edges than me, but I liked her.

      We chatted before ordering drinks, appetizers, and our food. I felt comfortable getting what I wanted because I’d gotten paid from both jobs yesterday, and for some reason, Tony broke me off some cash.

      It was $3,000, which I didn’t want to accept, but he told me it was nothing. I took that money and invested $2,000 of it into my business then put the rest into my savings. I had everything I needed to make a bunch more products to sell.

      “So if you don’t mind me asking, what happened with you and Prince?” Shanece put her cocktail on top of the small square napkin.

      Yes, I’d had many of talks with Shanece and loved hanging with her at shoots, but at the end of the day, I didn’t know her well enough to be telling my business like that.

      “I found out he was doing some things that didn’t really fit in line with the activities a man in a relationship should be doing.” I gave her a little something. I wasn’t about to mention Isis and all the details.

      “Girl.” She rolled her eyes. “That’s why I stayed away from them music industry niggas; they’re nothing but trouble. I found me a good, wholesome, regular nigga.”

      “Yeah, I need to do the same ’cause…” I stopped myself.

      “’Cause what? You got a new boo?” She sipped her drink, giving me a look that made me laugh.

      “I have a friend. His name is Tony; we live around the corner from one another in South Central.”

      “Tony? Tony Wacko?”

      I didn’t think she’d know him, which was why I only gave his first name. And I was sure there were multiple Tonys over in that area.

      “Ye-ah. You know him?”

      “I mean, no, I don’t know him, but I know of him. He’s like starting up a record label or something like that. Local celebrity in LA.”

      I nodded, allowing the waiter to set our food and appetizers down. I was a little irritated because I didn’t see the point in bringing the appetizers at the same time as the damn food.

      “That’s Tony.” I didn’t like that Shanece had heard of him, and I didn’t know why. I guess I was still scarred from Isis and Prince.

      “I’m kind of surprised you went from Prince to Tony.”

      “Really? Why?”

      “I mean, Tony is fine as hell, but he’s just as crazy, and a little violent too. I just didn’t see that coming between you two. He’s extra hood, and you’re more of a sweet hood.”

      We chuckled in unison as we tasted the appetizer.

      “He’s definitely all of those things, but he and I are just friends.”

      “Tony doesn’t have friends. In fact, no man would have a friend that was as beautiful as you.”

      “Aww, thank you.”

      “Welcome. But now it makes sense why Prince and two of his homeboys got beat up last night.”

      “What? They did?”

      “Yes, girl! You didn’t see it on Instagram?”

      “No. I don’t really go on there much. I post, like a few pictures, and then hop off. I’m always too busy.”

      I was in disbelief until Shanece pulled her phone out and showed me a video. It wasn’t as clear as I’d like, but it showed one man, tall like Tony, knocking out what appeared to be Prince and then two other people before slipping out. So much for Prince’s tough guy persona.

      “He doesn’t seem like your friend.” Shanece winked, making me roll my eyes playfully.

      If she only knew Tony had me thinking the same thing. But let him tell it, he couldn’t be in a relationship. He just wanted to spend most nights with me, take me out, talk on the phone, fuck me, and give me money.

      “I know, but he is.”

      “I think his artist has a show tonight. I saw it somewhere. You wanna go?”

      “Hmm, yeah. That seems like fun.” I was wondering why Tony hadn’t told me or invited me, but I definitely wanted to see Eitan’s show. I’d heard his songs, which were pretty good, and he seemed to be cool when I met him.

      Shanece and I finished our meal, just talking some more, mainly about our career goals and her plans for a family. She was only a year older than me, but she’d gotten married at twenty-one. It was nice to see someone from my generation actually be in true love and not some union plagued with all types of infidelities, embarrassment, confusion, deceit, and betrayal. I loved listening to her talk about her relationship.

      Since we were both wearing heels and it was already 8 p.m., we decided we’d go straight to the venue. We looked cute enough, not too dressy and not too casual, so it was fine.

      The performance was in Hollywood, the same place we’d had dinner, so it only took us about fifteen minutes to get there because of all the traffic. After parking in the expensive ass fifteen-dollar lot, Shanece and I headed inside of the club.

      At the moment “Floating” by Schoolboy Q was playing as everyone kind of chilled out, drinking, smoking, and lax dancing. No one was on stage at the moment, but as soon as the song went off, a host came on, talking loudly as hell.

      “Hey, let’s sit here,” Shanece suggested. It was an empty booth area that had a nice view of the stage.

      I followed her, and as I sat down, I searched for Tony on the low. My eyes landed on Eitan, his other friend Rahim, and a few other guys I’d seen in the studio before. There were women flooding the area as well, but I still didn’t see Tony. Yes, I wanted to watch Eitan’s performance, but I was really here hoping to bump into Tony.

      “Evening, ladies. Can I get you a drink? The table is free, but you must buy drinks or food.” The waitress displayed a menu.

      Shanece and I ordered cocktails and a basket of fries, although we weren’t starving. We thought it’d be best to have a little snack, not knowing how long we’d be here.

      “I’m gonna go to the bathroom while he’s on stage. I don’t know his ass.” I pointed to some white guy up there rapping.

      Shanece giggled, before nodding to say okay.

      “Hurry back so I won’t drink your drink!” She yelled after me.

      I made my way to the back area, following the signs that directed me to the restroom. I finally found it, but it was locked, so I had to wait. As I leaned against the wall, I heard moaning, prompting me to roll my eyes. Whoever she was, she was getting the dick of her life.

      “Fucking great. And why does this club have one damn bathroom?” I huffed.

      

      A few minutes later, the moaning ceased, and I heard the sink water running for a bit before finally the locks switched. A dark-skinned girl came sauntering out, hair looking like she’d been in a fight. But after her came none other than Tony Wacko.

      “Camarih.” He spoke softly, looking like a deer in headlights. I no longer had to pee, and I surely wasn’t about to use that damn bathroom.

      “Baby, should I wait for you in the section?” the girl asked him as he put his hand against the wall I was up against to keep me in place, towering over me.

      “Nah, we done for the night. You ain’t fine enough to keep in contact.” Tony turned away from her immediately after he finished speaking.

      She stared at him, I guess shocked for a minute. But when he paid her no mind because he was too busy looking at me, she walked off, talking shit under her breath.

      I was frozen as he stood over me. I didn’t know what to say, but what I did know was that I couldn’t do this little arrangement anymore.

      “I’m gonna go.” I slipped past him, but he caught me, bringing me back to the wall.

      “You mad.” He smirked. “You look good as fuck in these little ass shorts.”

      WHAM!

      I slapped his ass when he tried to lean down and kiss me.

      “Are you fucking crazy? Don’t try to kiss me after fucking that bitch! I am done with you!” I attempted to storm off.

      “I didn’t kiss that bitch.” He yanked me back toward him again. This time, he hemmed me up against the back wall, which was in a darker area. “I brought her ass in there, bent her over, and that was it. Used my own condom and everything.”

      Why was he telling me this?

      “Houston, move.”

      “Make me.” He pressed his hard body against mine. He smelled so sexy, and even though I was disgusted with him, I couldn’t deny how fine he was. “That’s what the fuck I thought. And I told you, you ain’t my girl, so I can do what the fuck I want to, when I want to.”

      “Great. So that means I can fuck any nigga I want to.”

      “Yeah. Just don’t let me find out. If I get word back or if the pussy feels different, I’m choking yo’ ass to death while I’m in it.”

      “Shit does not work like that!” I hollered. I didn’t understand how I could be into someone so ignorant and brazen.

      “You don’t wanna fuck nobody but me anyway.” He gave me that sexy ass, cocky grin, before pulling a blunt from his pocket to light it. Inhaling on it, he held it then let out smoke while adding, “Go ’head and fuck another nigga. Watch you be hitting my fucking line that night for me to do what he couldn’t.”

      I just glared up at his handsome face, his cologne traveling up my flared nostrils every time I breathed in. He was rocking a white t-shirt with an open black flannel over top, dark jeans held up by an Hermés belt, and white-on-black classic Puma sneakers. I didn’t know if I wanted to rip his outfit off for him to fuck me or see it soaked in blood from me stabbing his stupid ass.

      “Either we talk exclusively, or we don’t talk anymore.”

      Shaking his head as he let out smoke, he stressed, “Camarih—”

      “Pick one.”

      “I already told you what this shit is.”

      “That’s what the fuck I thought.” I used his words. “Good night.” I slipped around him and hurried off before he could grab me.

      I felt like someone had punched me in the stomach the moment I saw him come out of the bathroom with that gutter rat. I knew I could no longer play this little game he wanted to play.

      “Wait, we’re leaving?” Shanece asked when she saw me grab my purse.

      “Yes. I’m not feeling well.”

      “Wait, Camarih!” Shanece hopped in front of me to halt my walking. “Whatever it is, let’s stay and continue to have some drinks. The last thing you need is to be in the house sulking.”

      My eyes darted away from Shanece for a moment and went right to the VIP section I saw Tony’s people in earlier. Only now, he was entering, grinning like nothing had just happened between us. I watched him until he sat down next to Rahim, and some girl came to sit on the other side of him. She touched his knee, which he promptly brushed off, but she didn’t seem to be bothered by his demeanor because she stayed seated.

      “Okay. True.” I smiled at Shanece, and she returned the gesture.

      We stayed for the show, sipping on our cocktails and talking in between or when it was someone on stage we didn’t care to listen to. When the niggas were getting ridiculous with their efforts to snag our numbers, we decided to leave.

      “Is that Tony?” Shanece asked as we headed to the parking lot we’d parked in.

      I glanced his way, to see he and his friends were leaning on someone’s car, and of course, the ladies were surrounding.

      “You so fine, baby,” he had the nerve to say as I walked by him, prompting the girls to turn around and peep who had his attention.

      I ignored him and them as I continued to my car. I was over his ass.
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      I smiled to myself as I rode in the passenger seat of Tony’s car. I knew it wouldn’t be long before he forgave me and was back fucking with me. I was no longer pissed about that whore hitting me in the face, because all I cared about was getting back with my man.

      I met Tony about four years ago, when I was coming out of a Louisiana Chicken spot that he was pulling up to. His demeanor was so intriguing that I couldn’t help but to stare. The way he sped down Crenshaw and right into the parking lot, windows down, blunt between his sexy lips with his music blasting, was so gangsta to me.

      At the time, I was a good girl, having had only one boyfriend during my short stint in college who I barely fucked. As soon as Tony saw me, he gave me that cocky crooked grin, and it was over from that day on.

      I ended up getting something to eat with him around the corner, despite me just buying chicken, and that night, he was fucking me.

      Tony was always honest about his feelings toward relationships and how he and I would never officially be anything. He also let me know from jump that we would just be fucking, so if I had the nerve to nut up on him in public over another girl, we’d have an issue.

      I was so into him and wrapped up in his hood charm that I didn’t care what rules he’d laid down. Plus, I was sure that if I rode it out, he would mature one day and make me his official girl.

      Still to this day, we had setbacks with him always fucking other girls, being disrespectful, and treating me like some hoe. The worst part of this journey had been the three abortions I’d gotten. I would do whatever I needed to keep Tony, so if he wasn’t ready for a baby, I wasn’t about to force one on him. I knew most females in my position would’ve used that as a trap tactic, but I knew a baby would never keep a nigga like Tony.

      I wouldn’t lie and say getting the abortions didn’t hurt and bother me at times, but it was a small sacrifice for a greater goal.

      “It’s so nice out today.” I touched his leg, and he nodded, giving me a quick look as he pulled into the large parking lot of the Slauson swap meet.

      “Great day in LA,” he replied in his thick Los Angeles hood nigga accent. It seemed nobody else had accents in LA except for the hood niggas. They just pronounced things differently.

      Once he parked, we got out of the car and headed toward one of the many entrances. Per usual, Tony chatted and slapped hands with a few of the niggas outside, who were standing near their cars or walking out of the establishment. They acknowledged me as well because everyone knew me as Tony’s girl; everyone.

      We entered the swap meet, and Tony stopped right at the counter with all of the beautiful gold jewelry.

      “Those two bracelets and that small chain, pull ’em out.” He instructed the chubby Latin girl.

      “Sure.” She retrieved the jewelry and let Tony inspect them, so I did as well but more so wondering what this was for. The jewelry was delicate and surely not something he would wear.

      “How much all this shit cost?” he inquired.

      The girl took the jewelry pieces and weighed each of them, before coming back to the counter and saying, “All together, it would be eight hundred and eight dollars.”

      “Bag it up.” He nodded, reaching into his jean’s pocket for some money.

      “Is this for Jilly?” I quizzed, not knowing who else Tony would be blowing money on. He wasn’t exactly the tricking type, unless it was his baby sister. And even then, he kept it modest.

      As the girl steamed the jewelry and packaged it up, Tony counted his cash out then looked down to me.

      “You got eight dollars? I ain’t trying to break a hundred-dollar bill for that shit. I got you when we get back to my crib.”

      Still confused, I dug into my purse and handed him two five-dollar bills. He paid the lady then gave me back the two dollars in change. I left the situation alone as we tread back to the car, but once we were on the road, I had to ask again.

      “Tony, you got all that for Jilly?”

      “Nah. Camarih.” He spoke nonchalantly as if he wasn’t fucking me too. He acted like I was his homegirl that he could speak freely to about his dating life.

      “Camarih? The girl who hit me? The girl who has a man?”

      “I’m the only form of a man she got.” Again, his words were dry as he pulled up to a flower shop.

      “Nigga, you just had me help you pay for jewelry for another bitch!” I yelled, feeling anger rise up in my body like lava in a volcano. And this nigga had never bought me anything.

      “Shut the fuck up with all that damn yelling! You ain’t help me with shit. I told yo’ stupid ass I was gon’ give it back when I got to the crib. Always talking about you wanna make a nigga happy but can’t do one little thing for my bitch.”

      The fact that he was serious made me want to punch his head. But I knew if I did, Tony would punch my shit right back.

      Before I could say anything else, he was out of the car and heading inside. It took about ten minutes before he returned, and I said nothing, just stared out of the window with my arms folded.

      We got to his house about ten minutes later, and he made me wait outside while he got my money then let me come in so I wouldn’t know where his stash was.

      After I got my cash, we went to his bedroom.

      As he shut the door, I asked, “Tony, who is she to you? You’re buying her jewelry? You’ve never bought me shit like that.”

      “That’s none of yo’ business. You talking too much.” He started lifting my dress up.

      In no time, we were undressed, and when I got down to suck his dick, he stopped me and slid a condom on first. I let it go, taking him into my mouth and sucking the life out of his dick so he’d maybe see what he was jeopardizing.

      Yanking me off, he bent me over so that half of my body was on the bed and the other was hanging off, then slid inside of me. As soon as he began pounding my walls with all that length and girth, I knew exactly why I forgave him all the time and put up with his shit. Nothing mattered when he was slamming my pussy; it felt too good.

      Tony was just everything, and if I could be his main girl, I would be the talk of Los Angeles.

      “Ahh, Tony!” I cried out as I released on him. He continued hammering me hard, and the feeling was so euphoric that I was about to scratch a hole in his comforter.

      “Damn, bitch.” He groaned, hitting me harder and yanking yet another orgasm from my body.

      I was literally leaking down my inner thighs, as Tony fucked me while gripping the back of my neck. Moments later, he was releasing but on my ass.

      As I waited for him to return to the room and clean me, I wondered why he’d used a condom. My mind immediately went to Camarih, the jewelry he’d just bought her, and then him assaulting Prince.

      As soon as I felt the warm towel grace my ass cheek, I asked, “Really, Tony, tell me. Since when do you make me suck your dick with a condom? When do you use them with me?”

      “Since right now. Get dressed; I got shit to do.”

      “Like what? Giving her the gifts?”

      “Last time I’m gon’ tell you to stay out my business, Joy.”

      “So it’s either me or her.” I folded my arms after pulling my dress over my head. He was currently preparing for a shower.

      Turning to look over at me, Tony laughed his ass off and said, “Bitch, if you don’t take yo’ ass home ’fore I pull my heat out on you.”

      Tears trickled down my cheeks as he moved past me to take his things to the bathroom. I followed him so I could pee and wash my hands, then once I dried them, I just stared at him brushing his teeth.

      “I’ve done a lot for you, even things I didn’t want to, like get abortions.”

      “Never told you to do that. I told you it was yo’ fucking body and to do what you felt you needed to. I ain’t care either way.” He flossed in the mirror.

      I wondered if he was going to see her.

      “Exactly! Why would I have a baby by a man who doesn’t care either way?”

      It was true. Tony had never told me to kill my baby, but he was always so nonchalant when I told him that it gave me no desire to keep it. I wanted him to be excited, and I guess change his view of me once he found out I was pregnant. I refused to get fat and become a mother just for him to start chasing another hoe, leaving me to be Susie Homemaker. But typical Tony didn’t give a fuck.

      “Questions that need answers.” He shoved me lightly until I was out of the bathroom. “Now get the fuck up out of my crib.” He slammed the bathroom door in my face.

      “You drove me!”

      “Uber!”

      I left his place, and after the Uber got me home, I decided to take myself to McDonalds. I usually didn’t eat fast food, but I was feeling depressed and couldn’t care less about how fattening it was. My nice body, beautiful face, and long hair had put nothing toward my efforts to keep Tony interested, so who cared?

      After getting my food, I decided to eat it in the car in the parking lot. Halfway through stuffing my face, I heard a knock on the window. I saw it was Tony’s cousin Carter, so I immediately unlocked the doors, allowing him to get in.

      “Hey, is everything okay?” I questioned.

      “Yeah. I should be asking you that. What you doing in the parking lot eating this shit?” He touched the cheeseburger wrapper.

      “Umm, do you know who Camarih is?” I didn’t feel like answering his questions. Instead, I wanted information on his cousin. I knew he and Tony were only mildly close, because Tony was tighter with Eitan, but I was sure Eitan wouldn’t tell me shit.

      Looking uncomfortable for a moment, he nodded.

      “Yeah, but don’t sweat it. You know how Tony is. In fact, I’m pretty sure they’re done with.”

      “They are?” I felt a sense of happiness flow through me.

      “Was at Eitan’s show the other evening and saw them bickering. Plus, for the rest of the night, they paid one another no mind.”

      I chuckled subtly to myself.

      “Thank you so much, Carter! Oh my gosh!” I rejoiced.

      After a moment of silence, he replied, “You know, Joy, you can do better. You’re beautiful, smart… just the whole package, and he don’t see it. I love my cousin, but he ain’t no good.”

      “I know. Thank you, but I’m not ready to move on from him. I love him, and I know he just needs time.” Taking a deep breath, I added, “When the dust settles, I will be there still, and he’ll see.” I smiled at Carter, really believing my words. I knew Tony and I were meant. “Plus, I think he would lose his mind if I actually left him.”

      “Well I hope you’re right.” Carter nodded, gave me a hug, and then got out of my car.

      I finished my fries then dialed up Tony. He didn’t answer the first two times, but on the third, he did.

      “What?”

      “I heard you and your little friend are over with. Some people saw you fighting then ignoring one another at the club.”

      “Oh yeah?”

      “Yeah. Plus, you’re too good for her. She’s boring, broke, and has a temper. Not to mention, no telling who else she’s fucked outside of Prince.”

      “And yet I got her some jewelry and flowers. What I give you other than that nut I busted on ya ass earlier?”

      “I heard it was over between y’all!” I cried, having no response to his question.

      Chuckling, he responded, “Aye, check this out. I know it was Carter’s bitch ass who gave you that information ’cause he wanna fuck you, and I think you should give him a chance for even trying to help yo’ thirsty ass. Fuck with a nigga that gives a damn about you for a change, and don’t hit my muthafuckin line no more. And when you see Camarih, know that’s me, fighting or not.”

      Click.

      Feeling numb and humiliated, I took my ass home. And being pregnant, yet again, made this feeling even worse.
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      I had a delivery to one of my regulars, this rapper named Buck. He was pretty big in the game and a huge cokehead on top of the shit. He made me a lot of money though because the muthafucka partied all the time and every time he did, he hit me for some product.

      I knew a lot of these rapper and singer niggas, but I never rolled up on their asses with my hand out. Not that I was against any type of assistance, because I wasn’t. I just felt artists couldn’t do shit for me. I wasn’t about to blow racks for a weak ass feature or clout chase none of these muthafuckas. Eitan was good enough to get shit popping on his own.

      The people I was interested in were the ones up top, the muthafuckas making the most moves and running shit. You know, the managers, the radio niggas, and the songwriters who wrote catchy ass hooks.

      That was the reason I even started Make A Killing. I could rap, but that wasn’t where most of the money was. The money was in ownership and being the CEO of yo’ shit.

      “Welcome. The party is on the second level.” A bitch dressed like a housekeeper let me into the big ass mansion.

      Every time I serviced Buck, he was partying in a new crib. Nigga spent money like it was growing in his fucking backyard.

      I took the elevator to the second level, and before I was even off that shit, I heard the music bumping. The doors and walls were clear, so I could see how packed it was, full of all kinds of muthafuckas drunk off their asses, especially the females.

      Not too much shit made me uncomfortable, but this type of shit did. I liked to get in and out ’cause a nigga didn’t know these hoes, so if they hollered rape or some shit, I was sure it’d be nothing to throw the nigga from Leimert Park, with a record, in jail for it.

      “Right on time.” Buck rose up from the couch. He was surrounded by three half naked hoes, two of them bitches being white.

      “Privacy for any exchanges; you know that,” I replied.

      Buck nodded before excusing himself and leading me down the hallway.

      We made the exchange, and like usual, there were no moves made until I counted up the money.

      “I ’preciate you for always coming through, my nigga.” Buck fell back on his bed.

      “Why you got a new crib every time I see yo’ ass?” I finished counting, bagging the money up.

      “Just like to switch shit up.” He shrugged, hopping up from the bed with a smile.

      “Nigga, I hope you saving some of that shit. Ignorant ass.”

      “I probably should.” Again, he shrugged as we left the room.

      On my way out, I spotted one of the biggest radio hosts in LA, this nigga named Kevin Garvey. He was sipping on champagne, with his old ass, whispering in some female’s ear that looked like she could be his fucking daughter.

      Making my way over, I waited until she switched off before stepping to him.

      “Tony.” I told him my name. “Aye, I’m gon’ get straight to it with no bullshit. I got an artist that I need you to play.”

      “You know how many people walk up to me asking that same thing?” He sipped some more of his drink.

      Before I could respond to this Milk Dud head ass nigga, the bitch he was flirting with rolled up with a drink, interrupting shit.

      “Excuse me.” She tried to shove me, even though I was one hundred times bigger than her ass.

      “Aye, keep ya fucking hands to yaself, aight?” I gripped her bicep and moved her ass off to the side, making her trip and spill her shit. “Go wipe the nut out the corners of ya mouth, and by the time yo’ ass is done, you can have this nigga back.”

      She quickly put her hand over her mouth out of embarrassment and rushed off. When I turned my attention back to Kevin, he was smirking.

      “Said your name was Tony?” He laughed, pointing at me.

      “Yeah. People call me Tony Wacko though, or just Wacko. You ain’t been stroking yo’ dick or nothing like that, right?” I quizzed when he stuck his hand out.

      “Absolutely not. Too many women here for that.”

      “Had to ask.” I shook his hand.

      “I’ll be at the station tomorrow at 8:30 a.m. Why don’t you meet me? Bring the song you want me to play. If I like it, I’ll spin it.”

      “Aight, fasho.” I nodded, not able to help the grin that spread across my face. I knew he as gon’ fuck with Eitan’s shit. He’d worked hard on it and made all the adjustments I suggested. “Aye, what made you throw me a bone?” I called out when Kevin turned to walk off.

      “You’re a true LA nigga. I can tell. Those are the ones I wanna help out.”

      I said nothing as he continued off, starting up conversation with another young girl.

      

      I grabbed one of the water bottles, made sure it was sealed, and then started toward the door so I could leave. As I did so, I passed the hoe with the white shit in the corners of her mouth, except now it was gone.

      “Asshole.” She mumbled, so I reached my hand up like I was about to backhand her ass, and she jumped, making me laugh and pissing herself off.

      Getting down to my car, I sat there for a minute, feeling excited about tomorrow. Eitan already had some local status, and thanks to social media, that shit had been increasing. This radio play would only intensify shit. I wasn’t gon’ say shit to him until after tomorrow morning when Kevin gave me the ‘okay’.

      Although I had confidence in the track, niggas were into weird shit these days and didn’t necessarily wanna play or support what was good, but what was on trend. The last thing a nigga wanted to do was get Eitan’s hopes up.

      I did wanna tell somebody though, and the first person that came to mind was Camarih. I didn’t have no fancy ass whip, not due to lack of funds, but priorities, so I couldn’t call her ass up through my fly ass GPS or whatever muthafuckas used these days.

      Doing shit the old-fashioned way, I tapped her number in my iPhone, put it on speaker, then dropped the shit in my lap as I drove.

      “Hello?”

      “You was sleep, Buttascotch?”

      “Yes, but you woke me up.”

      “My bad, baby. I miss you.”

      “Houston, what did you need? I hope it’s important, considering it’s 1 a.m.”

      She was still upset I saw. I didn’t know why I thought she wouldn’t be when she hadn’t answered any of my fucking texts or calls since the night at the club.

      “I need you.” I smirked when I heard her sigh.

      “Well you’ve missed that opportunity, so find a replacement ASAP.” Sahe snapped.

      “Opportunity?”

      “Yes. It’s an opportunity to fuck with me, and you lost out. Now I’m about to hang up.”

      “You know how hard you got my dick right now? Talking to me all crazy and shit like I won’t fuck you up.” I ran my tongue over my lips, thinking about her sitting on my face.

      Click.

      I dialed her ass right back as I approached the red light.

      “What? I’m sleepy!”

      “I got some shit to tell you. Calm the fuck down ’fore I pull up on that ass.”

      “And do what? Get shanked?”

      “Nah, eat yo’ pussy like the chicken dinner from Popeyes.”

      “Nigga—”

      “Aight. Aight. Listen, you know KG from RapTown radio, right?”

      “Of course… and?”

      I swear I was ready to smack the fuck out of this girl. Getting a muthafuckin attitude like I wasn’t almost twice her size.

      “Well I’m meeting him tomorrow about radio play for the homie. I ain’t told him yet because I want the go-head from KG, but I had to tell somebody.” I pulled into my driveway finally.

      “Wow, that’s dope. You have to let me know what he says so I can keep the radio on in case it plays.”

      “If he agrees to spin the shit, we gotta celebrate.”

      “We as in you and your friends, right? Not us.”

      “Nah. I meant you and me. Fuck you mean ‘not us’?”

      “What I mean is, I asked you at the club to choose to be with me or not fuck with me at all, and you chose the latter. What makes you think I’m gonna celebrate with you? We are not gonna be friends, Houston. I know you’re used to these other hoes who say one thing but have their legs cocked open once you call, but that’s not how it is over here. I left getting played when I left Prince.”

      She was right. I was used to females like Joy and any other bitch I fucked on the regular. I paid their rah-rah shit no mind because I knew as soon as they saw a nigga, all that shit they were barking before would go right out the fucking window. Additionally, I didn’t really care if they meant what they said or not.

      “I just met yo’ ass, and you want me to be yo’ nigga already!”

      “No, I don’t. I want you to date me exclusively to give things a fair chance. If it doesn’t go well, then by all means, go back to rotating hoes.”

      “Sound like the same shit to me.”

      “Well it’s not. How can you really see if you’d wanna be with me or not, if you’re fucking random bitches?”

      “Easy. And I don’t wanna be with no bitch, so I don’t gotta figure shit out.”

      “Great. Now leave me alone.”

      Click.

      I sat in my car outside of my crib for a minute, not wanting to go inside that shit. I was yearning to spend time with Camarih, but I knew for sure her ass wasn’t gon’ come through. I had a couple other females I could hit up, but I wasn’t in the mood to just fuck. I wanted to chop it up, and Camarih was the only bitch I could do that shit with.

      Joy didn’t have any real fucking goals in life, so conversing with her ass about the shit I wanted to talk about was like having a conversation with a brick wall. All she would do is nod, say something stupid, or constantly pick and pluck at her appearance to make sure I stayed attracted to her during the whole conversation.

      Sighing, I cranked my shit back up and drove a few blocks until I got to Camarih’s spot. I loved the fact that her ass lived less than eight minutes away from a nigga.

      I parked across the street, and then rushed over, slipping on the side of her house.

      Hopping the gate, I crept by, then hooked a left to be at the back of the house. I put my face against the first window, peering through the small slit in the blinds, to see a desk with a bunch of empty jars lined up like military soldiers. This had to be Camarih’s room because those were the jars she used for her face products and shit.

      I knocked lightly, and the bed creaked, so I knew she heard me. After a few seconds, I knocked again, and Camarih appeared shortly after.

      “Houston.” She lifted the window, staring right at me. Because of my height, she and I were eye to eye since she was looking out of a slightly elevated window.

      “Let me in.” I touched her chin, and she snatched away with the quickness, bumping her head.

      “Ow!” She gripped the back as I laughed.

      “That’s what yo’ mean ass get.”

      “No, you cannot come in, loser!” She was still frowning due to the pain in her head.

      “Aight.” I started climbing through the window, forcing her to back away. Once in, I shut the window down.

      “What do you want?” She folded her arms. Her curly, golden hair was down, sweeping the tops of her shoulders, and she had on this thin ass silk-looking bra shit, with the matching little ass shorts, exposing her thick, buttery smooth thighs.

      “I told you.” I pushed up on her, causing us both to fall onto her bed, with me on top and in between her legs. She smelled edible as fuck, the usual strawberry vanilla cream scent or whatever that shit was.

      As I kissed on her neck, she attempted to push me off, so I pinned her wrists above her head.

      “Tony, no. I’m not in the mood. I don’t wanna fuck you.”

      “Why?” I kissed her lips. Muthafuckas were soft as shit.

      “Because I’m not the fuck buddy type. I only wanna have sex with a man I’m in a relationship with.”

      I’d never in my life wanted to a fuck a female as badly as I wanted to fuck Camarih. Especially a female who I’d tried already.

      “Please.” I started sucking her ear, her neck, bottom lip, and then her collarbone. “I miss fucking you, being inside you.”

      By now, she was moaning, so without using my hands, I exposed her nipple and started to lick on that shit. She’d loosened up after a little while, so I removed the bra and then her shorts, since she wore no panties.

      She stared up at me, looking sexy as shit as I took off my clothes, before coming back to stand between her legs. She was on the edge of the bed, so I was standing and ready to fucking go.

      “Mmm.” We moaned in unison once I pushed my way inside.

      Like always, it was warm and juicy with a snug ass fit. Gripping her hips, I started pounding her pussy, loving the way that shit sounded. I watched her pretty ass skin and body become covered in sweat, as my dick invaded her walls mercilessly. The way she looked up at me, giving me sex face after sex face, had me ready to nut already.

      “Tony!” She cried, placing her hand on my abs as I beat the pussy up, feeling her gush every time I hit it deep. I was putting every single inch in her guts, biting down on my lip as she took that shit.

      “So fucking fine.” I complimented her, enjoying the way her face twisted up as she creamed down my shaft. “You the prettiest when I’m fucking you, baby.”

      I bent down to suck her lips and to give her a break, but after a few seconds, I rose back up to knock her shit out. Grabbing the front of her neck, I choked her lightly while also using that to hold her in place as I fucked the shit out of her. Her soft moans mixed with the sound of my dick plunging deeply into her sopping wet pussy was like a number one hit.

      “Mmm.” Her voice trembled as she frowned, clenching her perfect teeth, while digging her nails into my arms.

      Moments later, I was nutting all up inside of her.

      Falling down onto her body, we kissed nastily for a minute before I pulled out.

      “Where the bathroom?”

      “No, Houston. I will go because my mama or her girlfriend may see you.”

      “And do what?” I raised a brow, scoffing. “Ain’t gon’ do shit to my ass, and I know for damn sure they ain’t gon’ do shit to you, or it’s gon’ be an issue.”

      “Straight across the hall.”

      I found the bathroom and then used some of the paper towels with warm water and soap to clean my dick. After washing my hands, I dampened another towel and then took it back to Camarih’s room.

      “Nah, I got it.” I pulled my hand back when Camarih tried to get the towel from me.

      “You’re disgusting.” She giggled, watching me take my time wiping her pussy.

      “I like looking at it. Yo’ shit is pretty.”

      “Is it?” she quizzed sarcastically.

      “Yeah. Needs to be on a pussy runway or some shit.” I smirked when she chuckled. “All this.” I kissed between her breasts, then her stomach, hip, pussy, thigh, then the top of her foot.

      Getting up, I went back to the bathroom to toss the napkin, and Camarih joined me so she could pee. We both washed our hands, and while rinsing the soap, I kissed her lips, making her simper.

      “Stop.” She screeched when I grabbed her bare ass as she reached to dry her hands.

      “Aye, be quiet for you wake up Ving Rhames and I have to shoot her ass.” I gripped her hips from the back and kissed her neck.

      Camarih covered her mouth as she began laughing, pulling me out of the bathroom and to her room.

      “Don’t talk about my mama’s significant other like that.” She shut the bedroom door.

      “You don’t like her, so I don’t like her big ass either.” I put my boxers back on.

      “You leaving?”

      “You want me to stay?”

      “Actually, no. I don’t need to be getting more attached to you. It’s like driving on a road that leads nowhere.” She started putting back on her silk set after getting a new pair of panties from her dresser.

      “Come here.” I pulled her to me since I was seated on the edge of her bed. “Why can’t shit just be like this?”

      “Because I don’t want this. I wanna be in love. I want someone that I can be with and build a life with. I’m not built for this type of arrangement.”

      “You shouldn’t even give a fuck about me smashing other hoes because they ain’t you.”

      “Well I do. Wouldn’t you care if I had sex with another man?”

      “Nah… I just bet not find out. I told yo’ ass that.” I was lying like a muthafucka. I definitely cared, and if Camarih gave the pussy to another nigga, I’d probably kill her ass. And that nigga would be dead fasho.

      “See, and shit doesn’t work like that. Plus, if you don’t care if another man fucks me, you also shouldn’t care if we don’t talk.”

      “I’m not built for the type of arrangement you want.” I used her words.

      “Then you need to go.”

      “Ca—”

      “Bye, Houston.” She walked to her bedroom door to pull it open. I put on the rest of my clothes, and she led me to the front door. “I want you to leave me alone. If you care about me even a little bit, don’t bother me anymore.”

      With that said, she shut the door in my fucking face.
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        A week and a half later…

      

      

      Today, I was excited because I was going to an African American Women’s Beauty expo, which would give me the opportunity to sell some products. I’d been posting about it on social media too, so I was hoping that some of my regular customers showed up to support.

      I knew most of my followers were only following me because of my looks, but that kind of worked to my advantage. If they wanted to look like me, skin-wise, they needed to buy my products.

      I had been seeing an increase in my sales, so I was more motivated than ever to keep that going. I knew I was far away from being on the shelves at Target, but it would happen one day.

      I arrived downtown at this large ass glass building where the event was being held, and parked right outside, giving my name and keys to the valet worker. Taking my cart out of the trunk, I put my two baskets full of products in it and headed inside. It would be so embarrassing if I left with as much as I came with.

      Once off the elevator, I spotted all the ladies setting up their tables. Some had clothes, others had oils and perfumes, and also hair products. I was slightly intimidated seeing there were about twenty other vendors here. I expected a much smaller amount of competition.

      I found the table with the name of my business, Whipped by Camarih, on the front, and headed over to start setting up.

      “Umm, do these belong to anyone?” I pointed to a humongous bouquet of red and white roses. I knew damn well one of these bitches weren’t using my table for their shit.

      “I think they’re for you, baby. A flower shop delivered them, and when he asked for a Cameron, I think, the director told him this was the table.”

      “It’s Camarih, and thanks.” Hoe, my damn name is on this table sign.

      “Sorry, sweetheart.”

      I just gave her a soft smile and put my eyes back on the flowers. I didn’t know anyone who would have sent these to me other than maybe Shanece, and that was a big maybe. This bouquet was much larger than something she might’ve sent to be supportive. I mean, unless she was trying to tell me she had some other type of feelings for me.

      No one else in my life cared enough about me or what I had going on, so I was confused. Finally, I spotted a little white card tucked in the back of the roses.

      Congrats, Buttascotch. - T.W.

      I read the card about five more times before pocketing it. I would be throwing it and the roses away as soon as I left here.

      Tony hadn’t talked to me in over a week, since the night he slithered through my damn window. Then had the nerve to send me these flowers. I told his ass to leave me alone, and I thought he understood that until now. He must’ve seen that I was gonna be here from my social media page.

      Irritated, I set up my table to look all nice and pretty, making sure to use my business colors, and then sat back to wait for the attendees.

      The event ended up lasting about five hours, but that was because the shoppers had to attend a seminar and have lunch. However, I sold out of everything I had, so it was well worth the conversation I had to make and all the convincing I had to do.

      I was a walking billboard for my products, so once most of the ladies realized I used my own shit, they were happy to pay for it. I left the event with $4,500, and I was surely going to celebrate by either getting some orange chicken or Chik-Fil-A.

      I had nothing to pack up, so I put the flowers in my cart since I would throw them away once I got home. When I stepped off the elevator, I spotted Tony at the bar, waiting like he knew I was coming down at this moment.

      “Did you want to take these before I throw them out?” I pointed down to them.

      “Why you gon’ do that?” He polished off his drink and got up to walk over to me. “The first flowers I’ve ever bought for a bitch, and you gon’ trash ’em?” He tried to get my sympathy.

      “Because, I don’t want them.” I felt myself becoming short of breath as he neared me. His gorgeous face never got old. “And I’m not a bitch.”

      “You not. At least take this.” He handed me a gift bag.

      “Tony, no.”

      “Woman, you better take this shit. I spent a lot of fucking bread on it and almost had to bust a bitch in her mouth over this shit.”

      I wanted to ask questions, but I declined as I took the bag. Digging inside, I removed two small boxes that people usually put jewelry in. One was pink, and one was purple. Opening the pink, I saw a pretty gold necklace with a locket hanging from it. I loved it, but I remained stoic. Placing it on my cart, I opened the purple one and saw a beautiful gold bracelet.

      “Thanks.”

      “Let me help you.” Tony removed the bracelet from the box so he could put it on me.

      I was about to say no, but he gave me a look, so I knew he’d make a scene, embarrassing me in front of all of these people who’d just purchased from me.

      I allowed him to put the bracelet on me, along with the necklace, and when I turned to face him, he stole a kiss from me.

      “Well, I appreciate the gifts. Goodbye.”

      Stopping me from pushing my cart and walking off, he said, “Let me come by later. I got some shit to handle, but after that.”

      “I told you to leave me alone, Tony. So no, you can’t come over.”

      “I’ve decided I don’t give a fuck what you say.” He shrugged, slipping his hands into the pockets of his track pants. His outfits were always so simple and hood, but it was what made him so alluring. The way the white t-shirt he wore hugged his body, but not too tightly, had me very hot and bothered. My eyes traveled down the tattoos covering both of his arms, until they hit his watch.

      “Oh really?”

      “I like you, and I wanna spend time with you, so that’s what the fuck is gon’ happen. Now you can cooperate, or we can do shit the hard way.”

      “Fuck you.” I hurried off, and when I looked back over my shoulder, he was in the same place I left him, watching me with his handsome ass.

      As soon as valet brought me my car, which took about sixty seconds since the lot was only a couple feet away, I threw my cart in the trunk, trashed the flowers so Tony would see, and then sped off to celebrate as planned.
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      Later that evening…

      I was currently whipping up a new batch of face moisturizer, when my phone rang on my table. Rolling my eyes because I knew it was Tony, I looked over at it to see Shanece’s name.

      “Hey.” I answered, laughing at myself.

      “Hey, how are you doing?”

      “Great, you?”

      “Perfect. I was thinking maybe we could hang out tomorrow? I’m off work and thought we could chill or maybe get lunch.”

      “Sounds good to me. Just text me in the afternoon. I should be done working out, and with this new batch of stuff.”

      “Okay, great. And that’s perfect since I need to make a purchase from you.”

      “I got you. How are you doing?”

      I didn’t know much about Shanece other than the fact that she had a husband, but I’d only seen him in photos. And she hadn’t posted any recently. By saying that, she was kind of mysterious to me. I didn’t want to delve too much into her business because I was sure she would expect me to return the gesture, and I just didn’t trust anyone enough.

      “I’m doing great, Miss Wacko.”

      “Eh!” I made a buzzer sound, causing her to fall into a fit of laughter. “Absolutely not. After the club, it’s been a downward spiral, so we’re done.”

      “Oh damn. You never told me what happened, but it must’ve been bad.”

      “Bad enough.”

      Shanece and I talked for about ten more minutes, changing the subject from Tony, thankfully. I was trying to rid myself of him, so talking about his ass was not going to help.

      Once I hung up with Shanece, I got back to work, playing music on my phone so I could drown out the sound of my mama and her girlfriend fucking. I didn’t even know what the hell they could be doing that would cause for all of the hollering and moaning. I’d had some really good dick, especially since I met Tony, and I never felt the need to scream. I definitely wasn’t quiet, but my moans didn’t travel outside of the damn room.

      My phone rang once I was finished scooping the first batch into its jars. Without looking, I answered immediately.

      “Hello?”

      “Buttascotch. What you got on?”

      “Nigga, get off my phone.”

      “Nah, I’m about to roll through.” I heard him moving around, and I also heard voices in the back; some were surely female.

      “Roll through where?”

      “Yo’ crib. I told yo’ ass I wanted to see you tonight.”

      “Tony, I told you no! Stay with them hoes in your background.”

      Chuckling, he said, “You jealous as shit. These hoes ain’t for me. I mean, they could be; they chilling in the studio and shit. But I’m not checking for ’em. I’m checking for you.”

      I wished he’d stop moving around while on the phone.

      “Well don’t check for me. I’ve moved on, and you need to do the same.”

      “You got on the necklace and shit still, right?”

      “Actually, no.” I lied. “I removed it when my new nigga came by. That’s why you need to get off my phone before he comes back to the bedroom.”

      I was smirking, waiting on Tony’s reply, but I only got the dial tone. Shrugging it off, I got back to work.

      Only twenty minutes later, there was a little bit of ruckus in the living room, and I could hear Bobi, my mama, and Tony kind of going at it. I hopped up to unlock and open my bedroom door, but before I could step out, Tony barged his big ass in, gun in hand.

      “Where cuz at?” He started looking all through my closet, under my bed, and every other area that a person could fit in. I hurriedly slammed and locked my door when I heard my mama and Bobi coming toward it like a herd.

      “He’s not here! He left already! Tony, go home!”

      “Who you think you fucking with, Camarih?” He hissed, scowling as he pressed me up against the wall. I was praying his gun didn’t go off.

      “Tony, go.” My voice was much calmer as I stared up into his angry eyes.

      “You got a nigga you fucking?”

      “Yes. He’s been interested for a while, and since you and I weren’t going anywhere, I gave him a chance.” I made up a whole story. “Now you gotta go. I don’t want him hearing about you being over here.”

      “I swear to God, Camarih, if I find out who that nigga is, which I will, I’m killing his ass. And once I do, I just might do the same to yo’ stupid ass.” He was right in my face, looking down at me like a demon. I was afraid yet turned on, but I refused to show him either of those emotions.

      “Should’ve made me your woman, now I’m his. So get the fuck out.” I sneered.

      “Fuck you.” He moved me out of the way before storming out of my bedroom.

      “Nigga, ne—Ah!” My mom tried to reprimand Tony but got a gun in her face as a response.

      “Bitch, it ain’t nothing for me to push yo’ shit back. Keep it fucking moving.” Tony spoke through clenched teeth as my mama and Bobi stood paralyzed.

      Tony walked out after locking his gun in his waist with his sexy hood ass, and before I could close my door good, my mother had barged in, slamming it behind herself.

      “Felisha!” Bobi called her name. “Let me talk to her.”

      “No. I got this, baby!” She shouted over her shoulder before turning her attention to me. “Camarih, let me tell you something right now. If you think you’re gonna be opening your legs to these psycho ass street niggas and bringing home babies, you can get the fuck out!”

      “I’m not with him!”

      “Who the hell are you hollering at!” She grabbed a handful of my hair, glaring down into my eyes since I was sitting on my bed.

      “Ma, let my hair go!”

      I was too old for this. I swear, now that I had some money saved, I was going to have to get an apartment or something. I couldn’t deal with this shit anymore.

      “Stupid bitch.” She let go of my hair, flinging my head in the process. “Think you so cute and that these knucklehead niggas are gonna treat you differently. Well let me tell you, Ari, they won’t. You’re not even that cute; you just got a nice body and one damn sad ass dimple in your cheek.”

      “Okay, Mama.” I just wanted her ass to leave because, in a minute, I was gonna hit her. Had I not needed a place to stay, I would’ve been beat her up.

      As soon as she left, I locked my door just in case Bobi’s ass wanted to come back. Putting up my products, I lay down on my bed and opened up my apartment hunting app.
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      The next afternoon…

      “That was so good. I love a good fucking meal.” Shanece patted her stomach as we crept down the crowded ass 405 freeway.

      We’d just gone to lunch in Manhattan Beach and were on our way back to my house. I really didn’t want her meeting my mother or Bobi, so we’d have to find some other shit to do once we got to the neighborhood.

      “Same, girl.” I chuckled. “I could go for a donut though. I’ve been craving them. There is a Krispy Kreme near my house.”

      “That sounds so good actually.”

      The simple thought of me getting a donut had improved my mood and made me feel okay, despite what happened yesterday with my mom and also Tony. He didn’t text me goodnight like he’d been doing way back, which had me feeling some type of way, but it was for the best.

      Shanece and I decided to go inside of Krispy Kreme, but when we got there, we noticed there was a video shoot of some sort happening. After getting our donuts, we came back outside, trying to see what was going on exactly, and that’s when I spotted Tony along with his friends Eitan, Rahim, and two others. There were women dressed in barely anything, cameras, and a big ass crowd of people.

      “A hood nigga video shoot.” I rolled my eyes before Shanece and I laughed.

      “You should go be in it. They gon’ need a pretty bitch amongst these mud ducks.” She nudged me.

      “Umm, no. I do not do videos.” I adjusted my dress. It was clinging to my body, showing everything, and the niggas were definitely taking notice.

      “Whose video, I wonder?” Shanece stretched her neck, trying to see through all the gang bangers, hoes, and filming crew.

      “This guy named Eitan. His music is pretty good; great lyrics and dope beats.”

      “Nice. It’s usually either or.”

      “Exactly. Tony is a perfectionist though, so I’m not surprised,” I added, looking on with Shanece. Tony being good at what he did was attractive to me for some reason.

      As Shanece and I walked closer to the curb and out of the Krispy Kreme parking lot, the guys began salivating over us, calling out things. We politely smiled, not wanting to upset them in the slightest.

      Per usual, I got caught up watching Tony converse with the man who I assumed was the director, and when done, he looked dead at me.

      “Wanna say hi to your boo? I mean, ex boo?” Shanece asked.

      “I guess. But only because he saw me.”

      “Right.”

      We waited for the crosswalk signal before going across King. We made it to the other side safely and slowly got closer to where Tony, Eitan, and Rahim were surrounded by women and other niggas. Once the music started, Tony got out of the way as everyone watched Eitan do his thing in front of the camera.

      “This is dope.” I stood next to Tony, eating this good ass donut. Shanece had gotten as close as she could to the scene they were shooting so that she could watch.

      “’Preciate that.” He kept his eyes on Eitan. He didn’t flirt, joke, or call me beautiful, so he must have been mad. Hell, he barely looked my way. But I didn’t care. I said what I needed to so he’d leave me the fuck alone.

      “Want a donut? I have six.” I put the box in his view since he wouldn’t look at me.

      “I thought you said you ain’t wanna be friends. So what the fuck you doing in my face, offering me donuts and shit?” he spat, causing a few people nearby to tune in.

      “I’m just being nice, Tony—”

      “Yeah, well I ain’t ask you to be nice to me. You need to get the fuck on and go lay up under that nigga you fucking. Give his bitch ass a donut.”

      “Houston, really?” I felt myself tearing up for some reason as I stared up at his contorted yet handsome face. The tattoos on his mug never took away from his good looks.

      I stood right in front of him, wanting him to look me in the eyes.

      “I’m busy, Camarih, so if you ain’t offering me no pussy, get the fuck on somewhere.”

      I inhaled sharply, allowing his cologne to make its way up my nose as he shoulder bumped me lightly to go around. I turned to see his back facing me already as he walked off.

      “Hey, Tony.” A girl touched him lightly.

      “Nah, ya pussy is too ran through for me.” He moved away from her touch, embarrassing her. “I’ll see you later though.” He tugged lightly on the tank top of her homegirl who immediately began grinning at Tony as he kept it pushing to, I guess supervise the shoot.

      When I turned back around, I noticed two hoes staring me down.

      “Can I help you? Yeah, don’t get fucked up.” I added the last part once they looked away.

      Seeing Shanece was still enthralled, I texted her that I was going to sit in her car before doing just that. I hated Tony and wanted to be nowhere near him.
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      I stood as close as I could to keep an eye on the scene of the music video. I loved the music business but didn’t want any parts of it that would make me famous.

      I enjoyed my job working for Scene Magazine. I got to be in the thick of shit but didn’t have to deal with the media always in my business and the other so-called perks of fame.

      I’d never heard of this Eitan guy, but he was dope, and so was this song. I knew if I got an interview with him for the magazine, before he blew up, which he would, that would definitely put me in the running for a promotion.

      One day I wanted to be CEO of Scene, but I knew I had to climb the ladder to do so. And making sure the magazine was the first to introduce this Eitan guy to mainstream, would surely push me up a few steps or more.

      “Aight. At this point, all the hoes need to get in the shot.” Tony spoke up through the megaphone, so the girls dressed scantily clad began to enter the filming area to do whatever it was they were hired for. “Get yo’ ass in the scene. Didn’t you hear me call for all the hoes.” Tony frowned at me.

      This rude muthafuck—

      “Nigga, I’m not here to work! And I am not a hoe. I work for a music magazine! Scene, actually!”

      “Oh, word?” He grinned widely. He was actually handsome, despite his ignorant ass demeanor and the small word tattoo above his eyebrow that read Gifted. There was another on the side of the opposite brow reading MAK. “Still don’t mean yo’ ass ain’t a hoe.”

      “Call me a hoe again and watch me slap you!” I turned to face him fully.

      “Bitch, I dare you.” He got in my face, towering over me with a menacing look. You could see it in his eyes that he was crazy.

      “Aye, aye, let’s focus on the video.” A guy with a fade and brown skin stepped up, parting Tony and I slowly.

      “Yeah, somebody better get this bitch ’fore I knock her muthafuckin neck loose.” Tony backed away. “Hoe.” He spoke through the megaphone, and when I tried to charge him, the brown-skinned guy caught me as Tony cackled at my expense. “You mad, hoe?” He called out through the megaphone again as the guy carried me down the sidewalk some. Everyone around was laughing as well.

      “Wait until I see him another time. I’m fucking him up!” I growled.

      “I wouldn’t advise it. He’ll really put hands on you if you hit him,” the guy replied to me.

      I had no plans on hitting Tony; the nigga looked psycho, but I had to say I would right now to save face. I was furious as hell.

      Before I could say anything, I saw Camarih coming from across the street, and it was obvious she was angry by how fast she was walking in them Fendi slides. Barging through the scene, she walked right up to Tony and smashed a jelly-filled donut in the middle of his face. It was like God was blessing me because that action had filled me with such joy.

      My stomach then dropped when I watched him grab her by her shoulders. He hemmed her up against the wall, angrily, like he was about to choke her, but then let her go and walked off.

      “I thought you said he’ll put hands on a woman if she hit him?” I raised both brows, jerking my neck in Tony and Camarih’s direction.

      The guy glanced over at them before focusing back on me and responded, “He will; just not her. I think he likes her ass. He took her out, kissed her in the mouth, and as you can see, he ain’t clock her. Had any other girl over here done that, she’d be laid out.”

      I simply sucked my teeth as I watched.

      Camarih clearly wanted more fight from Tony, because she chased after him, punching his back repeatedly. In the midst of all this, they kept shooting the video as some of us watched the commotion. Tony turned around to restrain Camarih, forcing her up against the dirty gate nearby, and next thing you know, they were kissing.

      Rolling my eyes, I looked away, and so did some of the other girls, but I could tell it was more so out of jealousy.

      “Ugh.” I grunted, folding my arms and watching the cars speed up and down the street.

      “You good?” the brown-skinned guy asked.

      “I guess. I’m happy he got a donut smashed in his rude ass face.”

      Chuckling, he replied, “I’m sure. I’m Rahim.” He stuck his hand out to me since I was standing to the left of him. “I produced the track.”

      “Really?” I shook his hand. “You did great. I’m Shanece by the way.”

      “Pretty name. So you said you work for Scene? What you do?”

      “I’m nobody really. I sometimes secure interviews and oversee them as well as some photo-shoots. It pays handsomely though.” I smirked at Rahim. He was a nice-looking guy with beautiful clear skin and short hair. He was up there in height, definitely in the six feet area, but a tad shorter than loose cannon Tony.

      “Don’t sound like a nobody to me.”

      “I appreciate that. So have you worked with any artists that are mainstream already? Or at least well known from LA?”

      “Nah. I’m not from here. I met Tony when he visited Nevada, where I’m from, and we got to talking business. He heard my work, said he wanted me to produce for Eitan, and voilà.”

      “Well I think Eitan is gonna make it, which means they’re gonna want his producer, so you will too.” I nudged him with a smile, causing him to stare at me.

      “You got a boyfriend, Shanece?”

      I loved the way he said my name.

      “I umm… I have a little more than a boyfriend.” I showed my ring. “I’m married.”

      Covering his mouth, Rahim replied, “Oh shit, my bad. You super taken.”

      We both laughed in unison.

      “I am.” I stared back into the street, enjoying Eitan’s song still.

      “Is that a good thing? You don’t seem too excited about it.”

      “No, it’s a very good thing. I’ve been with my husband since 10th grade, and it’s been great. We’ve never had any major hiccups.”

      “Oh, like infidelity?”

      “Exactly.”

      Rahim raised his brows and nodded like he was commending my husband for being faithful.

      “That’s dope. Again, I apologize for doing whatever I was trying to do. I don’t need yo’ husband trying to pull up on me.”

      “No don’t be sorry. You didn’t know. And he’s not even that type of guy… anymore.”

      “Well he should be because you fine.”

      I smirked, feeling bashful as I tossed my fresh passion twists from one side to the other.

      “Thank you.” I giggled.

      I looked past him and finally saw Camarih and Tony reappear. I didn’t know where they’d gone, but I noticed her hair wasn’t as well put together as it was before. Camarih was drop dead gorgeous though, so she didn’t exactly need her hair to be intact to turn heads.

      Although I knew they’d had sex somewhere, not sure of the location, they were walking far from one another, and he stopped in a crowd of about three girls before pulling a blunt from his pocket to light. I chuckled when one of the girls reached for it, and he smacked her hand.

      “Hey, are you ready to go?” Camarih approached me, giving Rahim a simple smile in the midst.

      “Umm, yeah. I am since I can see you are.” Reaching into my purse, I retrieved my car keys, even though my car was unlocked, and said, “Start the car. I will be there soon.”

      “Sure, okay.” Camarih’s eyes bounced between Rahim and I before she went back across the street.

      “So maybe I will see you again. I’m sure Eitan will work with Scene one day. If you could maybe talk to him for me or give him my card, that would be great.”

      “Yeah, I got you.” Rahim nodded with a smile and took my card. “See you around, Shanece.”

      I simpered before checking the street and quickly running across the large intersection to get to my car in the Krispy Kreme parking lot.

      “So you like him or something?” Camarih inquired as soon as I got in.

      “What? No! I’m married, Camarih.”

      “I know, but you seemed to enjoy talking to him.” She shrugged while wearing a closed mouth smile and opening the vent to allow air to blow on her.

      “Bitch, while you’re talking about me, you’re the one who just got fucked!” I monitored the traffic so I could pull out of the lot.

      “No.”

      “Camarih, yes you did. And where did y’all even do it? I know none of these people let you in their house to have sex.”

      “The car.” She chuckled. “I don’t know why I did it. I regret it every time we fuck. He just pissed me off trying to diss me, so I had to smash the donut in his face.”

      We both burst into laughter.

      “You’re crazy as hell for that one.”

      “I just hate his stupid ass. He drives me insane.” She frowned deeply.

      “How did you go from fighting to kissing and sex, then back to fighting?”

      “His mouth.”

      “I can see how that would be a problem. He’s disrespectful as hell.” I turned my lip up. I still wanted to fight his ass, but not really. “According to his homie Rahim, Tony likes you.”

      “I couldn’t care less.”

      I giggled and continued to Camarih’s home, which wasn’t far. Once there, we sat on the porch chatting until a big Ford pick-up truck pulled in.

      “You should go.” Camarih stood up, and so did I. Shit, I wasn’t about to ask no damn questions.

      I’d had enough altercations for one day, and this next one, I just might have to put the paws on somebody. Only reason Tony got a pass was because I knew that nigga wasn’t in his right mind and would be trying to kill me. Plus, I was five feet seven and slim; I had no business fighting a nigga that was at least six three or six four, with a healthy build. He could literally knock me into next week, and I had shit to do this week in particular.

      I watched as some hefty woman in blue Dickies, a big white t-shirt, and some steel toe black boots exited the car. Her hair was cut short, and she was covered in tattoos. She had to be about six feet or just under it. She walked around to let another woman out of the passenger side, who looked just like a brown-skinned version of Camarih.

      “Your mom?” I asked as I descended the porch steps.

      “Yes.”

      I walked past them in a hurry to my car, while waving, and neither of them said ‘hi’ back, just gave me weird looks. Rude asses.

      Once in my car, I turned on my chill playlist and then headed home. I had an apartment over in Windsor Hills, so I wasn’t too far away from Camarih. I liked having a friend that I didn’t have to travel so far to see.

      As soon as I got inside of my apartment, a loud stench traveled up my nose, almost making me vomit. Looking in the middle of the floor, I saw my husband had thrown up on the carpet.

      “Paul!” I called his name but got no answer. “Shit.” I groaned, tossing my purse and jacket onto the couch.

      Rushing to the back bedroom, I called Paul’s name again and saw him sleeping in the bed. Taking a moment, I closed my eyes and left back out so I could clean up the mess in the living room. About half an hour later, it was done, and Paul had emerged from the back.

      “Hey.” His voice was scratchy.

      “Baby, you threw up on the carpet. I told you to stay in your room or bring the bucket with you when you leave.”

      “Maybe if you were here taking care of me like you’re supposed to, it wouldn’t have happened.”

      “Paul—”

      “Where the fuck were you?” His frail face turned up.

      I loved Paul and always had, ever since the first day I laid eyes on him in my US History class. He was tall, had sweet caramel skin, curly hair, and a smile that could light up any dark room. He was like a dream come true from the first day I met him and on.

      Of course we had arguments and short-lived breakups like any couple, but there were never any infidelities, disrespect, deceit, or anything major. It was always small stuff, like me hating that he was a slow texter and him being annoyed by me always wanting to eat at the same place. We were made for each other, and I remembered the days when I would thank God every night for blessing me by sending me a man that was as good as Paul.

      But then… he got diagnosed with cancer when we were twenty-four years old. It was a devastating blow to us both, especially because he was so young. Paul ate healthy, worked out, didn’t smoke or engage in heavy drinking, so neither of us understood how something like this could happen to him. I should’ve known since our relationship was too good to be true, something horrific like this had to happen.

      At first it was okay, with him taking things day by day, but now, two years later, he was depressed, angry, very weak, and just not the same man I married five years ago at twenty-one.

      I knew it was this God-awful illness that had changed the man I loved, so even though some days I wanted to rip him a new one, I had to look at things through his eyes.

      He was a twenty-six-year-old man, living with cancer, when most twenty-six-year-old men were out living their lives. He even had to resign from his job as an online researcher making over $70,000 a year, because he could barely perform due to the pain and nausea.

      I hated this disease for him, but I also hated who he’d become because of it. However, I had no right to despise him.

      “I went out with a friend.” I stared down at the carpet, making sure all of the puke was gone. I was so stressed out when home. I was more relaxed at work, which was the opposite of how shit was supposed to be.

      “What friends, Shanece? You don’t have friends.”

      He was right. I had one friend, Ashley, but she moved to Arizona with her man for his work. And because I was so wrapped up in my work and being a nurse to Paul, she and I sadly drifted due to lack of time. I was lonely when it came to friends and even sometimes companionship when Paul acted as if the mere sight of me disgusted him.

      “This girl named Camarih. She’s nice. I’ll bring her over for dinner one night. Speaking of, are you hungry?” I started to walk past him to the kitchen, but he stopped me.

      “I’m sorry for being angry.” He looked down into my eyes, holding my hands.

      “It’s okay, honey. You don’t have to be sorry.”

      “Nah, I do—”

      “Paul, no.” I reached up to touch his face. “Now go sit down and watch some TV while I make dinner. Okay?” I gave him the brightest smile I could muster up so he wouldn’t feel bad, and he nodded before doing what he was told.

      As badly as I wanted to take that apology, I knew I would feel like shit if I did.
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      I’m countin' my bullets, I'm loadin’ my clips… I’m writin' down names, I'm makin' a list…

      I took a blunt to the face as “Middle Child” by J. Cole played in the background while one of my hoes Kenya rode my dick. Her pussy was cool; I’d had better, but sometimes her ass was just more convenient.

      As she rocked her hips on me, all I could think about was Camarih and how good her shit was. How much confidence her little sexy ass had when she rode my dick because she knew damn fucking well how tight and wet the cat felt.

      My mind drifted to our last fuck session in the back of my whip. I’d never busted so hard in my life, and the shit was missionary, which was crazy. Right there in broad daylight, pounding her pretty ass pussy to let that shit know it was mine. And just that quickly, I was wondering who she was fucking with.

      “Aye.” I used my remote to turn the music on my stereo down some.

      “Yeah?” Kenya moaned, trembling from cumming. Bitch was always thirsty for the dick like she ain’t have a nigga.

      “You know Camarih?”

      “Th—the girl you had at the studio?” She frowned as she continued to ride me. Shit was weak right now. Camarih had my dick spoiled or some shit.

      “Yeah. You know if she fucking with anybody?”

      “I do-n’t thi-nk so. Why?”

      “Because that’s mine, and I wanna make sure ain’t no other nigga getting up in that.”

      Pausing and staring down at me, Kenya spat, “Really? I’m right here, riding your dick, and you’re worried about another bitch’s pussy?”

      “Yeah. Hop off. You can suck me up.” I started sitting up, so Kenya got off the bed and onto her knees. Opening her mouth, she was about to take my dick in, but I grabbed her hair tightly, making her wince in pain. “And watch who the fuck you calling a bitch, aight?” I took a toke on the blunt with my free hand.

      “Aight.” She nodded as much as she could while staring up at me.

      Loosening my grip on her hair, I let her suck my dick with the condom on. When I got ready to bust, I yanked her off, and she dropped her jaw like the nasty hoe that she was so I could bust all in and around her mouth. I smiled, watching my work paint her face.

      “It’s paper towels in the bathroom. You can use some then head out.” I ashed the blunt.

      Kenya left to the bathroom and returned with a clean face a couple minutes later to get dressed.

      “So you gon’ be at the studio later?” she questioned once I stood up to get ready for my second shower.

      “Yeah, but don’t roll through.”

      “Why?”

      “’Cause I said so. Not unless you got some shit on the nigga my bitch is fucking with.” I peered over my shoulder since I was grabbing fresh boxers from the drawer.

      “Okay. I’ll keep my ear to the streets.”

      “Thanks. Now take yo’ ass home for I call yo’ nigga and tell him you be kissing him in the mouth with the same lips I be nuttin’ on.”

      Giggling like the thot that she was, Kenya pranced out and left my crib. Her nigga was a bitch. I’d run into him before and gladly told him how nasty his hoe was, and he ain’t pop shit.

      Once I locked up, I got in the shower, running through my fucking head who would be stupid enough to fuck Camarih after I put word out.

      I wanted her to be my girlfriend, but I didn’t wanna be her fucking boyfriend, if that shit made sense. A nigga didn’t want her fucking nor spending time with another nigga, but I knew the only way to keep her from doing that shit was to be her man or just murk every muthafucka that tried to be her man.

      Hmm… I was leaning more toward the latter. Eventually, I’d be the only nigga left, and she’d have no choice but to fuck with me. I smirked at my thoughts as I rinsed the soap off my body.

      After my shower, I brushed, flossed, and used Listerine since I’d smoked, and then got dressed.

      I only wore two types of fits: either sweats/track pants and a white t-shirt, or jeans, a white t-shirt, and an open flannel. I chose the sweats since a nigga was just hitting the studio and no extra shit, then slipped on some socks and Gucci slides.

      Hopping into my Grand National, I turned up my music and sped through the hood until I pulled up on the studio. It was a little after 6 p.m. in the evening, so it was only slightly gloomy, yet the sun was still out.

      As I gathered my shit into my Jansport backpack, I spotted Camarih across the way, coming out of the nail shop. I saw a nigga with her, so I immediately hopped out of my shit to dart over there. I was about to fuck this nigga up.

      “Tony—” Camarih spoke as soon as she saw me nearing.

      WHAM!

      I sent my fist right into that muthafucka’s jaw, forcing him into the cement wall.

      “You think you about to be fucking my girl.” I hit his ass again.

      “Tony, stop! This is the owner’s boyfriend!” Camarih screamed, pulling on my t-shirt.

      I dropped the nigga since I was holding him up by the collar of his shirt and then backed up some. Cuz was out.

      “My bad. I thought—”

      “Even if he was, I am not your girl! Remember? You don’t want that, and now, neither do I, so leave me the fuck alone!”

      “Nah, you leave me the fuck alone.”

      “Nigga, I’ve been trying! You’re the one running up on niggas you see me talking to!”

      “Oh, for real, jelly donut? The way I had yo’ legs over my shoulders, digging that pussy out in my whip, sure didn’t seem like you was trying to leave a nigga alone. Dumb ass.” I started off but felt something sharp hit the back of my head. There was a little blood, and when I turned around, a rock was on the floor. Slowly peering up from it, I saw a fuming Camarih. “Oh, for real?” I took one step, so she booked it down the sidewalk, and I was right behind her stupid ass.

      “Leave me alone, you psycho!” She had the nerve to yell over her shoulder like she ain’t just knock the shit out of me with a rock.

      Speeding up, I finally got to her, but not before she was in her car with the doors locked and the engine on.

      “Open this shit!” I barked, yanking on the handle of her Toyota Avalon.

      “Fuck you, nigga.” She floored it away from the curb, running over my fucking foot.

      I had to take a pause and a couple of deep breaths because I was ready to say fuck this studio session and go murk her ass.

      Walking back to the studio, I ignored the pain in my head and my foot. Not paying the niggas saying ‘what’s up’ to me any mind, I made my way to the bathroom to check on my head and then get a good look at my foot before heading to the recording room.

      Eitan, Rahim, and I got to work, while my cousin Carter, and the homies Cornell and Abel chilled. About an hour later, a new song was finished, so we sat back to take a listen.

      Halfway through the song, Joy appeared in the doorway of the studio room, but I paid her no mind.

      “Hey, can I talk to you?” She neared me.

      “No.”

      “It’s important.”

      Hesitating for a minute as I looked up at her, I replied, “When the song go off.”

      The track was done a minute later, but I had Rahim run it back as Joy waited. She wasn’t on my muthafuckin priority list, so if it was that important, she would have no issue waiting.

      After the third listen, I got up to lead Joy out while everyone else enjoyed the music and rolled up. When she and I got into the studio room next door, I nodded my head to tell her to start talking.

      “So I got another procedure done. Well, not procedure, but I took a pill like usual. I was in a lot of pain and on bed rest two weeks ago, that’s why I haven’t been around.”

      “Joy, what the fuck you telling me this shit for?” I scowled, irritated with her stupid ass and irritated that Camarih had my damn head and foot hurting.

      “I’m telling you because it was your baby, Tony! Don’t you care about what happened?”

      “Nah, I don’t.”

      “So you just never care about babies that are yours?” She shrugged, tearing up.

      “I wouldn’t say that. I just don’t give a fuck about this or what you got going on. That’s yo’ fucking body, and you ain’t my bitch for me to give a fuck. Again, I still don’t get why you rolled up here and pulled me aside for this shit.”

      “Fuck you, Tony. Just know this will never happen again. Next one, I’m keeping, and—”

      “Won’t be a next one, ’cause I’m never sliding up in yo’ ass again. And if I do, I’m strapping up. Stupid ass.” I moved around her and went back to the original recording room.

      By this time, smoke was in the air, “Red Coupe” by Skeme was blasting, and clearly, the homies had invited some hoes because it was about eight females in here. Sliding through, I went to sit at the mixer, checking my phone to see if Camarih had hit me, even though I knew she hadn’t. Fuck her crazy ass. I was done with her. Bitch was driving me insane and was gon’ make me kill her ass.

      I had a liquor cabinet installed in here, so I used the key to it to pull a bottle of Hennessy out. Eitan grabbed some styrofoam cups and began giving anybody one who wanted something to sip on.

      I distributed the shit as I bobbed my head to the music, then lit up a blunt. I felt eyes on me, and when I looked over, I spotted Joy watching me hard, with her eyebrows damn near in between her fucking eyes. Didn’t make me no never mind, so I continued getting cross-faded along with the homies.

      Two hoes walked up on me, one cute as fuck with dark skin and big curly hair, then another who had light skin that looked dehydrated as fuck. The dark skinned one sat in my lap, which I proudly welcomed, and the light skinned one came close to do the same, but I got a whiff of some shit I ain’t like.

      I knew females had problems and shit sometimes, but they needed to handle it before coming my muthafuckin’ way because I’d embarrass their ass.

      “Nah.” I nudged her back.

      “Dang, why?” She tried to touch my shoulder, but I blocked that shit, making the homies laugh.

      “You gotta be wiping from back to front or some shit because yo’ pussy smells like ass.” I shook my head before taking another toke on the blunt.

      The female in my lap, along with my cousin and homeboys, laughed. The bitch I was talking about did too, I guess trying to save face. I didn’t give a fuck. She could have a funky ass pussy all day, just as long as she wasn’t trying to put the shit on me.

      The festivities continued, with old girl in my lap who I learned was named Evie, giving me a sensual ass lap dance. Just as I was getting into the shit, she flew out of my lap, and I saw Joy bashing her face in. I moved back some, because if I got hit, I was busting caps in muthafuckas. Eventually, Carter got up to pull Joy off of Evie.

      “What the fuck, bitch!” Evie shouted.

      “Quit dancing on taken niggas, hoe!”

      “This is your girl?” Evie got up from the floor, hair disheveled and blood coming out of her nose. She was pointing at Joy, who was trying to break free from Carter.

      “I’m single.” I shrugged, blowing out smoke.

      As soon as those words left my mouth, Joy broke down into tears, still screaming shit at Evie.

      “Why she so loud, bruh?” Eitan asked, making me crack the fuck up. We were high as shit.

      “What you doing in the hood knowing you can’t fight?” I looked over at Evie, before everyone in the studio, minus Joy and Carter, roared with laughter, including myself.

      Evie stormed out, I guess embarrassed, but I ain’t really care. None of these hoes were Camarih. I never gave a fuck about ’em before her, and I sure as hell didn’t now that I was checking for her psycho ass so hard. Stupid bitch. I shook my head at my thoughts as I smoked some more.

      Placing Joy down, Carter yelled. “Man, how you making jokes and shit when you see what you doing to her!” He gestured toward Joy. I could see out of my peripheral.

      I was facing the mixer, chopping it up with Rahim and Abel, so I slowly turned in my chair to face Carter’s ass when I heard him hollering like a hoe.

      Rising up as I inhaled on the blunt, I just eyed this nigga as I blew out smoke. Had the music not been on, you’d be able to hear a pin drop because everyone was on edge trying to see what would happen next.

      “’Cause I do whatever the fuck I wanna do, cuz. And if you got a problem with the shit, move something. I don’ already told you, you could hit the pussy, so I don’t see what you up in here crying for.”

      “It ain’t about that, Tony. She’s hurt.”

      “She’s hurt.” I mocked him, making the room cackle. I chuckled along with them but ceased it immediately to say, “Shut yo’ hoe ass up. Crying more than her stupid ass right now.”

      “Ain’t nobody crying, T. I just don’t approve of how you be doing her.”

      Walking up to him, I blew smoke in his face and asked, “So how you gon’ handle that?”

      Carter shook his head and then escorted Joy’s dramatic ass from the room.

      On the outside looking in, yeah, Joy appeared to be this sweet bitch that was so good to me, but it wasn’t even like that. She was weak as fuck, had no substance, and just wasn’t about shit. The only thing she had going for her was her pretty ass face, good pussy, and nice body, and even then, Camarih had her beat in those departments.

      I honestly gave no fucks about what anybody had to say in regards to my treatment of Joy. She wasn’t my bitch, and just because she cried and liked to act a muthafuckin’ fool like she owned me, didn’t mean I was supposed to respect her ass. Just like the rest of these hoes, I didn’t give a fuck about her.

      Walking back to the mixer, I took down a gulp of my Hennessy and said, “In case any other female in here got shit twisted, I don’t give a fuck about these hoes. Not a one. Not you, ya mammy, or whoever else. And I sure as fuck don’t give a shit about these cry baby ass niggas.”

      “On God.” Eitan rose up to slap hands with me.

      “Get back to the shit.” I turned the music up louder and continued to smoke, drink, and chill with my peoples.

      Joy and Evie could suck my dick, or the next muthafucka’s; it really ain’t even matter to a nigga.
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        Two weeks later…

      

      

      My online orders had increased by a lot. I went from selling only a measly ten products a month to now fifty to seventy-five. That still wasn’t much, but it was for me. Any improvement, no matter how small, was a win, and I had done it all on my own.

      Yeah, Tony had helped me only slightly, which I appreciated him for, but at the end of the day, this was my own hard work. There was nothing wrong with getting help from a man, whether in the form of gifts or with your business, but it was nothing better than seeing something that was built with your own hard work and elbow grease.

      Because of this small yet large feat, Shanece had the idea that we should go to San Diego for this cool little parade where you got to dress up, or down, since most people wore little to nothing. I was already off from my night job on Friday, so I just requested Saturday, and luckily got approved. It felt so good to be away on vacation.

      “Bitch, I don’t wanna walk out with you looking like that.” Shanece eyed me as I came from the bathroom in our hotel room.

      The only thing covered on my body was my vagina and my breasts; everything else was out, and I had a headpiece on that matched my ‘outfit’. Shanece had introduced me to this shop where we bought our fits for the parade.

      “Girl, stop.” I checked myself out in the mirror.

      “I’m serious. Your body is banging, and mine is just… not.”

      “Yes it is. Stop.” I chuckled, looking her over. My colors were green and gold, and hers were purple and gold. Shanece had a nice body, she was just on the slimmer side, whereas I had thicker thighs and a big butt. My breasts weren’t huge, a nice C cup that fit the rest of my body.

      A lot of my life, I had nothing to do, so I put time in at the gym, working out whenever I could out of boredom. So my body had become super fit without me even trying if you will.

      “Okay, let’s go party.” Shanece grabbed her camera.

      We left the hotel and got some good pictures of one another. I decided I would wait to post mine because I just wanted to enjoy my time here.

      When we got to the parade, it was live as hell with drinks and food readily available, and music that I usually didn’t listen to, but I liked it. Shanece and I joined in with the people walking and began dancing as we made our way through the streets of San Diego, with our drinks in hand. Most of the songs were reggae and some other types, not really any hip-hop or r&b. A couple of Jamaican guys were near us, and since the song playing was popping, Shanece and I began dancing with them.

      I loved to dance, so I had no problem grinding my ass on the cute Jamaican man who I realized was packing. I was drunk, so when he held my hips as I wound them to the music, I didn’t stop him. The men were very respectful though, not even pressuring Shanece and I to go to their room or anything. They just wanted to have fun, like us, which I appreciated. The last thing I wanted was to hop on another dick.

      “Oh my gosh! That was so fun! We should take some pictures now to show the ‘after look’,” I suggested.

      “Yes! Stand over there!” Shanece pointed to a pretty cottage.

      I stood in front of it for my picture, then waited for Shanece to pick her background so I could take hers.

      It was now nighttime, so we went back to the hotel to shower and then change clothes so we could enjoy dinner. We were still a little tipsy, but it was fine since our hotel was in an area that had a lot of restaurants we could walk to.

      “I’m so proud of you, Camarih.” Shanece raised her glass of wine as we sat across from one another in the booth seats of the restaurant.

      “Thank you.” I clinked mine with hers. “Thank you also for inviting me to this. I feel like I never do anything.”

      “Girl, same. I feel like all I do is work.”

      “You don’t go out with Paul?” I quizzed just as the waiter set down our plates.

      Shanece and I thanked her before she walked off.

      “Umm, no, not really.”

      “Oh.” I sensed that she didn’t like my question, so I left it alone, tasting some of my food.

      “Paul is sick, Camarih. He has cancer. He was diagnosed two years ago, so he’s really weak at this point. Going out isn’t really on the agenda for us as a couple anymore.”

      “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to ruin the moment.”

      No wonder she had no recent pictures of him on her page. I knew something was up, but then again, I figured maybe she decided to be more private with their relationship.

      “No, you didn’t know. And it’s been a while since he got diagnosed, so I don’t cry or feel down when it’s brought up like I used to.”

      “Is he getting better?”

      “Uh, sometimes it seems like it, and other times, we don’t really know. But we just pray.”

      I nodded, feeling like shit. We were having such a good time until I decided to pry with my stupid question.

      “Well, I will be praying too.”

      “Thank you.” Shanece smiled. “The food is so good, huh? Good choice.”

      “I agree. Hey, if you feel like it, we should go dancing next door once we finish.”

      “Yes, please.”

      We chuckled in unison before finishing our food over lighter conversation and then headed next door to turn up.

      This trip was exactly what I needed.
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        * * *

      

      Monday night… back from San Diego…

      “Had fun in San Diego?” Bobi stood in the doorway of the bathroom as I applied my moisturizer.

      “Yes.”

      I watched her eyes cascade down my body, and I regretted coming out of my room in this silk short set.

      “Bet you were doing a lot of fucking out there, huh?” She laughed as I hurried past her to get to my bedroom.

      “Bobi, I have work to do.” I tried to close my room door, but she wouldn’t allow it.

      Barging in and making me stumble back, she slammed the door behind herself and locked it.

      “Why you wear things like this?” She began coming toward me, and when I tried to go around her, she shoved me hard as hell onto the bed, to the point where my head bounced.

      “Get off of me!” I hollered, hoping someone would hear me, even though my mama was at the store, and we were in the back of a nice sized home.

      Bobi and I tussled as she barged her way in between my legs. She was as strong as a man, so even though I hit the gym, I was no match for her. Pinning my wrists above my head with one of her large hands, she slipped her free one between my legs. I didn’t wear underwear with these silk shorts since they were super short, so next thing I knew, I felt Bobi’s fingers penetrate me.

      “Mm.” She grumbled as I screamed and wiggled.

      Finally, I got one wrist free.

      WHAM!

      I punched her ass dead in the face as hard as I could, making her promptly stand up to cup her nose.

      “Get out, or I’m gonna give you another one!” I threatened, now standing.

      “You gon’ regret this, bitch.” Bobi started toward my door but then turned to face me, sucking the finger she’d put inside of me, and then laughing as blood trickled from her nostrils.

      As soon as the door closed behind her, I locked it, breathing heavily as hell. I wanted to shower again, but I was afraid her ass would try something, so I just cut the lights off, climbed into bed, and cried myself to sleep.

      It seemed as if I’d only been asleep for ten minutes when I felt someone shaking me.

      “Get up, Ari!” My mama rocked me roughly while screaming. I looked at the clock on my cable box and saw it was after midnight.

      “Ma, what?” I frowned, wondering how she’d gotten into my room.

      “You been fucking in my house?” She cut the lamp on, making me shield my eyes.

      “Huh? No!” I lied. I’d never had sex in this house, not until the time Tony popped up, but that was a while ago, so I was sure she wasn’t talking about that.

      “Bobi already told me she caught you in here with that thug this evening!” My mama yanked the covers off of me. “Get the fuck up!”

      “Mama, that’s a lie! She’s the one who came in here and tried to fuck me!” I sat up.

      WHAM!

      My mother slapped me across the face.

      “What did I tell you about them bullshit ass lies! You think everybody and their damn daddy wants to sleep with you! Ain’t no damn body interested. That’s why you couldn’t keep Prince. Rich man with fame and everything didn’t want your ass.”

      “Okay, look, I’m going back to bed.”

      “Oh no you’re not. You’re about to get the fuck up and pee on this.” She showed me a pregnancy test box.

      “For what? I have not been fucking in this house!”

      “Well we’re about to see. Go.” She pointed in the direction of the bathroom with the box in her hand.

      “Mama—”

      “Camarih.”

      Angrily, I hopped up, snatching the box from her. I was only doing this shit because I was dead tired and wanted her to leave me the fuck alone so I could get back to sleep.

      I closed the bathroom door and removed the test so I could pee on it. As I did, I began to cry. My life was exhausting, and even fun trips like the one I’d taken to San Diego couldn’t relieve me of it.

      Placing the cap on the stick, I set it on the sink, washed my hands, and then left the bathroom.

      “Done.” I walked past my mama in the hallway.

      “You better hope it’s negative, or you’re getting the fuck out tonight.” She eyed me, arms folded.

      I paid her no mind as I went to my bedroom and crawled back into my bed. In no time, I’d drifted back off to sleep.

      “What?” I frowned, seeing the light come on even, though my eyes were closed.

      “Get your shit and get out, Camarih.” My mother’s voice was stern.

      Sitting up in my bed, I frowned. “Huh? Why? It’s 1 a.m.!” Saying nothing, she tossed the pregnancy test at me, and right there, I could see a dark pink line and a very light one. “This is only one line,” I tried to make her believe.

      “You know you see a faint one next to it.” Bobi stood behind my mama, smirking. “Now get out.”

      I slowly stepped out of the bed and went to grab a duffel bag from the closet. The entire time I packed, Bobi and my mother stood there in the doorway, but I could barely focus on that because I couldn’t believe I was pregnant. This was the worst time, and it was by the worst man.

      “I can’t believe your little hoe ass!” My mama walked up on me.

      “Hit me again, and I’m gonna beat your ass. Only reason I haven’t done so yet is because I needed a place to stay, but since I have to leave, I will fuck you up,” I warned.

      Sucking her teeth, my mother backed off, leaving me alone. I took the pregnancy test with me and then grabbed my car keys and purse to head out.

      I had some money from my sales and what I’d saved, so I went to check into a motel. I didn’t want to spend too much at a hotel because I knew I would be here more than one night.

      After checking in, I got into the bed and drifted off to sleep for as long as I could.
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        * * *

      

      The next evening…

      I was finally off from work, so I’d texted Tony to meet me at the motel. I didn’t want to see him or talk to him, but I had to let him know.

      I took a shower and then got dressed in a pair of tights, a bralette, then a hoodie. Once Tony let me know he was outside, I put on my Fendi slides, let my curly hair down, and then left the room with only my room key, the test, and my phone.

      I spotted his Grand National parked a few spaces down from my room, so I walked to it and slid into the passenger seat. He looked good in a Puma tracksuit that was red and black. He smelled even better, and I could see he’d just gotten his beautiful kinky hair lined up.

      “What’s up? I got somewhere to be.” He turned his body a bit, hitting me with his sexy scent. His facial hair went so perfectly with his features.

      “Okay. Well I will make this quick then—”

      “Why you staying here?”

      “I got kicked out.” I looked off then back over at him. “Anyway, Houston, I’m pregnant.”

      “By who?”

      “You, who else?”

      “Fuck you mean who else? Don’t you got some nigga you fucking? How you know it’s my baby?” His forehead wrinkled.

      “That was a lie, okay!”

      “Yeah, aight. Who the fuck you think you fooling, Camarih? Now that you pregnant, all of a sudden, the shit was a lie?” He laughed.

      I felt the tears welling up, and it pissed me off that he was able to make me cry.

      “Look, you don’t have to help me or be around. I just thought I would tell you since you’re the father and I’m keeping it.”

      “Yeah, well we don’t know if that’s the case. Hit me up when you about to deliver, and we’ll see.” He cranked his vehicle up.

      He nodded in the direction of the door so that I would get out of the car.

      “I hate you.” I whimpered.

      “Then get rid of it.”

      WHAM!

      I slapped him hard, but before I could even pull my hand all the way back, he gripped both of my wrists, yanking me toward him extremely roughly.

      “Put yo’ fucking hands on me one more time, Camarih, and I swear on my life, I’ll break yo’ fucking face.” His teeth were clenched, and by the look in his eyes, I could tell he was serious.

      “Let me go.” I sniffled.

      He did, and I immediately got out of the car. After changing into my pajamas, I cried myself to sleep… again.
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      “Let me smoke some.” Jilly reached for my blunt, so I moved my hand. “Tonyyyyy!”

      “Told yo’ ass you can’t smoke around me.”

      “Then I’ll smoke around my nigga when I see him.”

      “And I’ll smoke his ass. Try me.” I blew out before finally passing it to her.

      “Where yo’ mouth been?” She frowned playfully, taking the blunt into her hands.

      “Give me my shit back.”

      “I’m kidding, I’m kidding.”

      As Jilly finished off the blunt, I popped some gum into my mouth and checked my messages. Glancing over her way, I peeped that she was scrolling her timeline on Instagram. She paused on one photo to like it, and I saw it was a female dressed in barely anything, body on some ridiculous shit.

      “Who that?” I quizzed.

      “My friend Kendra.”

      “Nah, not that water head ass hoe. The bitch you just tapped.” I leaned over a little bit for a better look.

      “Nigga, you know you know who this is.” Jilly moved back up and turned her phone more so that I could see. It was Camarih’s fine ass, looking like she’d been in a festival or parade of some sort. She was basically naked, but it appeared to be a fucking costume. “Recognize your bae now?”

      “That ain’t my bae.” I pulled up Instagram on my own phone and went straight to Camarih’s page before tapping the picture.

      Reading the comments, I saw it was flooded with niggas, pissing me the fuck off. No female had ever had me on some shit like this. I felt my heart racing, wanting to light up every nigga running their fucking mouth.

      Deciding to add my own comment, I simply put a pregnant female emoji to fuck with her. Also, maybe these niggas would catch the hint and back the fuck up off her page before I started trying to pull up on muthafuckas.

      “Well, she gon’ be someone else’s bae soon, I’m sure. She fine,” Jilly replied.

      Looking Jilly’s way, I asked, “She ain’t been fucking with nobody recently?”

      “Other than you? How would I know?”

      “You follow her on this shit!”

      “She’s chill. She don’t be doing all that. Only reason we knew about Prince was because he’s famous, he posted her, and people caught them out together.”

      I shook my head at the fact that Jilly was no help before cranking up the whip to take her ass home. Before I got there though, I slickly drove by the motel Camarih was staying at, just to see if her whip was still there. I shouldn’t have given a fuck, but I did.

      When I got to my stepmom’s crib, I waited for Jilly to get out. In the meantime, I went back to Camarih’s page, only to see she’d blocked me with her stupid ass.

      Me: You supposed to be pregnant but out wearing hoe ass shit?

      I was pissed at myself for even texting her ass, but I was boiling for some fucking reason. This bitch had went out and got pregnant by another bitch ass nigga, one who I was murking on fucking sight, yet here I was worried about what the fuck she was wearing.

      She replied, quickly, reminding me to change her muthafuckin name in my phone.

      Buttascotch: Those photos are from a week ago one, and secondly, I’m not your girl and this ain’t your baby supposedly, so why do you care?

      Me: Just know when I run into the nigga you let nut in you, I’m killing his ass.

      Me: Keep running yo’ fucking smart ass mouth and watch me mail his hand to you.

      Buttascotch: I hope you do kill him. Stupid.

      Camarih’s attitude made me wanna slap her ass, but it turned a nigga on a little bit too. No female ever came at me foul; shit, these niggas neither, so her popping off like she was bad made my dick hard.

      Locking my phone, I tossed it in the cup holder and then sped off to the studio to put in some work before the festivities tonight.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      That night…

      No, I'm not a water boy, nigga, I'm in the game… Put some money on your head, twenty-piece, chump change…

      The homies and I were up in Club Dose celebrating the fact that not only had KG played Eitan’s record, but he’d put it into his official playlist, meaning the shit got spins every day and multiple times a day.

      Everybody was happy as fuck about this shit, so our section was thick, full of all the homies and a few hoes too. Females always flocked when it was a group of niggas in the section ’cause they saw it as a come up. I wasn’t for none of that shit though. Yeah, you could suck this dick, but you wasn’t getting shit else out of a nigga.

      Right now, the whole club was wilding out to “Bottle Service” by YG, as we got fucked up off the weed, pills, and drinks that were in abundance.

      “Man, I don’t know what I would do without you.” Eitan gave me a smile with his drunk ass.

      “Quit all that gay shit, nigga.” I nudged him away as we all laughed.

      “All I’m saying is I’m thankful, bro.”

      “I know, but I ain’t like how you was gazing at me and shit.” I blew out smoke, making the section cackle in unison.

      “Shit was kind of gay,” Rahim added, extending the laughter.

      “You think everybody wanna fuck you, nigga.” Eitan shook his head as he lit his own blunt.

      “Ain’t my fault these hoes’ panties and jaws drop when I whip my dick out.”

      Eitan started choking on the smoke, while we all chortled, including some of the females closest to me. Couldn’t be any more obvious that they wanted to get fucked tonight. Usually, I would be down, but Camarih was heavy on my muthafuckin mind, and another bitch just couldn’t cure my appetite right now. The nut would be underwhelming fasho.

      It was something in that pussy—cocaine, voodoo, I wasn’t really fucking sure—but it was way too damn good for a nigga’s health. No way a muthafucka was supposed to be sliding up in that shit every damn day.

      “Fuck you thinking about?” The homie Cornell quizzed me.

      Shit.

      “Nah, but you welcome, E.” I looked his way, ignoring Cornell putting my daze about Camarih on blast. “If the record was trash, it wouldn’t have gotten played, so pat yaself on the back too.” I glanced at Rahim. “Both of y’all niggas. It’s a team effort. That’s what brings in the money.”

      Rahim reached across the table to clink his glass of Hennessy with mine, and then we took a drink before getting back into the function.

      “But see, nigga, you smart as fuck,” Cornell added, and the rest of the crew nodded.

      “Ignorant, hood than a muthafucka, but smart,” Rahim corrected, sending us all into a fit of laughter.

      We continued turning the fuck up for the next hour, getting faded beyond belief since I’d gotten a limo to take us to and from the club.

      “Aye, nigga, the owner said we can get a back room show for free.” Eitan returned from the bathroom, excitedly.

      “Fuck is that?” I frowned. “Sound like some gay train shit.”

      “Nah.” He chuckled. “He said it’s like a private dance show.”

      “Them hoes getting naked?” I questioned further as the homies listened in, wanting to know too.

      “No. Y’all just watch a girl dance sensually through the glass.” One of the females answered me, making me look her way. “It sounds like nothing but only the women with sex appeal can work that room. It’s a nice show.”

      “I gotta see what type of bitches is sexy enough for me to be okay with not seeing no pussy.” I rose up, polishing off my drink.

      Everyone followed Eitan out the section—well, the homies and two or three hoes—and then we went to the back where the owner was waiting. People were wilding as we walked through the club, trying to talk and touch on mainly Eitan and me. Like I said, locally and in LA, we had celebrity.

      Getting into the room, there were seats, so we all took one. One of the females that had been eyeing a nigga all night was fine as hell, so when she sat in my lap, I didn’t object to the shit.

      “Okay. There are bottles here, and as soon as you’re ready, use the remote to lift the window. The music will start, and the dancer will begin the show.”

      We made ourselves a drink before returning to our seats, then Eitan hit the large pink button on the remote to make the dark glass rise. It revealed a room with a blue tint, and a window was separating us from it.

      “Girls Need Love” by Summer Walker dropped, and a female entered the room slowly to start her dance. She had on some bra shit, and the bottoms looked like a damn chandelier or whatever the fuck it was. My eyes lingered on her dope ass body, and I recognized the tattoo on the front of her hip before shooting my eyes up to her face. Camarih was so into her moves that she didn’t notice me, or maybe her ass couldn’t see, but I wasn’t having the shit.

      “Ah!” The girl in my lap screeched when I hopped up, making her fall onto the floor.

      “Turn this shit off!” I barked, prompting Eitan to press the button again. It wasn’t working, so I banged on the glass, yelling. “Cut it the fuck out, Camarih!”

      She paused for a moment, but then it seemed she thought about it for a second before resuming her moves. The room was still into her, so I pulled my gun from my waist, removing the safety.

      “Aye, aye! Get the damn owner!” Rahim shouted.

      One of the bitches rushed out to get him, and as soon as he walked in, I waved him over to me using my gun. Slowly, he came toward me, and when he got close enough, I yanked his ass the rest of the way.

      “Cut this shit off.”

      “Wh-why I—”

      “’Cause that’s my bitch in there. Now either you do what the fuck I said, or I can splatter yo’ shit on this glass, then no muthafucka will be able to see.” Placing the gun to his shiny ass forehead, I bit my lip, asking, “What you think, homie?”

      He nodded then rushed to the door off to the side, typed in a code, and opened it. Soon as he did, I slipped into the room with Camarih. The second song had ended now, so the black tinted glass had come back down.

      “Camarih—”

      “Close it back up,” I told the owner, and he did so, leaving Camarih and I in the room.

      “What are you doing? I’m working!” She frowned up at me.

      “You told me you worked at a fucking facial spa or some shit like that! Come to find out, you a whole hoe!” I hissed, using my gun to talk.

      “Fuck you, nigga! You’re the hoe! Got your nerve—”

      She shut up when I put my piece to her little nose.

      “Yeah. Shut yo’ little disrespectful ass up ’fore I kill you.” I started laughing when I saw her tear up out of fear, so she immediately put on a scowl and tried to walk past me. “Aye, come here.” I gripped her waist with my free hand, pulling her back.

      “No. Don’t touch me, you psycho!”

      “Man, calm the fuck down. Ain’t nobody gon’ shoot yo’ little crybaby ass.” I kept a hold on her as I put my gun down. Bringing her into me, I started kissing her lips then made it down to her neck while massaging her fat ass. “I miss you, Buttascotch.”

      “You miss a hoe that’s pregnant by somebody else?”

      “You bet not be pregnant by another nigga, or I swear I’m killing you, Camarih. On everything I love, I will put a bullet in you.” I backed her to the wall.

      “I’m not pregnant by anybody else, stupid! You came up with that theory not—”

      Before she could finish, I was kissing her plump lips, lifting her up, and wrapping her legs around my waist. Releasing my dick, I moved the thin ass underwear she was wearing under that weird ass skirt, and slid in. A nigga almost came right then.

      “I know it’s mine.” I sucked her lips, holding her thick thighs in my hands as I beat her shit up against the wall. “You know better than to let another nigga in my pussy.” I talked my shit as I pounded her hard, not letting up, even though I watched and felt her cream down my dick.

      “Tony…” She whimpered my name the way I liked her to, as I started to suck on her lips. She felt good as fuck, looked good as fuck, and smelled good as fuck. I ain’t know what she did to a nigga, but I wanted this girl. Shit, to be honest, I wanted her from the first time I’d seen her pretty ass.

      “Fuck!” I groaned, going harder in her juicy ass walls. She released for the third time, making me nut all up in her with ferocity.

      We kissed for a little bit, but then she started nudging me away.

      “Let me down.”

      Pulling out of her, I placed her to her feet, but she fell.

      “Daddy fucked you up, huh?” I helped her rise, but she snatched from me. “Fuck is wrong with you?” I fixed myself, putting my dick away.

      “You need to leave me alone, for real.” She went into her bag to use a wipe.

      “Because all you do is string me along then come sleep with me to keep me attached! Leave me be!”

      “Maybe I changed my mind!”

      “Well sorry! You can’t just show up saying you changed your mind and expect me to say okay. If you’ve changed your mind, prove it. I need more than some impromptu dick. That’s what the rest of these hoes get.”

      “Aight. Fasho.” I kissed the nape of her neck and started toward the door after grabbing my gun. I felt her watching my back. “Thank you for the pussy. It was as good, wet, and tight as always.” I winked.

      “Go away, Houston.”

      Leaving the small room she was in, I saw the audience portion was cleared out, so the homies must’ve gone back to the section.

      I ran into the owner on my way to the exit and made sure to let him know he needed to send Camarih home. If he didn’t, I was shooting his crib up. He agreed, so I texted Eitan to let him know the limo was theirs, and I was catching a ride home.

      I hit up Brielle to come scoop me since I saw she’d texted me and didn’t feel like paying for an Uber.

      “No invite?” she asked as soon as I got into the passenger seat of her car.

      “I should’ve rode in the back so yo’ ass wouldn’t talk to me.” I adjusted the seat so a nigga could lean back and rest. Camarih’s walls had a nigga’s legs weak.

      “How dare you be rude to me when I’m doing you a favor.”

      I ignored her ass, closing my eyes to think for a moment on how I was gon’ get my bitch back. I wasn’t like these other niggas, so I didn’t know what to say, buy, or do to convince her of the shit. I was gon’ have to think real fucking hard.

      “’Preciate it.” I sat up when Brielle got to my crib. I didn’t know why she put the whip in park, because she fasho wasn’t staying.

      “Wait, don’t I get a favor too?” She reached into my lap to unbuckle my jeans.

      She took my dick out and started massaging it, getting it a little hard, so I placed my hand on top of hers and rubbed the tip across her lips as hard as I could. I even tapped her nose with it.

      “Taste good, don’t it?” I quizzed smugly when she licked her lips then sucked the tip a little bit.

      “Yeah.” She moaned.

      “Rub it all around.” I held in my laughter as her stupid ass rubbed my dick all around her mouth, sucking the head every now and again. “The best out, huh?”

      “Yes, baby.” She took it all the way into her mouth.

      Rubbing her hair back, I leaned down some to whisper. “Now you know why I can’t stop fucking with Camarih. She just came all over this muthafucka. Pussy taste like fresh buttered cornbread from Grandma’s, huh?” I laughed hard as fuck as Brielle shot her head up out of my lap like she was avoiding the plague.

      “You fucking asshole!” She screamed. “And you’ve been banging that hoe raw! You never fucked me without one, nasty!”

      Putting my shit away, I said, “Now you know who this dick belong to. And don’t be out here bragging about how you ate my bitch’s pussy, aight?” I climbed out of her whip.

      “Get out of my car, Tony!” Brielle hollered as if I wasn’t already out.

      As I walked up my driveway, I heard Brielle’s tires screech as she sped off my street. Not giving a fuck, I went inside, hopped in the shower, brushed my teeth, and then continued pondering on how to get my girl back.
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        A couple nights later…

      

      

      It was only 7 p.m., but my body was extremely exhausted. I’d been fine since I found out I was pregnant, but just this morning, I was throwing up like a drunk white bitch after the club.

      To make matters worse, I wasn’t even in the comfort of my own home. I was in this damn motel, sick as a dog.

      By now, my stomach had finally settled, so I was able to lie down on the fresh sheets, pillows, and pillowcases I’d gotten from Target. I made sure to get the cheapest I could find though because I was still saving my money for a new place. And cheap was better than sleeping on the shit the motel provided.

      As soon as I started to drift off, I heard someone knocking on my room door. I damn near jumped out of my skin at the sound. Looking over my shoulder, I stared at the door for a little bit but then the person knocked again. Sitting up, I looked around the room for a weapon, and decided on one of the lamps.

      “Camarih, open the fucking door!” Tony barked just as I was about to unplug the lamp.

      Sighing out of relief, I rose up and went to look out the peephole. I knew his voice, his sexy, raspy, tone, but I still wanted to be sure.

      “What, Houston?”

      “Let me in, damn.”

      “No. You stay away from me. I will contact you when I go into labor.”

      “Camarih, that’s not for like a fucking year. Let me in the muthafuckin door ’fore I shoot the knob off this bitch.”

      “It’s gonna be less than a year.” I corrected him. He said nothing, so I quickly unlocked the door for him, assuming the worst. “Dang, nigga!” I frowned when he stormed in. I followed him but then got back in my bed.

      He surveyed the room then sat down on the edge of the bed. I looked up at him and him down at me, before he pecked me. Per usual, I melted like butter sitting on a stove, as he peeled the covers back. He smelled so good, looked so scrumptious, and felt so strong as his hands rubbed up and down my hips.

      “You miss me?” he inquired.

      “No.” I turned away from his soft lips.

      “It seems like it.” He touched between my legs, feeling the wetness on the seat of my panties.

      “Stop, Tony. I’m serious.” I pouted, and he grinned with his cute ass. I hated him.

      “Calm the fuck down. Ain’t nobody trying to fuck you. I came to scoop you.”

      “Scoop me and go where?”

      “Ride with me.” He tucked his lips in momentarily before kissing me.

      “I’m sick.”

      “No you ain’t.”

      “I am. Don’t I look ill?” I giggled since he’d clawed my stomach.

      “Nah. You look beautiful.”

      The room went dead silent, except for the sound of the rinky-dink heater I had on. Tony always complimented me, but something about the way he’d just said those four words felt different. I honestly didn’t know why.

      “Thanks,” I responded shyly.

      “So you gon’ roll with me or what?” He leaned across the bed, propping himself up on his side by using one of his arms.

      “Are we going to shoot people?”

      “Nah. But if you can, dress chill but nice.”

      “Where are we going?”

      “You coming or nah? Quit asking all these fucking questions.”

      Chuckling, I got out of the bed and went into the bathroom to pee. I cleaned between my legs since he had me a little wet earlier. I was not about to shower because I’d just showered an hour ago.

      Coming out into the room, I fished through my duffel until I found a new pair of panties, this orange wrap dress, and some gold stiletto sandals. I hurried into the bathroom to dress, applying a little bit of makeup plus some flesh colored gloss. I tied my hair up into a messy bun and let a couple tendrils hang, two at the nape of my neck and two at my temples. Once I had on my earrings, I left the bathroom to put on my shoes.

      “Can I help you?” I quizzed Tony playfully. He was now seated in the chair in the room, watching me intensely.

      “You always got a fucking glow.”

      “I put my usual butter on after my shower earlier. That’s why.” I finished buckling my sandal heel and stood up.

      I walked over to the other side of the bed, closest to him, so I could put my phone and things into my purse.

      “Bring yo’ ass over here.” He pulled me into his lap. “You smell good as shit.”

      “Tony.” I whined as his hands ran amuck all over my body. The dress was of a silk-like material, so I could really feel his touch.

      “Give me a kiss first.”

      Looking over my shoulder at him, I pecked him a few times as he caressed my flat stomach and breasts through the dress, then he let me up.

      “Okay, I’m ready.”

      Tony got up to open the motel door but then stopped once he had it cracked.

      “Bring yo’ bag.”

      “Why I—”

      “’Cause you not staying here no more.”

      “No. I have to. I paid for the rest of the week already.”

      “Camarih, no the fuck you didn’t. They only take cash by the hour. You can’t do no muthafuckin week.”

      Rolling my eyes since he’d caught me, I replied, “Fine.” Grabbing my bag and filling it with the little stuff I had lying around, I added, “How do you know?”

      “This is my hood. Plus, I don’ brought many of hoes to this shit for that reason, pay for an hour instead of a night.”

      “You’re horrible.” I scoffed, slipping out past him. He grabbed my ass on the way before letting the door close behind us.

      Opening the passenger side door for me, he took my bag and then tossed it in the back seat from his side before sliding into the driver’s seat.

      He pulled out onto the somewhat dark streets of Leimert Park and started to drive. It smelled good in his car always, like fresh cotton with a mix of his cologne which was Hermés; I saw it on his dresser.

      He had Dom Kennedy playing but at a nice volume so that it wasn’t too loud, but we could still enjoy it. I began bobbing my head subtly, but the feeling of Tony’s free hand grabbing mine, paralyzed me.

      Slipping his hand under mine and intertwining our fingers, he brought the back of my hand to his mouth to kiss it. He gave me no eye contact while doing so; he kept them on the road.

      “I wanna ask you some shit.” He made a left turn.

      “Okay.” I was so nervous.

      “I want you. So I’m asking you to be my girl.” He glanced my way, licking his supple lips and trying to entice me; it worked.

      “Houston, I told you, you don’t have to make me your girlfriend; just give us dating a try.”

      “I know what the fuck you said, and I want you to be my girl. So what’s yo’ answer?”

      “Mmm, okay.”

      “For real? That’s how you gon’ do me?”

      “Yes, Houston Terranova, I would love to be your girlfriend.”

      Licking his lips, he replied, “Cool.” We came to another red light, so he reached into the back seat, pulling a Fendi shopping bag to the front. “I know that bitch nigga bought them slides for you, so you gon’ toss ’em,” he explained as I pulled the box out.

      I saw it was a pair of the new season Fendi slides, making me smile.

      “Okay.” There was another box, so I asked, “Is this other one for me too?”

      “Yeah. Who the fuck else is it for?”

      Retrieving it, I unboxed it to see a beautiful purse made of PVC and leather, with the Fendi monogram all over it in white. It was so nice.

      “You shouldn’t have gotten me this stuff. I don’t need it.” I admired both gifts some more.

      “I can buy my baby mama whatever the fuck I want to.”

      I chuckled, then said, “Your girlfriend you mean.”

      “That too.” He sighed. “I gotta get used to saying that shit. Can’t believe I got a damn girlfriend.” He exited the freeway.

      “You sound like you’ve changed your mind.”

      “Nah. But listen to me.” He looked me in the eye since we were at a red light again. “You the only female I will ever make my girl.”

      I nodded. “I know. So you better get used to saying you have a girlfriend.” I massaged the area behind his ear with my thumb. I felt so thirsty for being happy about becoming Tony Wacko’s girlfriend. I was afraid too, so I added, “And if you cheat on me, I will never take you back, Tony. I’ve already had that type of relationship, and I won’t have another one.”

      Parking his car at our destination, he replied, “I love bitches, and I love pussy, but not more than I love yo’ shit. And not more than I love yo’ company and all the other shit you come with. I’m a wild muthafucka, but when I see something I want, I got the most discipline in the world.” He kept strong eye contact with me.

      “I know. I see how you are with your work.”

      “’Cause that shit means a lot to a nigga, and so do you. Plus that little nigga growing in ya body, it’s a combination of the two coolest muthafuckas I know.”

      I simpered at his words before leaning over to kiss him.

      “You promise?” I spoke lowly against his lips before pecking him again as I toyed with his chin hairs.

      “Guarantee.” He grabbed a handful of my ass. “Quit all that lovey dovey shit.” He put his hand gently around the front of my neck to control the kiss before getting out of the car to get the ticket from valet.

      Tony opened my door and helped me out, then we went into this place named Mr. Chow. It was chill inside with a very beautiful atmosphere. I knew fine dining when I saw it, and I was surprised Tony knew anything about a place like this.

      The hostess asked if we had a reservation, and to my surprise, we did. She told us to follow her, so Tony and I walked hand in hand to our table. It felt nice being here with him already.

      “This place is so expensive, baby.” My eyes widened at the menu.

      “Yeah, it is. It’s pretty good though, if you like exotic type shit. You can eat this shit, right?”

      “Yes.” I let my eyes scan the menu. “I’d already researched what I could and couldn’t eat years ago.”

      “Why so far in advance?” He frowned.

      “It’s okay.” I shook my head, not wanting him to know the answer.

      “Camarih.”

      “I’ve been pregnant before, twice actually. I miscarried though, mostly due to stress. I was dealing with a lot with Prince so… things happened or didn’t happen.”

      Tony stared at me, and I didn’t know if he was angry, turned off, or what.

      “Dealing with a lot like what?” He seemed concerned, but the way he asked was dry.

      “Normal stuff, Tony, like cheating and a lot of verbal abuse. I don’t wanna talk about this right now. I want to enjoy this nice dinner.”

      “Come here.”

      “Huh?”

      He scooted his chair back some, so I got up and went over to sit down in his lap.

      “It’s me and you now, aight?” He pinched my chin like always. When I nodded, he said, “I can’t hear you.”

      “Yes.” I felt myself blushing.

      “Whatever that bitch ass nigga did or said to you, don’t even matter at this point. I got you.”

      Placing my hands on the sides of his face, I pressed my lips to his repeatedly.

      Getting up and sitting back down across from him, I grinned. “Thank you for beating him up that night.”

      “Was nothing. Don’t ever let a muthafucka who can get his ass beat like that make you feel no type of way.”

      He was right. I never really thought Prince was a bitch until I saw him and his two homeboys lose to single ass Tony.

      “You’re right, baby.” I smirked.

      “Now that I got you, it’s a wrap. Hope you got all yo’ hoe shit done.”

      Laughing, I replied, “I should be saying that to you!”

      “I got a few mo’ thotties to bust down, then I’m all yours.”

      “Nigga—”

      “I’m fucking with yo’ fine ass.”

      We kept talking, ordering all types of dishes to try out until we were stuffed. The bill came out to be $600 and I felt so bad, but Tony acted like it was nothing. I knew he had money, or was at least comfortable, but I just didn’t feel right having him spend $600 on food.

      “That was amazing, but I wish it cost less.”

      “You straight.” Tony whipped through the streets of Beverly Hills. “Can’t believe yo’ ass never been there.”

      “No. I don’t have the funds to eat anywhere in Beverly Hills.”

      “But yo’ ex nigga did, meaning you should’ve been had this shit. It’s cool. You wasn’t for that nigga though. That’s why.”

      “I like that.” I looked his way briefly, admiring his side profile. “I wasn’t for him.” I repeated Tony’s words as I stared out at my beautiful city. “Where am I staying if I can’t go back to the motel? I can’t go to my mama’s, so—”

      “With me.” He reached in the back seat to grab my duffel just before entering the freeway. “Pull out them old slides.”

      “Why?” I did as he asked. “Tony!” I screeched when he threw them out of the window. “I loved those! Those were my trustees!”

      “You can love on them new ones. I don’t want you rocking shit he bought you.”

      Retrieving my new slides from the bag, I smiled at them before leaning back to enjoy the ride with my man. As I caressed the nape of his neck, enjoying the music, he caressed my inner thigh, doing the same.

      We finally got to his house, took a shower, then brushed our teeth.

      “Do you have tea?” I inquired once we were in our pajamas; well, he just had on boxers.

      “I think my sister brought some shit that’s on the counter.”

      “Okay.”

      I left his bedroom and found the tea, which was thankfully Simply Vanilla Sleepy Time, and then made myself some using boiling water. I let it cool for a few minutes then sipped it as I headed back to Tony’s bedroom.

      As soon as I entered, Tony, who was sitting on the bed looking sexy and thugged out as ever, tapped something on his phone screen. All of a sudden, his speaker blared the melody to “There Goes My Baby” by Usher, making me laugh and blush.

      He started mouthing the words with Usher, waving me over to him. I polished off my drink and came closer after setting my cup down.

      I swear your body's so perfect, baby… How you work it, baby, yeah…

      Tony caressed my hips, eyeing me as he lip-synced the lyrics before pushing my underwear down while kissing my abdomen. He looked so fine serenading me, giving me cocky smiles every now and again while undressing me. Rising and towering over me, he started sucking my neck, letting his hands touch everywhere as Usher crooned. I was already hot and very wet.

      Placing me down on the bed, Tony got on with me, in between my legs. He kissed me hungrily for a minute, turning me on because I could feel his large hands groping me as he did so. His lips moved down to my neck again, my collarbone, then my breasts. As he sucked my nipples hard, he slipped his fingers inside of me.

      “You know I like you wet as fuck before I eat it right?” He suckled my lips as he finger fucked me.

      “Yeah.” I whimpered.

      “So I need you to cum hard for me.” He sucked my jaw then did the same back down to my nipples as he sped up, making me burst all over his damn hand it seemed. “One more,” he requested, and I gave him just that, moments later.

      Finally, his warm mouth made its way down to my pussy, which was on fire. I came immediately at the feeling of him sucking my clit, as Usher sang every note he could. My legs sat on Tony’s shoulders as he made love to my pussy. His tongue flickered over my bud, just before he vacuumed it back into his mouth. I released, making my legs tremble, and he just groped them as he continued, his sexy lips glistening from my nectar.

      “Houston.” I sniveled, spreading my legs wider, which he seemed to appreciate because he moaned out of pleasure as he kept on attacking my middle.

      I felt my juices soaking the sheets as Tony lapped it all up. I let go a fourth orgasm, and finally, he came up for air. He wasted no time sliding inside of me.

      “You gotta let me eat that pussy every day, baby. Shit is good.” He spoke, sucking my lips as he glided in and out of me.

      Usher’s song was so perfect for the occasion.

      It wouldn’t be long before I fell deeply in love with this nigga… if I hadn’t fallen already.
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      “Ooh shit, Rah.” This girl Phoebe that I’d been fucking pretty much since I’d moved here moaned.

      “Damn, girl.” I gripped her hips as she rode me.

      Pressing the back of my head into the pillow, I clenched down on my teeth, trying not to nut early. She’d just started riding me not long ago, and I couldn’t go out like that.

      Leaning back some, she gripped my ankles, stared me in the eyes, and began winding her hips with her fine ass. This was why Phoebe had me; she was a freak. I didn’t too much like ghetto females like Tony’s ass, but Phoebe’s pussy was too good.

      See, them hood women talked too much shit and liked to put their hands on you. I couldn’t deal with that. Tony fucked with it because he knew how to keep them bitches in line, and Eitan just fucked anything—ghetto, classy, a mixture—whatever was out there and ready to sleep with him.

      “Shit!” Phoebe called out and just as she rained down on me, I let loose myself. “Short on time this morning?” She laughed, climbing off and to the side of me.

      “Nah.” My eyes followed her naked body. “I told you, in the mornings, I ain’t got much stamina. I gotta wake up, eat my breakfast, and then fuck.”

      “Sure.” She rolled her eyes before kissing my lips and then getting out of the bed. “Well I guess you can make it up the next time you see me.”

      “Sounds good. What’s yo’ plans for today?”

      “Chill with the girls. You know, get our nails done, have lunch, maybe do a little shopping.” She looked to me as she zipped her dress herself.

      Phoebe was beautiful, with deep chocolate skin, a thick frame, and a short haircut that framed her perfect face.

      “Sounds dope.”

      “Would be doper if I had some extra cash.”

      Sucking my teeth, I sat up and grabbed my jeans from the floor to sift through them. I found a couple hundred dollars, so I gave her all of it.

      “You welcome.”

      “Thanks, baby.” Phoebe leaned down to peck my lips, so I started to rub on her. “Nope, I have to go. Should’ve thought about that earlier when I was riding it, minute man.”

      “Fuck you.” We chuckled in unison before she left my bedroom.

      Once I heard my front door close, I went to make sure my apartment was locked and then hopped into the shower. After cleaning up, I brushed my teeth, then went down to have the same breakfast I’d been having ever since I began living on my own, cereal. I was used to big ass feasts, not this bullshit, but soon enough, all of that shit would change. I just needed to get my career all the way off the ground.

      I knew it was just a matter of time, mainly because I was good at what I did, Eitan was a dope ass rapper, and Tony was smart and strategic as fuck. I knew God had brought them two niggas into my life for a reason, and shit, stuff was finally popping off a little bit. Just hearing my song on the radio was crazy as hell. And I’d only been here less than a year.

      I cleaned up my dishes and checked the time on my phone to see how long I had before I needed to get to the studio. It was almost noon, and I had to be there by 1 p.m., so I had a little time to kill.

      My apartment was in Long Beach, and the studio was in the hood. I refused to live over there where Tony’s ass was. I wasn’t from LA, so I didn’t feel comfortable living amongst a bunch of thugs and shit, with codes and rules that I might unknowingly violate.

      Sitting down in my living room, I went into my recent calls, tapped my screen, and waited as the line trilled.

      “Good morning.” Amara, my wife, cooed into the phone.

      “Good morning, beautiful. How’d you sleep?” I smiled, leaning back and placing my feet on top of the coffee table.

      “I slept okay. It would have been better if my husband was next to me, and also, if your little munchkin wasn’t kicking me all night.” She laughed, referring to our four-year-old daughter, Ahmira.

      “Damn, even though you tried to make that shit sound horrible, it sounds like the perfect night to me. I miss y’all.”

      At the moment, Amara and Ahmira were still living in Las Vegas. When I decided to move here almost eight months ago to work more closely with Eitan and Tony, plus be closer to the opportunities the LA music scene had to offer, we both agreed that it was best they stay behind.

      Amara had a good job out there that would be hard to replace so quickly, and Ahmira had started pre-school and adjusted well after much hard work. So getting them to up and leave all that behind for my career wasn’t the best move at the moment.

      I met Amara when I was nineteen and a sophomore in college. She was a freshman at the time and the prettiest girl I’d ever seen. Her family was rich, her pops being a judge and her mama being one too, so I knew off rip she was out of my league.

      We hit it off and fell in love, despite her parents trying to warn her on the sly that I was no good. They had good reason to want better for their daughter, as my ass had dropped out of college by my junior year and never returned, while she graduated with honors and went to law school. Amara was now a law clerk, and I was an up and coming hip hop producer, so as I was sure, you could guess, her peoples still didn’t approve of me.

      “We miss you too,” Amara cooed.

      I loved Amara because she was a hustler and she was a strong woman. To watch her complete law school without any breaks, despite me getting her pregnant, was amazing, and she didn’t complain one time.

      She was the love of my life, and I’d always done right by her until I moved out here to LA.

      Even though I was a family man, I still had needs, and with my wife four hours away, I couldn’t exactly roll over and get some when I had the urge. Plus, being around niggas like Tony, Eitan, and his homies, they always had females around willing to do whatever. I knew it was because they were sure you were gon’ be famous and was hoping you would take their asses with you, but at the end of the day, if they were fine, you wasn’t gon’ give a fuck about their motives.

      “Well, when you coming to visit?” I asked.

      “Soon. I have a lot of work this week, and Ahmira has a performance in ballet. It’s nothing serious, they’re babies, but it’s gonna be cute. You should try to come.”

      “I’ll see what I can do. Shoot me the details.”

      “Okay.”

      “I love you, Amara, and I promise I’m doing everything I can to make this shit pop off so we can be back together again.”

      “I know, Rah. You don’t have to tell me this every day. I’ve been with you for almost ten years. You’ve never lied to me or given me false hope.”

      I nodded. This was why I loved Amara and would never leave her for another female, no matter what she looked like or no matter what her walls felt like.

      “All that’s good, but you ain’t say you love me back.”

      Giggling, she responded, “I love you too, handsome.”

      “Aight.” I stood up off the couch. “Until tomorrow.”

      I hung up with Amara, and by that time, it was 12:35 p.m., so I just left out to head over to the studio. I’d learned that LA had traffic all damn day. Tony told me there was a time period where there was no traffic, but unless you worked overnight at Walmart or was leaving the club after 2 a.m., you’d never experience the shit.

      I arrived at the studio on ghetto ass MLK Boulevard around 1:05 p.m. and parked alongside the street that the studio was located on. Exiting my whip, I noticed Eitan, Cornell, Abel, and some females outside smoking.

      “Why y’all not inside?” I frowned.

      “Wacko’s psycho ass said we can’t burn one in the studio.” Cornell blew out smoke, offering it to me, but I declined.

      “Why?” I laughed.

      “Shit if I know. He just said not while Camarih is here.” Eitan took his last toke.

      “We don’ smoked with her in the room before though.”

      “Exactly, and when I said that shit, he pulled his gun out on us and all the females who wanted to smoke too, rushing us the fuck up out of there.” Abel chuckled along with the rest of us.

      “And kicked that one bitch in her ass.” Eitan doubled over, making us all do the same.

      “Literally kicked her ass cheeks. Bitch fell to the ground, scrambled to her feet, and ran the fuck up out.” Abel further explained, causing us to roar at her expense.

      “They don’t call his ass Tony Wacko for nothing.” I raised my brows before heading inside with my backpack, still snickering at Tony’s off-kilter ass.

      Entering the room, I heard some song by Problem playing and saw Tony by the mixer with Camarih in his lap. He was drinking out of a personal Hennessy bottle and grinning hard as hell at Camarih. I was in such disbelief that I got caught staring his ass down.

      “Fuck you looking at, cuz?” His happy expression immediately soured.

      “Nothing, nigga. I’m just wondering why you cheesing so hard.” I laughed. “What you do to this nigga?” I looked to Camarih as I set my backpack down.

      Camarih was beautiful, no doubt, and with a body that made your dick hard just from looking. But I’d seen Tony mess with a plethora of fine females that never got this treatment.

      “Put the pussy on me.” Tony laughed as he hugged her body in his lap. She promptly slapped his shoulder. “I like yo’ personality and all that shit too,” he added, causing he and I to crack up and her to roll her eyes.

      “Nigga stupid,” I said lowly to myself as I removed some stuff from my backpack.

      Just as I zipped it back up, Shanece entered the room, tossing her braids behind her shoulder. She wore a tight dress on her slim frame and some sandals that showed her pretty toes. Her caramel skin matched her pretty hazel eyes.

      “Hey.” She waved, coming all the way in and sitting on the couch near Tony and Camarih.

      “Hey.” I nodded my head up just as everybody who was smoking outside came in.

      We immediately got to work, with me stealing glances of Shanece as she and Camarih chopped it up on one of the couches. I didn’t know what it was, but it was something about her that had me intrigued. I wasn’t sure if I was interested romantically or if I just wanted to know more about her.

      We took a break about three hours later so Tony could take Camarih to get some food. Cornell and Eitan rode with them to help.

      “Working hard I see.” Shanece cheesed as I popped a squat next to her on the couch.

      “Trying to. Hearing my song on the radio only made me wanna go harder.”

      “I bet. That’s a big thing. Radio is pretty much free promotion.”

      “Exactly.” I caught a glimpse of her wedding ring as she moved her long braids out of the way. I hadn’t been wearing mine for the last four months. “How yo’ husband feel about you kicking it in the hood at a studio full of niggas?”

      “Umm, maybe that’s none of your business, nigga.”

      “Aight, damn.” I chuckled, and so did she. “My bad.”

      “Nah, it’s fine. He doesn’t trip off stuff like this. He trusts me and knows being in a room full of men would not jeopardize what he and I have.”

      “He got a loyal one. That’s hard to find.”

      “Not really. Niggas love to yell how hard it is to find a good woman, but as soon as y’all do, y’all fuck her over for a little hoe.”

      Shanece’s comment made me think about Amara. She was beyond a good woman, and I was out here doing foul shit. Once she and I started living together again though, I would be back on my good behavior.

      “True, but I know niggas who have been fucked over by females they loved and were doing right by.” I looked over at Abel, macking on two bitches, as Lil Baby’s album played.

      “Yeah. I’m sure there are a sprinkle, but not many like us women.”

      “Don’t be like that.” I looked her way, and she smirked.

      “Let me guess. Some woman broke your heart so now you’re putting on a cape for all the other broken-hearted men in the world.”

      “Nah, not exactly. I’ve only been in two relationships and both went fairly well.”

      “Then why did they end?”

      “How you gon’ assume they ended?” I cocked my head, and she giggled.

      “Okay, well, how did one of them end since I know for sure you’re not dating two women after just giving me that whole spiel on men having it hard out here.”

      Laughing, I replied, “Nah, I’m single, actually.” I didn’t flinch when I lied because I’d been saying it for the longest. I’d gotten so used to the shit that some nights, I had to come home and sift through pictures of Amara and Ahmira to remind myself that the shit was a lie.

      Being around a bunch of single muthafuckas had me falling into the same habits. I didn’t wanna be the only taken, let alone married nigga in the club with my homies. I admit, being around them niggas had me regretting getting hitched so quickly. But I loved Amara, so I knew we’d be married regardless whether it was back when I was twenty-three or later on in my thirties.

      “Okay, so how’d they end?”

      “First one was in high school, and it ended because she decided to go study abroad and didn’t want a relationship holding her back from experiencing life overseas.”

      “Wow, what a bitch.”

      “Right?”

      Shanece and I cackled in unison, with me basking in her pretty smile.

      “Okay, and the other?”

      “Umm, met her when I was in college. She was rich, pretty, smart, and ambitious, but her rich ass parents didn’t want us together, so naturally, it ripped us apart.” I fibbed.

      “Damn. Shit, if that was me, I would not give a fuck what my parents said about my nigga. If I wanted to be with him, I would be.”

      And that was exactly what Amara did.

      “My thoughts exactly, but I wasn’t gon’ hate her for it. It’s hard being torn between ya family and significant other.” I shrugged.

      Shanece nodded in agreement just as the smell of some good ass tacos hit my nose. I looked to the door to see Tony walking in with Camarih, Cornell, and Eitan, while holding a big brown bag of food.

      As soon as he set it down, everybody flocked to him.

      “Aye, aye, hold the fuck up. Hoes gotta pay either with pussy or cash. And since I don’t wanna fuck, whichever one of y’all bitches the homies don’t wanna pipe gotta run me three dollars per taco in this muthafucka.”

      The homies and I laughed at Tony’s ass, who was serious.

      “Them damn tacos is only a dollar, Tony.” One girl folded her arms, sucking her teeth.

      “It’s called business, bitch. Now either bust it open or hand me my money,” he ran off, giving Camarih’s ass two free tacos in the process.

      “Tony.” Camarih nudged him while laughing.

      Cornell, Eitan, Abel, and I all grabbed tacos, and the females they gave the okay for, grabbed one as well. That left four other females and Shanece.

      “Where my bread at?” Tony moved the bag out Shanece’s reach after collecting three dollars each from the ladies nobody wanted dibs on.

      “Nigga, give me a fucking taco before you piss me off!” Shanece barked.

      “Hoe, ain’t nobody scared of you.” Tony sized her up with a frown.

      “Tony—” Camarih tried to interject, but Shanece cut her off.

      “Hoe? Nigga, I’ll—” Shanece jumped at him, trying to punch his ass but was halted when Tony pulled his heat out. This nigga was insane.

      With it pressed to her forehead, he removed the safety. “You gon’ what? Yeah, shut yo’ little Chihuahua ass up.” It was silent, but then he started cracking up, tossing her a free taco. “I’m messing with yo’ little extra ass.”

      “Fuck you.” Shanece turned on her heels and went to sit back down.

      “Man, leave her alone,” I told him, putting sauce on my taco.

      “Oh, you like that hoe, huh?” He smiled.

      “Houston.” Camarih interjected, glaring up at him.

      Shaking my head, I watched as Camarih went to sit by Shanece and took her in for a little bit until Shanece saw me.

      I needed to keep my distance. Phoebe was enough.
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      “This looks like an altercation waiting to happen.” Camarih peered out of the window as we parked to go eat at Master Burger.

      “I got you. Ain’t nothing gon’ happen to you.”

      “I know. I have to get used to that. I’m used to being abandoned if something happened or a man got flirty with me.”

      Chuckling, I responded, “Well I can guarantee you that niggas ain’t gon’ be on that shit ’round here. Muthafuckas know what it is. Told yo’ ass I put the word out on you.”

      Smirking, Camarih kissed me before I got out of the car, securing my heat at my lower back. Yeah, niggas knew better than to fuck with me, and yeah, niggas with sense respected other niggas with sense, but it was always that stupid muthafucka willing to act out. And I’d be damned if that stupid muthafucka hurt my girl or my baby.

      A nigga really had a whole ass girlfriend and baby coming. Shit, just a month ago, I was fucking three different hoes. How time changes shit.

      Helping Camarih out, we cut the long ass line and got right to the front.

      “Tony.” Camarih bucked her eyes, smiling awkwardly at the bitch behind us that we cut.

      “Excuse me, ole hoodlum ass nigga! I been in line for ten damn minutes!”

      “Yell in my muthafuckin ear like that again, bitch, and watch me clock yo’ old box head ass.”

      “Leave these thugs alone, Elaine.” Her old hoe ass homegirl placed her hand on her shoulder.

      “Yeah, listen to yo’ homegirl, Elaine, ’fore I knock that retro ass wig off yo’ dome and have niggas doing donuts on yo’ shit in the street.”

      “Houston!” Camarih bucked her eyes again, trying not to laugh.

      Elaine shut the fuck up like her homegirl advised, so I turned to look through the window and ordered.

      “Aye, I need two turkey burgers and two sides of fries. That shit better be hot too and them fries crispy.” I reached into my pocket for some cash.

      “We know, Wacko. You order the same thing every time.” The cashier, Toya, took my money and handed me my change.

      “Aye, the homie Cornell trying to fuck. When you gon’ stop playing?” I quizzed with a grin.

      “Tony, get the fuck away from my window. I gotta work.”

      “If I give you a tip, will you let the homie just smell the pussy?”

      “No, fool! I hope he’s not your man, sis.” Toya laughed, looking at Camarih who was hugging me from behind.

      “Unfortunately, yes.” Camarih giggled.

      “Don’t let her fool you, Toya. She love daddy.” I pecked Camarih then turned to face Toya, while stuffing $2 in the jar. “You better let him finger-fuck you. I just paid for it.”

      “I hate yo’ ignorant ass.” Toya rolled her eyes as I led Camarih from the window.

      “I hate yo’ hood rat ass too.” As soon as I spoke, I locked eyes with hating ass Elaine. Giving her a smirk, I continued on, holding Camarih’s hand.

      I was serious as shit. Cornell liked Toya’s rat ass for some reason, so I was trying to help the homie. If she ain’t give him no play, I was coming back for my fucking money.

      “You’re so rude!” Camarih slapped my arm once we stopped walking.

      “Fuck am I rude? I paid that bitch for a finger-fuck session.”

      “Because, Tony, for one, two dollars isn’t enough for any action. And two, that is not the way to get play for Cornell.”

      “It’s more than enough.” I leaned against the wall.

      “Then why you didn’t pay me for some?” She smirked.

      My bitch was bad as shit. She only wore some normal ass jeans, a t-shirt, and some all black low-top Chucks, but she was still sexy. That coily golden hair and that one dimple in her supple ass peanut butter skin did something to a nigga.

      “Because I got game, and I knew I could fuck for free.” I pulled her in, gripping her ass and kissing her neck.

      “Whatever.”

      Our food was ready a few minutes later, so we took our shit to the car and parked elsewhere for more privacy. It was always too crowded around Master Burger off Western.

      “How you like it? You on mute over there.”

      “That’s how fire it is.” Camarih’s eyes widened. I chuckled, so she asked, “Why you laugh? I have something on my face?”

      “Nah.” I shoved the last piece of my burger into my mouth. “I like the way you say fire.”

      “What? I say it normally.”

      “Shit is cute.” I pinched her chin, making her blush and all that good shit. “Can you eat while I drive?”

      “Yes. We going home?”

      “Nope.” I busted a bitch from the curb and sped off down the street.

      “You drive so fast and crazy.”

      “This shit was one of the fastest whips produced in the ’80s. Gotta push the shit to the limit, or I don’t need it.”

      Camarih nodded as she gave the car an overlook as if she hadn’t ridden in it on multiple occasions.

      “Where are we going?”

      “You’ll see.”

      About an hour later, we arrived at Mulholland Drive where we could get an overview of the cities. I parked my whip and then helped Camarih out so we could go chill while looking out.

      “This is beautiful.” Her mouth hung open as I hugged her body from behind. “You come here a lot?”

      “Not a lot, but I come a few times a year. Good to clear ya mind and shit.”

      “You ever brought any hoes up here?” Her brow raised as she looked up at me over her shoulder.

      “Just you.” I laughed when she elbowed my abdomen. “Nah. You know damn fucking well I ain’t brought no bitches up here. For what?”

      “To fuck.”

      “You think I’m driving an hour for some pussy? Either she gon’ get fucked at the Snooty off Western, or she’s gettin’ the fuck on.”

      “True. I can’t see you bending over backwards for sex.” Camarih turned around in my arms, letting our lips gravitate toward one another’s. After kissing for a little bit, we went to sit down, her throwing her legs across my lap and lying on my shoulder. “You think you can be in love?” she inquired after a couple moments of silence.

      “Like on some Notebook shit? Hell nah.”

      “Have you ever even seen The Notebook?”

      “Nope, and don’t need to. I know it’s about some simp ass muthafucka, crying over some pussy.”

      Chortling heavily, she said, “Umm, no, not quite. It’s actually a pretty sad love story.”

      “Why you ask that shit?”

      She was quiet for a moment, but then she got up to straddle my lap.

      “Because I think I’m gonna be in love with you, and I want to be sure you can be in love with me too.” She toyed with my ears.

      “Well I know it was hard as fuck not to like yo’ pretty ass, so I can’t see it being easy not to love you.”

      She cocked her head, simpering subtly.

      “You didn’t make me your girlfriend because I’m pregnant, right?”

      “A bitch being pregnant makes me no never mind. If I don’t want her ass, having my baby won’t change shit.”

      “That’s what you think.”

      “Nah, it’s what I know.” I gave her strong eye contact as I rubbed up and down her back.

      “You got a girl pregnant before?”

      “Stupid ass Joy.”

      “She miscarried?”

      “Nah, got ’em scraped out.”

      “You don’t seem bothered by the fact that she got an abortion. And you said ‘them’ so that means more than one.”

      “’Cause I’m not bothered by it. I told you I ain’t give a fuck, Camarih. When I don’t give a fuck about a female, it don’t matter what she come telling me.”

      “Houston—” She tried to get out of my lap, but I stopped her.

      “You asked me a fucking question, and I answered the shit. What, you want me to lie? Pretend I’m some stand up ass nigga that goes soft when a pregnancy is brought up? If so, that’s not me. Niggas love to holla how they don’t love these hoes but be the first ones on bended knee when one of ’em shows up with a swollen belly. Not me.

      I really live by this shit. It’s natural for me. You the only female I ever gave a fuck about that I wasn’t related to. The only female that I thought about when I wasn’t getting head or pussy from her. And the only bitch I wouldn’t mind having my first baby.” I brought her closer.

      “I’m not a bitch.”

      “Nah, you my bitch. That’s a big difference.” I kissed her. “You pissed now?”

      “No. I just don’t want you to change your mind once the baby comes or once I get full term.”

      “If a nigga had any doubts, I would’ve never stepped to you on some exclusive shit in my whip that night.”

      “Okay.” She tossed her arms around my neck.

      “I’m not gon’ be perfect though, so you gotta work with a nigga. This shit ain’t something I’m used to.”

      “Well you just better not cheat.”

      “Nah, that’s some obvious shit. I mean the other shit hoes be trippin’ on that make no sense.”

      “I know.” She cupped my face to kiss me. “You just gave a fast food employee two dollars to get some finger action for your friend; it’s obvious you’re not all there, baby, nor perfect.” She grinned.

      “Long as you know. And long as you know you stuck with me. Pussy too good for me to let you go.”

      “You’re the only person I don’t mind being stuck with.”

      As soon as we started sucking one another’s lips, her hand went down into my sweats.

      “Oh shit,” I commented.

      Smiling seductively, Camarih got down onto her knees and took my dick into her mouth. I watched her deep throat my shit for a moment before looking out over the dark night sky, enjoying the fuck out of this head.

      She let her saliva run wild, slurping on my shit like she was working the fucking streets. Palming the back of her head, I gripped a handful of her hair, taking control of her speed. I liked watching her thick lips go up and down my shit. And whenever I hit the back of her throat, I held it there for a bit.

      “Mm.” She cooed, going hard. I ain’t know what she was trying to do to a nigga, but it was working.

      “Fuck, I’m ’bout to nut. Shit.” My comment only motivated her, and next thing I knew, I was letting loose down her throat. “You just sucked me up in public.”

      “It’s dark. And so what. You didn’t like it?” She wiped her mouth as she rose up.

      “The opposite. I love my bitches nasty and pretty.” I unbuckled her jeans and started pushing them down only a little. “Come sit on it.”

      Catching on, Camarih turned her back to me and sat on my dick slowly. Her soft whimper at the feeling of me being inside of her had me about to nut.

      We sat right there, fucking and enjoying the scenery.
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      I was hungry as fuck, and since I had some time to kill, I decided to hit up this fish spot off Arlington. Shit was always piping hot with a gang of fucking flavor, which was exactly what I was in the mood for.

      I hit my baby mama up to see if she wanted anything, once I pulled into a parking space. After she texted back, I got out to go place my order. You could always tell when yo’ ass was in the hood because a lot of places made you order through a fucking window.

      “Aye, let me get two catfish combos. Fry the shit hard so it stays hot, my nigga.”

      The employee nodded, told me my total, and then ran me my change once I paid.

      “Just ten minutes.”

      “Aye, I’m supposed to get six dollars and sixty-seven cents back, muthafucka. This is six dollars and sixty cents.” I frowned. Watching him get my seven cents, I added, “Trying to play me and shit. You think ’cause I’m a nigga, I can’t count. Get yo’ block knocked off fucking with me.” I shoved my seven cents into my pocket then stepped off to wait.

      It was about 3 p.m. at the moment, so LA was bright as fuck and sunny as shit. Squinting my eyes, I watched cars drive up and down the street, saying ‘what’s up’ to a few of the niggas I knew.

      “Hey, are you Tony Wacko?” Some dopey muthafucka walked up. He seemed to be around my age but soft and having no business knowing a nigga like me. Then again, everybody in South Central knew me. He had no business wanting to talk to me though.

      “Who the fuck wants to know?” I sized him up. Like a lot of muthafuckas, he was shorter than me.

      “Uh…” He glanced off. “I was wondering if you were holding.”

      “Holding what?” I played dumb. I had a specific clientele, and he wasn’t on the list.

      “You know, some candy.”

      I stared at him for a moment as he stood there, acting more skittish than a little bit. He wasn’t an addict; I could spot them a mile a fucking way; he was just nervous as shit. Nigga definitely went to some preparatory school coming up, and not over this way.

      “Follow me.” I started walking, checking over my shoulder to make sure he was coming too.

      WHAM!

      I clocked his ass in the nose as soon as we got around the corner and in the alley.

      “Wait!” He howled, nose bleeding profusely.

      “Who the fuck sent you on some snitch shit?” I grabbed him up and shoved him against the wall, making him wince.

      “No-nobody!”

      WHAM! WHAM! WHAM!

      I proceeded to beat the brakes off this nigga until it looked like he was going in and out of consciousness.

      “Make sure whomever sent yo’ soft ass gets a good look at you.” I kicked his stomach, making him holler.

      By the time I was done, my food was ready, so I took my ass to the crib to kill this shit like it was a regular fucking day. And shit, for me, it was.
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      Picking up the glass of water, full of ice, just the way Tony liked, I carried it along with the plate of macaroni and cheese, fried chicken wings, greens, and cornbread back to his bedroom. He’d been out all day long, handling business, and I felt bad for him because he came in and passed right out.

      I’d been living here for the past couple of weeks, rent free, and I felt like I needed to do more than just go to work and make my products. Most times I felt too sick to do anything, which made me feel even more useless. On the upside though, my sales were steady and hadn’t declined one bit thus far.

      “Baby, wake up.” I nudged Tony with my knee since my hands were full.

      It was 8 p.m., and he was still fully clothed in a Nike tracksuit, smelling and looking so fucking fine. I’d noticed that I’d become more possessive than usual over him and hated when he would leave early in the a.m., only to return at nighttime.

      “Camarih.” He spoke my name with his face still in the pillow.

      The way his deep voice said my name made it sound so good. And that was another thing… I was always horny. I’d been pregnant before, and I was horny then too, but not this badly. I think it was a mix of hormones plus my attraction to him.

      “Wake uuuup, please!” I begged.

      “Swear to God, if you wasn’t having my baby and if I didn’t like fucking you, I would kick the shit out of you right now.” He turned over and paused when he saw the piping hot food.

      “For you, baby daddy.” I grinned, barging my way into his space and kissing his lips.

      He sat up, giving me a whiff of his cologne.

      “Fuck is this for?” He frowned, making me kiss him again.

      “Just knew you would be hungry.” I shrugged. He sat back, said grace like I always made him do, and then tasted some of the food, looking at me suspiciously while chewing. “What?” I laughed.

      “This bet not be no ‘I sucked another nigga’s dick, so I’m doing some nice shit to make up for it’.”

      “You know I only wanna suck your dick.” I cuddled up to him, placing my leg across his lap as he ate.

      “Yeah, keep shit that way.  I got plenty for you to slob on.”

      “Thanks, Houston.”

      “Shit is good as fuck. What you trying to do, cooking this shit for me?” His hooded brown eyes peered down into mine as I lied on his chest.

      “Pull my weight.”

      “Pull yo’ weight?”

      “Yeah. I can’t just stay here without paying anything or contributing. So I thought I would cook for you. I can wash your clothes too. I already cleaned the bathroom, the other bedroom, the living room, and the kitchen.”

      Setting the already eaten plate to the side, he gulped down some of his water before pulling me into his lap so that I was straddling him.

      “I don’t need you pulling yo’ fucking weight by being my damn maid, Buttascotch.” He touched my hair. I loved when he did that, and I didn’t know why.  “I mean. the cooking and washing a nigga’s drawers and shit can keep going, but everything else, I’m good on.”

      “Then how?”

      “How yo’ sales and shit going?”

      “Great. I wanna buy a mixer because doing it by hand is too tiresome now that I’m pregnant. I’m not even showing and I’m already tired.”

      “What you do with them racks I gave you?”

      “Bought more product then put the rest in my savings.”

      He smirked, I guess liking my answer.

      “That’s how you can pull yo’ weight. I want a bitch I can get money with, not one that can clean my bathroom. All my other hoes can pull out a mop and put a spit shine on shit, but only certain females can hustle like you.” He pinched my chin. “That’s why I made you my bitch; you different, Camarih.”

      “All your other hoes?”

      “You know what the fuck I meant. That’s all you heard out of the shit I said?”

      “No. But don’t mention your hoes around me.”

      “That’s gon’ be hard to get used to, but I’ll work on it.” He pulled me closer to him by my ass while biting his lip. “You so damn fine.”

      “Thank you.” I giggled.

      “I just wanna put my face in this shit.” He squeezed my ass again with his big hands.

      “You’re so nasty.” I rolled my eyes.

      “Man, when I be eating yo’ pussy from the back, a nigga be in heaven.” He was grinning with his inappropriate ass. “And knowing this shit is mine, fuck.” He sucked on my lips, and I could feel his dick hardening under me.

      I chuckled seductively when he began kissing on my neck.

      “No. I have to go into work tomorrow. If we have sex now, I’m gonna oversleep.” I got off the bed and placed my clothes in the chair.

      “You wear the same shit like every two weeks.” He climbed off the bed as well to undress.

      “I have some more clothes at my mama’s, but I can’t go get it.” I zipped my duffel, embarrassed.

      “I’ll get it.”

      “Tony, no, it’s okay. It’s only a couple pairs of shorts, two dresses, and three pairs of sneakers.”

      Scowling, he asked, “That’s the only clothes you got?”

      “Yes. I had other priorities that didn’t include shopping. All my money went into restocking my product. If I had any left, I used that for maintenance, like nails and waxing.” I shrugged, feeling ashamed due to my lack of clothes.

      “That’s dope.” He surprised me, pulling me in and pecking my lips. “I’m getting yo’ shit though. I don’t give a fuck if it’s just a pair of Jesus sandals and a Starbucks apron. It’s yo’ shit, and you my girl. Muthafuckas gon’ know to respect you when they see you, including yo’ mama and Deebo over there.”

      I simpered at his name calling of Bobi.

      “Okay. Thank you.” I hugged his torso. His build was perfect, not skinny, and not like some bodybuilder.

      “You welcome. I gotta take you shopping though.”

      “No, it’s fine. And you just got me a purse and some slides. I have enough stuff.”

      “Aye, didn’t I tell yo’ ass I’ll buy my baby mama whatever the fuck I want to?” He pushed me down onto the bed.

      “Yeah, but you don’t have to spend your money on me,” I replied once he got between my legs.

      “You confusing me with yo’ last nigga, and I don’t like that shit. I’m not about to have you rocking the same eight fits if I got the bread to get you more. You not gon’ go hungry, scared, broke, or without any fucking thing while I’m here, you understand?”

      “Yeah.” I nodded.

      “Whatever the fuck you need, you come to me, nobody else. I’m yo’ man. Asking any other nigga for anything is disrespectful, and I don’t react well to being disrespected.”

      I nodded again, looking up into his eyes.

      “Yes, daddy.”

      “Stop talking that shit just to say you ain’t ready to fuck.” He spoke lowly against my lips, making me horny. Rubbing my stomach, he asked, “You ate?”

      “Yeah, I ate while I was still cooking. I was too hungry to wait.”

      We chuckled.

      “Shit was fire as fuck, Buttascotch. You trying to make a nigga marry you, huh?”

      “No, trying to make you happy.” I tossed my arms around his neck and smiled while he rubbed my thighs.

      “You got the right idea. I love to fucking eat.” Placing his hand between my legs, he said, “Especially this.”

      “That’s why your head game is so good.”

      “And ’cause I’m that nigga. Anything I do, I do it well.” He cheesed when I sucked my teeth and rolled my eyes. Moving my hair from my face, he added, “Now I gotta figure out a way to make yo’ ass happy. You got a nigga on some corny shit.”

      “You already do. You look out for me, and you protect me. I haven’t had that in a very long time. Before you, everyone in my life treated me like I was nothing. My mom, my ex, eventually my best friend.”

      “Baby girl, you’ll learn when muthafuckas see you got potential and are jealous of you, they gon’ do everything in their power to make you feel like you ain’t shit. And if they can’t, they’ll try to eliminate yo’ ass.

      Look at you; pretty as fuck, nice ass skin, ridiculous body, intelligent, and can whip up whatever the fuck it is these hoes like. You got plenty of shit to be jealous of. When you got a lot going for you, it’s only natural for muthafuckas to hate on you and try to keep you from winning.”

      My eyes darted around Tony’s face as I listened to what he said. I’d never thought of it as jealousy, only that no one cared about me and treated me as such.

      “You think that was the case?”

      “Yo’ crackhead ass mama is a hater, yo’ ex is a hoe ass nigga who only brought you down in fear of you seeing he wasn’t about shit when you came up, and ya ex best friend will fuck any nigga interested in you to up her box body having ass.”

      I giggled.

      “My mom is not a crackhead.”

      “Bitch look like one.”

      “And you’ve never seen my ex best friend.”

      “Tell me that hoe ain’t shaped like a fridge.” He made a face. I burst into laughter at his comment. “Exactly.”

      Locking my legs around him, I pulled him in for a kiss. He immediately began removing my nightgown.

      “Baby, no. Remember I work tomorrow.” I watched him toss my gown and start sucking my nipples while tugging my panties off.

      In one motion, he flipped me over, put my ass slightly in the air, and then slid inside of me from behind.

      “What you say?” he inquired as he glided in and out of me at a medium pace, while suckling my neck from the side.

      “Uuh, mmm,” was all I could get out as I scraped the sheets.

      “Huh?” he quizzed, beating it up and making our skin clap.

      I’d already cum, but I was so ready for another. My snivels and whimpers mixed perfectly with the sound of our colliding bodies, as Tony gripped my shoulder to keep me in place.

      “That’s what the fuck I thought. Shut up and take this dick like you s’posed to.”
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        * * *

      

      Two days later…

      I didn’t have to work today, so Tony was taking me to my mama’s house to pick up the rest of my things. I didn’t really care about the few little cheap pieces of clothing I had, but some of my trinkets mattered to me.

      Tony had his friend, who worked for a moving company, follow us so that they could bring my bed and all the furniture in my room. I’d paid for all of it, because my mother refused to. I slept on an air mattress for almost a year until I’d saved up enough to buy an actual bed.

      “Tony.” I covered my mouth when he drove right into the lawn, parking all slanted. “My mom is gonna murder you.”

      “I doubt it. And I’m gon’ tell you right now, if one of them females try some shit with me, I won’t hesitate to put hands on them.”

      I didn’t know why he was telling me this as if I wasn’t aware of the type of man he was. He told me I was the only woman outside of his little sister, Jilly, that he wouldn’t hit. I believed him. I’d done a lot to him, and the most I’d gotten was a jaw squeeze.

      “I know, but try not to.”

      Ignoring me, he got out of the car, so I did the same. Nervous as hell, I followed him up to the door as if this was his mother’s place. I stayed behind him as he rung the doorbell, and we waited until my mama finally pulled the door open.

      “Yes?” She instantly frowned seeing Tony. “I know damn well you didn’t park on my law—“

      “Aye, we need to get the rest of her shit. She gon’ get her clothes, then my people’s gon’ get her furniture and shit.” He pointed over his shoulder, using his thumb.

      “Negro, you nor your whore are coming into my damn house for shit!” My mama folded her arms, stepping up into the doorway even more. “Ah!” She screamed when Tony grabbed her ponytail and tossed her off to the side.

      “Go ’head,” he told me, so I hurried inside with him behind me.

      “Get out!” My mom shouted, probably still on the ground of her porch.

      “Hey, what the hell!” Bobi emerged from the bathroom.

      “I suggest you sit yo’ ass down so we can make this shit easier.”

      “Or what, nigga?” Bobi moved closer to Tony and me. He pushed me behind him.

      “I can handle you just like I did yo’ bitch.” He stared down into Bobi’s face and then chuckled smugly at her. “You think you got a dick, huh?” He laughed, as Bobi’s face contorted.

      “Fuck you—arrghh!” Bobi put her hands on Tony to push him, but he gripped her wrist and gut punched her ass, forcing her to bend over.

      “Get yo’ shit, Camarih.” He let Bobi drop to the floor and then went to tell his friends to come in.

      I could hear my mama talking shit as she rushed in to make sure Bobi was okay.

      I quickly packed the rest of my clothes, and then Tony’s two friends entered to grab my furniture. Tony stood in my doorway, supervising, and once I was finished, he walked me out.

      Sitting on the couch were my mama and Bobi. I wanted to laugh because Bobi looked to still be in pain, and my mom’s fresh ponytail was now loose and crooked from being thrown by it.

      “You better never come back, Ari.” My mom glared at me.

      “Don’t talk to her.” Tony took my bag to hold and gestured for me to walk out.

      As we descended the porch steps, I saw my old neighbor Nathan rush into the yard. My mom was nicer to him than me, as if he was her son or something.

      “Hey, man, what you did isn’t cool.” Nathan stepped to Tony who laughed.

      “Muthafucka, I’m gon’ give you two seconds to take yo’ square ass back to where you came from.”

      “Nathan, don’t.” I chimed in, warning him.

      “Nah, I’m not—”

      WHAM!

      In a flash, Tony decked Nathan between the eyes, making him stumble and trip on the uneven concrete of the driveway. He tried to get up, but Tony put his foot on his neck.

      “Now remember where the fuck you at, bruh. This my city. When you see me, you show some fucking respect, or next time, I’m gon’ put a bullet in yo’ shit. You understand, nigga?”

      Nathan nodded as best as he could as his eyes watered. By the time Tony took his foot off of his neck, the guys were coming out with my stuff. Tony and I got into his car to wait until they were finished bringing everything.

      “You are so crazy!” I laughed. “I shouldn’t laugh at what you did to my mom.”

      “Why she kick you out?” Tony was watching his homies but eventually looked my way.

      “Found out I was pregnant, and then she umm… she didn’t like what I told her about her girlfriend Bobi.”

      Tony was silent, staring out of his front windshield. I couldn’t really read him right now.

      “What you tell her?”

      “That Bobi had been flirting with me and trying to have sex. She got far with me that night, so I hit her, and she lied to my mom saying I had a boy over. That’s why she made me take the pregnancy test.” I twiddled my thumbs as I stared down at them.

      “Got far? Fuck you mean she got far?”

      “Nothing, Tony.”

      “How the fuck did she get far?” He reiterated his question.

      “She got her fingers… I don’t want to talk about this; it’s embarrassing.”

      Tony nodded, eyes squinted, and lips tucked like he was thinking. His thinking face was so sexy.

      “Don’t be embarrassed to tell me shit.” He made me look at him. “You gotta know ain’t nobody gon’ fuck with you.”

      I nodded, allowing him to kiss me.

      “Thank you for punching Bobi in the gut.” I laughed against his lips.

      “Her big ass.” He shook his head, cranking his car up since his friends were done loading the U-Haul like truck. “But I ain’t done with her ass for trying to fuck on you.”

      “No, Houston—”

      “Save ya breath, Buttascotch.” He floored it down the street in his fast ass car.

      All this time, I’d been dealing with people who didn’t give a fuck about me, and now I had someone who was crazy over me. I can’t say I didn’t like it.
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        A few days later…

      

      

      I finished my makeup, so I rose to my feet to take a look at myself in my full-length mirror. I kept it simple with just jeans and a tube top, since Camarih and I would just be outside all day for some event that Tony Wacko was having. I surely wasn’t excited to see his rude ass. And today just might be the day that we endured a fistfight.

      “Okay, baby, are you feeling alright? I got all your food prepped and in containers. So all you have to do is warm it up.” I kissed Paul.

      “Thanks.” He looked me over then asked, “Where you going again?”

      “Just this little neighborhood event, I guess you can call it. I’m going with Camarih.”

      “Camarih Marlon.” He adjusted himself in bed. “I looked her up on Instagram, and she seemed cool.”

      “Seemed?” I chuckled. “She is. I promise, when she comes over you’re gonna like her.”

      “I’m not sure I will. She’s always taking my wife out of the house.”

      “Baby, I can stay if you want me to.” I was praying he let me go.

      Before Camarih, all I did was work and come home to play nurse. I needed fresh air and to be out, but I never had anyone to go with. Paul was way too sick to go anywhere but to his doctor’s appointments. Well, let me rephrase that; he was too lethargic to go anywhere outside of his doctor’s appointments.

      “Nah, you go ahead. Just don’t have too much fun. Remember, you’re married, and she’s single.”

      “She’s not single. She has a man.”

      “Oh right, the singer.”

      “No, not Prince anymore.” I put a toothbrush to my edges. “You know a guy named Tony Wacko?” I looked at Paul through the mirror.

      “Oh, ignorant ass nigga from Leimert Park.”

      “Yes.” I giggled. “That’s her man.”

      “How long you gon’ be gone? Hopefully not long. I don’t feel comfortable with you being around niggas like Wacko.” Paul began coughing hard, so I rushed to caress his back until it seized.

      “He’s cool,” I lied.

      “He may be, but he’s crazy and reckless.”

      “I’ll be fine, and I’ll get home around 7 p.m. at the latest, okay?”

      “Sounds good.”

      I kissed Paul once more and then checked my phone to see Camarih had texted me to let me know she was here. I hurried out to the car as quickly as I could, exhaling heavily once I got in on the passenger’s side.

      “You okay?” Camarih laughed.

      “Yeah. Just nice to feel the sun on my skin.”

      “It is nice out right now. I just hope they have a lot of food there because I am hungry.” Camarih pulled off.

      “That would be nice. I’m not excited to see your man though.” I smacked my lips playfully.

      “I know you guys got off on the wrong foot, but I will talk to him today.”

      “Wrong foot? Girl, no. He’s just rude and disrespectful as fuck. I swear, soon as bitch comes out of his mouth, I’m smacking him.”

      “Please don’t.” Camarih laughed. “Tony isn’t all there.”

      “Neither am I.”

      I wasn’t gon’ lie, I was a little bit afraid of the nigga, but I had too much pride to allow myself to be disrespected constantly.

      Camarih and I listened to music and enjoyed the rest of the ride to the event. When we pulled up, I saw it was some ghetto ass car wash in the hood, packed with people all out in the parking lot area. There were a couple grills with people cooking food on them and then a long serving table where you stood in line to get your plate piled up.

      “Okay, this is good.” Camarih parked before checking herself out in the visor mirror.

      “What is this for?” I quizzed as we walked from the car to be closer to the festivities.

      “Collects money to put back into the city and stuff. Tony knows some guy that helps renovate buildings, so he uses the money to improve the businesses around here.”

      I rolled my eyes at the fact that Tony actually had a little bit of sense. That thought quickly dissipated though when I spotted a line of girls twerking in bathing suits to “Cash Shit” by Megan Thee Stallion, and Tony was front row with his friend Cornell, throwing water on them.

      “He is so disgusting. How do you like him?” I turned my lip up watching.

      “He’s not that bad. I promise.” Camarih looked on for a second, obviously bothered by his flirting. “Houston!” She finally barked, making him pause and search the area before his eyes landed on her.

      He said something to his artist Eitan and then made his way over. He immediately hugged Camarih from the back, kissing on her neck, and slipping his hand under her dress. She stopped him.

      “You look good in white,” he told her, feeling her up. I noticed every girl in this lot, watching with their mouths open. Tony Wacko having a girlfriend was even shocking to me, and I barely knew the nigga.

      “Say hi to Shanece, Tony.” Camarih nudged him, as he kept a hold onto her from behind.

      “Sup, Shanece.” He nodded his head up.

      “Oh, I’m Shanece now? I’m not a bitch or a hoe?”

      “Nah, but you can be, with yo’ rude ass.”

      “Me? You’re the rude one, nigga!” I was truly baffled at the fact that he of all people had called me rude. “If you apologize, we can be cool.”

      “I ain’t apologizing for shit. The last two times I seen you, you was acting like a bitch and a hoe, so I called it.”

      “Okay!” Camarih blocked me from slapping Tony as he laughed.

      “Bitch, I wish you would. I mean, Shanece.” He grinned. He had a sexy smile, but it was menacing too. However, I could never find his ass attractive or sexy, despite his good looks.

      “I can’t wait until Camarih finds somebody better than your disrespectful ass.”

      He just stared at me, obviously not caring or bothered by what I said, which irritated me even more.

      “I kind of think you want me to pipe you, so you angry as fuck all the time.”

      “Houston, go back over there.” Camarih started turning his body in that direction.

      “Nigga, you wish I wanted to fuck you!”

      “Nah. If I was single, the only place I’d put my dick is in yo’ mouth, to shut you the fuck up.”

      “Aye, aye!” Rahim bear hugged me after running over when he saw me about to swing on Tony again. “Chill out.” He laughed.

      Tony pulled Camarih with him after getting her to stop fussing by kissing her a few times. Again, the hoes out here didn’t miss a beat.

      “Let me go.” I moved Rahim back. He smelled good, and I liked the way his arms felt too much to be a married woman.

      “My bad. I just didn’t want you getting into with that nigga. You know he off.”

      “Whatever. You seem nice, so why do you hang out with him?”

      Rahim chuckled.

      “I don’t know how I feel about being called nice.”

      “I didn’t mean it like that.” I folded my arms. “I meant he’s a fool and you seem sane.”

      “Yeah, he’s wild, but he’s smart as fuck and knows his way around the industry, so I fuck with him. Plus, he’s cool once you see past all the other shit.”

      “Well I won’t see past it.” It was silent for a second before I said, “I have to go to the bathroom.”

      “Hurry back.”

      I looked over my shoulder at Rahim after he said that but quickly focused back onto the path that I was walking.

      Making my way into the car wash and down the hall, I followed the signs to the bathroom. Just as I was about to turn the knob to walk in, I heard moaning and noticed the red occupied tab was showing.

      “Can’t stand this ghetto ass shit.” I huffed, leaning against the wall across from the door. About six minutes later I heard rustling and water running, before Tony Wacko emerged, pulling Camarih with him. “Had fun?” I gave her a look.

      Chuckling, she flicked me off, before I cautiously entered the bathroom. After using it, I left back outside to find Rahim, but before I could he approached me.

      “Thought you skipped out on me?”

      “On you? I’m here with Camarih.”

      “True, my bad.” He looked around then added, “Let’s go sit over there, it’s loud as fuck right here.”

      I nodded, glancing to my right to see niggas shooting dice, and by niggas I meant Tony and two other men. He was so damn ghetto, and Camarih’s pretty ass was just right in the thick of it with his stupid ass.

      “I expected food to be here.” I sat at the table with Rahim.

      “There is a little left, but y’all rolled through here kind of late, so.”

      “Yeah, well, a real event would have food for as long as they needed to.”

      “So what’s yo’ husband like?”

      “What kind of question is that? And why do you want to know?”

      “I’m just curious as to what type of nigga was able to get you to be his wife. You seem hard to obtain.”

      “That’s a compliment in my mind.”

      “It is.” He nodded. He stared me in the eyes, making me a bit uncomfortable because of how cute he was. I hadn’t been attracted to anyone other than Paul for over a decade.

      “Well, he’s sweet, smart, spontaneous, and just everything a woman looks for in a man. The things bitches pray for at night, he is.”

      “Damn.”

      We laughed together.

      “Why ‘damn’?”

      “I’ve never heard anybody describe their significant other like that. You think he’s perfect or something.”

      “Well, I know he’s not. That’s only God, but he is definitely close.”

      “I know this bar nearby with some good ass drinks. You wanna go have one? It’s a bit loud here, no matter where the fuck we sit.”

      “And hood as hell.” I peeped over my shoulder to see Tony pressing some nigga for the ten dollars he’d just won. Heading over, I tugged Camarih my way. “I’m gonna go have a drink.”

      “Okay, I can come.”

      “No, I’m going with a friend.”

      “Who? You don’t know anyone here.”

      “Rahim invited me and—no, stop, Camarih.” I shook my head when her eyes widened.

      “He likes you, I told you, and you like him.”

      “No, I don’t like him. I like my husband.”

      “You can like more than one person. Now love, that’s a different thing. Maybe you shouldn’t go, Shanece.” She looked worried as if I was about to honestly cheat on my husband.

      “I don’t like him, Camarih. I don’t even know him. Also, I’m sure he can give me a ride home. If not, I can Uber.”

      “Or call me. I don’t want him getting you in trouble with your husband.”

      I nodded and then walked over to where Rahim was. He pulled the passenger side door of his Tahoe open to allow me in and then came to get in on his side.

      I looked around for any remnants of a woman while I waited.

      “How far is this place?” I quizzed once he began driving. I was suddenly regretting this move. I knew nothing about this nigga, and I was married. I knew damn well Paul wouldn’t approve, same way I wouldn’t approve of him having drinks with some bitch he knew liked him.

      “Only like five minutes, which is basically nothing in LA.”

      “Very true. Shit, twenty minutes is nothing out here.”

      “So I’ve learned.” He pulled into the parking lot of the bar. He was right; this shit was close.

      He helped me out once parked, and then we entered, sitting on two stools at the clean wooden bar. I allowed him to order for me, since he claimed this spot was so great.

      “I am so happy I came. The silence here is peaceful.” I exhaled, sipping my drink. It was pretty good.

      “I bet. It was way too much going on back there.”

      “Tell me about i—” His ringing phone cut into my sentence, and I saw the name Amara with a heart emoji pop up. He declined it. “Prospect?”

      “Nah, not even. Baby sister. She thinks I’m out here doing it big in the music business now that my shit was on the radio.”

      “Oh, okay.” I squinted my eyes out of suspicion, making him laugh.

      “What?”

      “Nothing. I mean, you’re a good-looking guy, and you have a talent, so it’s hard for me to believe you’re just out here solo.”

      “Well, I am. Music is my focus. All the other shit is in the back seat.”

      “Wow, a man with no baggage or crazy exes and is nice looking with ambition. You’ll be someone’s husband soon.” I finished my drink.

      “What if the person I want is already married though?”

      I paused in the middle of ordering another drink and laughed. When done letting the bartender know what I wanted next, I said, “I don’t think we’d work. You couldn’t handle me.”

      “Why is that?” He frowned. I could tell he was offended.

      “You seem like you enjoy soft women, and I am everything but. I’m not gonna be submissive and all that.”

      Rahim nodded like he was taking in what I said.

      “Are you a mother? You seem like you tell people what to do all day.”

      I chuckled.

      “No. I am not a mother yet. Are you a father?” I accepted my drink from the bartender.

      “I am actually. I have a four-year-old named Ahmira.”

      “That’s awfully close to your baby sister’s name.”

      “Yeah, don’t remind me.”

      I stared at the side of his face as he gulped down his drink. I wanted to pry because his past seemed sketchy. He made it sound like none of his exes had gotten serious, yet he had a baby by one of them. Then again, maybe his child’s mother was a one-night stand.

      And how close was he to his sister for him to name his baby after her damn near? It was like a mixture of his name and hers. The mother was okay with this? I had so many questions that were none of my business.

      “So her mom, was she one of the exes you mentioned?”

      “Uh, she umm… I think that maybe once we get to know each other a little better, I can let you in on that. No offense.”

      “None taken. I’m sorry for asking. I thought it was okay.”

      “You good.”

      Rahim and I had more drinks, just talking about work and what we wanted from our careers, before I looked down at my phone to see it was 8:30 p.m. I told Paul I’d be home by seven, and it was an hour and a half after that, yet I wasn’t even headed there.

      “I have to go.” I got up, walking out.

      “Wait, Shanece.” I listened as he told the bartender to close his tab before following me out. “Aye, wait.” He grabbed my arm, yanking me to the point where we ended up being chest to chest.

      Without hesitation, he kissed me. I didn’t know why I didn’t stop it right away; must’ve been the liquor.

      “Rahim, no, absolutely not.” I pushed him as hard as I could.

      “Shanece—”

      “I understand you’re single and ready to mingle, but I am not. You need to do that with a woman who is on the same tip as you.” I started ordering my Uber.

      “My bad. We can still be cool. I shouldn’t have done that shit. You right.”

      “No, we can’t be cool. I have no business being friends with a man who felt it was okay to kiss me knowing I am married. You have a good night, Rahim.” I walked off to get away from his ass and wait for my ride.

      I wanted to blame the liquor for me enjoying Rahim’s attention and company, but I knew better. However, I was not about to lose my marriage and the love of my life, all because I was yearning for a little companionship. In the end, the shit would not be worth it.
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        Back at the car wash…

      

      

      Today was a fucking success. We made a bunch of money off these car washes since we had these hoes doing the washing and in skimpy ass clothes. I didn’t expect to make as much as we did, but I was happy about the shit, nonetheless. All the money was going right back into Leimert Park. If we was gon’ be the hood, we was gon’ be the nicest muthafuckin’ hood you ever rolled through.

      “Damn, man. This shit is lit.” Eitan drank down his Hennessy before refilling his cup then mine.

      “It is.” I looked around the now dark parking lot that was filled with muthafuckas either drinking, smoking, or dancing to the loud ass music.

      Shit like this was what I loved; kicking back with the niggas and hoes I grew up with on some laid-back shit. The club was cool, but nothing compared.

      I glanced over my shoulder to see if Camarih had come back from the bathroom yet. I checked my watch to see the time because, in two minutes, I was gon’ fetch her ass.

      “Aww shit!” Every muthafucka out here it seemed, shouted out when the throwback “Get Loose” by T.I. came on. All the females started dancing and shit, picking out a nigga, so when this one bitch named Traci got in my lap to pop her fat ass, I inhaled on the blunt I’d just lit to enjoy it.

      “Bitch, what is wrong with you!” Camarih appeared out of no fucking where, moments later, snatching the bitch out my lap and tagging her face.

      After a good four punches, while the girl screamed and attempted to stand up, I pulled Camarih away.

      “Back the fuck up ’fore I deck yo’ stupid ass.” I warned Traci when she hopped to her feet and tried to rush Camarih. Turning to my girl, I said, “Baby, relax—”

      “Fuck you! Don’t touch me!” Camarih barked, storming off. Everybody was watching but on the low.

      “Get back to the fucking festivities!” I hollered, tossing my blunt to the floor and jogging after Camarih’s crazy ass. “Fuck you going?” I gripped her arm and made her face me once I caught up to her. We were away from the big ass crowd of muthafuckas and right by her whip.

      “I’m going to get my stuff from your place and getting a room. I’ve saved enough for an apartment, so I should have one in a week or so.”

      Slipping my arms around her body, I stared down into her face. She turned to the side so she wouldn’t have to make eye contact, but I cocked my head so she could see me.

      “Why you mad?”

      “You had a bitch in your lap, Houston. Are you dumb?” She frowned. “And let me go.” She pushed me.

      “I ain’t have no bitch in my lap. She was dancing on me, same way them hoes do at the strip club!”

      “No, it is not the same! So that means I can walk back over there and give a dance to one them niggas, right?”

      “And get slapped the fuck up.”

      “Exactly! I—just fuck it. I don’t wanna be with you anymore. I’m not about to be doing this. I told you if you cheated, I was done.” She shook her head, mouth twisted up, looking all cute and shit. She thought she was a boss or some shit.

      “Ain’t nobody fucking cheated on yo’ dramatic ass. The bitch gave me a fucking dance. You acting like you walked in on her sucking my dick.” I tossed a Jolly Rancher from my pocket into my mouth. “Why you standing so fucking far away? Bring yo’ ass over here.” I yanked her ass toward me, kissing on her neck. “We not breaking up over no damn lap dance, Camarih.”

      “I leave for two seconds, and you can’t behave yourself. I just fucked you not but three hours ago, and you’re already on the prowl.”

      “Wasn’t on no fucking prowl, and you was gone longer than that; too fucking long.”

      “You know why, Tony? I was throwing the fuck up and then had to brush my teeth! You know why I was throwing up? Because I stupidly let you fuck me, and now I’m having a baby!”

      Pinning her against her car with the quickness, I said, “Yeah, you pregnant with my fucking baby, and you my girl. None of that shit is changing. And say one more smart-ass thing to me and watch me pull all yo’ fucking hair out yo’ head.”

      “You don’t get it.”

      “I told you some shit ain’t gon’ click for me. I ain’t never made a bitch my girl. I thought the fucking dance was harmless. Shit, I thought I had to whip my dick out for it to be cheating.” I backed up.

      “No. It’s more than that.”

      “Then fucking tell me, Camarih.”

      “Lap dances, texting, kissing, flirting, it’s all cheating too.” She finally looked up into my eyes.

      “Aight.” I nodded as she looked down at her pretty toes. “You know I don’t fuck with nobody the way I fuck with you.” I touched her hair, making her look off.

      “Doesn’t seem like it.” Her voice was soft and low.

      “I’ll fix that shit.” I got back in her space and kissed her soft ass lips. Of course her mean ass didn’t reciprocate.

      “You can start by going back and letting everybody over there know that I’m your girlfriend. Not something you have dibs on, but your girl.”

      “The fuck? They know that shit. I been all over yo’ ass since you got here.”

      “Yeah, well you were friendly with a few bitches, so if you want to be together, then I need you to do what I asked.”

      I swear to God if I didn’t wanna be with her complicated ass, I would curse her the fuck out right now. But for some reason, I was on Camarih like a muthafucka, and the thought of her trying to be single and shit bothered me. A nigga was not used to this bullshit.

      “Man, bring yo’ ass.” I took her hand and led her back to where everybody was. “Lower the music, bruh,” I told the homie Abel who was in charge of the shit.

      “Why?”

      “Because I said to, muthafucka.” I turned my lip up, irritated as fuck. “Aye, in case anybody had any confusion, mainly you hoes, this right here,” I pulled Camarih in front of me and hugged her from behind, “is my girl.”

      “I’m your what?” Camarih looked over her shoulder at me. This feisty shit had my dick hard, so I pressed it against her ass.

      “This is my girlfriend. We in some committed shit. This my main bitch, my only one.” I kissed the side of Camarih’s face and peeped her smiling.

      “If you have any questions or concerns, direct them to me, and I can fuck you up,” Camarih added, making the homies laugh along with some of the bitches out here. It was a good amount sizing Camarih up, which I found comical as a muthafucka.

      “Cut it back on and have Cornell collect my shit,” I told Abel before leading Camarih back to her car. “I’m driving.” I put my hand out for her keys.

      “I don’t like niggas driving my car.”

      “Camarih, don’t make me fuck you up. Give me them muthafuckin keys.” She placed them in my hand. Using my index finger to pull her into me by the top of her dress, I added, “And watch yo’ fucking mouth. You my baby, and I’ll never put my fucking hands on you, but you got ’bout one more time to come at me sideways ’fore all that shit goes out the window.”

      Nodding, she replied, “I’m sorry.”

      After kissing her, I opened the passenger side door so she could get in, then went to my side so we could head the crib. Once there, we showered, and Camarih made us some tacos, before we retired to the bedroom.

      “My bad about that shit earlier. Last thing I wanna do is upset you with a bitch wearing thot sandals.” I lay between Camarih’s legs as she giggled.

      “What are those?”

      “Them shits that fit between the toe and wrap around the ankle. When me and the homies used to hit those hole in the wall ass clubs, them hoes used to always have them shits on. Sliding all over the muthafuckin’ place while busting it open on a nigga.”

      Camarih’s head tilted back as she laughed heartily, so I kissed down her neck.

      “I’m glad I don’t wear those.” She caressed my face. “You hurt my feelings. Here I am sick, throwing up, and you’re out there enjoying lap dances from another hoe.”

      “I only enjoyed it a little bit ’cause her ass was fat.” I smirked when she hit me.

      “You should only be enjoying mine.”

      “I do, baby. Trust me, I do.” I squeezed that shit. “I always tell you how fucking fine you are. Prettiest bitch I ever seen.”

      “Oh please.”

      “Dead ass. Soon as I spotted you, I knew I was gon’ fuck you, and I wasn’t pulling out.”

      “So you trapped me.”

      “Fuck out of here. I just knew off top yo’ pussy was good. I could tell by how plump yo’ ass was, how thick them thighs were, and how pretty yo’ face was. I’m a hood nigga, and it’s certain females you raw dog and don’t pull out of.” I sucked her bottom lip. “Why you staring at me?”

      “No reason.” Inhaling sharply, she questioned, “When am I gonna meet your family?”

      “You can meet Jilly this week.”

      “Okay, and what about your parents?”

      “Baby, my parents are dead. So like I said, you can meet Jilly.” I rolled off of her.

      It was silent for a little bit before I felt her crawl up behind me.

      “I didn’t know that. I’m sorry.” I didn’t reply as I closed my eyes to go to sleep. “How did they die?”

      “It don’t fucking matter how they died, aight? Them muthafuckas is gone, so all you need to worry about is meeting my little sister. Take yo’ ass to sleep, Camarih.”

      I felt her get out of the bed, but I wasn’t about to chase her ass. She needed to get the fuck on with all that prying before she pissed me off.

      I thought she left the room, but suddenly, I felt her getting in the bed on my side. Opening my eyes, I saw her innocent face right in mine as she held onto me so she wouldn’t roll off the bed.

      “Houston.”

      “You annoying as fuck.” I scooted back some so her ass wouldn’t be damn near dangling off the bed. She kept her arms around my torso as she moved with me.

      “I told you things.” She whined.

      “So the fuck what.”

      “So we need to be even. Now tell me how they died. This is what boyfriends and girlfriends do. You don’t know this, but I have experience in relationships.” She rambled, with her nerdy ass.

      “You corny as a muthafucka.”

      “You like corny girls.” She started kissing me, and like always, I was right back to groping her body and falling for her shit.

      “Nah, I just like yo’ corny ass.” I tightened my grip on her body as she toyed with my chin hairs. “My mama overdosed. She was a functioning cokehead, so she was never pawning our shit for drugs and all that bullshit you see on TV. She had a job, cooked us meals, all that good shit. One night, she ingested too much and had a heart attack.

      My father wasn’t worth shit after that, so I basically raised Jilly and myself once my moms was gone. Pops was a weak ass nigga, always had been. My mama was fucking around on him, and he never did shit about it.” I shrugged. “I was thirteen and Jilly was ten, so I started doing illegal shit to make money, get us food, and clothes. Then my pops got married to Brielle’s mama when I was twenty-one, and he got sick about two years ago, refused to hit the doctor, and died almost a year ago.”

      “I’m sorry, baby.”

      “Don’t be. I’m straight. I technically ain’t had parents in over a decade. I’m used to the shit.” I chuckled subtly since she looked so worried. “Nothing I say to you better leave this room, aight?” Camarih was the first female I’d told any of that shit to.

      “Of course not. Same way you won’t mention what I told you about Bobi.”

      “I won’t, but she still got some shit coming to her big ass.” I moved Camarih’s hair out the way as she simpered; beautiful as fuck, with a sexy yet innocent vibe to her. “My bad for being rude earlier. I don’t like talking about my parents. It’s no point.”

      “It’s okay. I didn’t take it personal. That’s why I didn’t leave you.”

      I didn’t think I could admit the shit aloud, but I was blessed as fuck to have a female like Camarih. I didn’t give a fuck what them niggas did before me, but I was happy they did the shit. She would’ve been my bitch regardless though.

      “You ain’t never leaving.” I stood on my knees and pulled her silk shorts down since I knew she had on no panties under.

      “As long as—”

      “You ain’t never fucking leaving.” I cut off her little warning she liked to give because it was irrelevant. “Right?” I slipped my fingers inside of her, making her gasp and grip my wrist. “Let go and answer me.”

      “Never.” She whimpered as I started to move my fingers in and out of her walls.

      “Open ya legs more,” I demanded, and she did as she was told, so I lowered myself on top of her, speeding up my hand motions. Feeling her pussy start to drip made my dick extra hard as I watched her moan and frown. Camarih already had some wet shit, but her pussy while pregnant was crazy drenched.

      “Mmm.” Her voice trembled as she licked her lips. Her body gyrated when she came, as she dug her nails into my arms. I didn’t slow up, so she was releasing again in no time, but much harder. “I—I love y-you, Houston.”

      Ignoring her, I slipped my fingers out then went down to eat her pussy, which was nice and sloppy wet how I liked the shit.
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      “Fuck is that smell?” Tony entered the living room. He looked good as usual, especially when he frowned.

      “Pecan waffles.” I smiled, walking over to him after I pointed to my candle.

      “Camarih, blow that bullshit out. Got my crib smelling like a muthafuckin’ brothel.”

      “Brothel? It smells nice.”

      “Nah, blow it the fuck out. I like my spot smelling like weed and Hennessy, not this frilly ass shit.”

      Chuckling, I pecked his lips then went to blow the candle out.

      “You’re lucky we’re about to leave, or I wouldn’t be blowing anything out.”

      “Yes the fuck you would.” He checked his phone before hitting the lights and then opening the front door for me.

      “Tony!” I squealed when he gripped a handful of my ass as I walked past him.

      “You remember last night? That shit looked so perfect while I was stroking you with ya face in the pillow.” He opened the passenger side door for me.

      “Yeah, tell the whole neighborhood.”

      “You already did. Moaning all loud and shit.”

      “You’re a damn lie!” I barked at him as he slammed the door in my face before joining me in the car. “I moan softly.”

      “Fuck out of here. Them niggas put a notice on my door the other day saying I was gon’ get a fine for yo’ loud ass.” He zoomed out of his driveway and peeled off toward the freeway. We were going to the mall then to have lunch.

      “Really?”

      “Yeah, really. I know the dick is good, Buttascotch, but you gotta chill. You get me fined, and I’m kicking yo’ ass out.”

      I rolled my eyes, not sure if he was serious or fucking with me.

      We ended up at the Beverly Center, and after Tony bought a few things, he made me get a new iPhone. I liked my iPhone 6 Plus, but because it shut off frequently and died all the time, Tony said we had to get rid of it. He didn’t like not being able to get in touch with me while he was away, so getting a new phone was non-negotiable.

      “You like those?” Tony asked as I looked at the purses inside of Balenciaga.

      “It’s pink, so yes.” I gave him a half smile as I put it back.

      “Aye bruh, I need one of these and not this one. Get a new one from the back.” Tony raised the purse up, and the stylist nodded.

      “Baby, no. I have a purse.” I showed him my Fendi one that he just bought a month ago.

      “Stop. Telling. Me. How. To. Spend. My. Fucking. Money.” He kissed me after each word, backing me into the wall. I was grinning after each one like a loser. “I ain’t never gon’ be out buying myself shit without getting you something too.”

      Standing on my tiptoes, even in heels, and tossing my arms around his neck, I asked, “So that means you wanna buy me some shoes too?”

      “Only ’cause that pussy is good,” he said just as the guy brought up the purse, so I was a bit ashamed, avoiding eye contact with him.

      After getting my purse, some shoes, and a hat from Balenciaga, Tony took me to Paragon, where he got me a Rolex. I didn’t want it at first, but when they showed me a dainty one that didn’t make me look like a rapper or an Instagram hoe, I obliged.

      “Thanks, baby.” I eyed my watch once we were in the car.

      “Shit looks sexy on you.” He glanced my way, biting his lip and making me blush. “You the first female I don’ ever spent that type of bread on.”

      “I know.”

      “That’s also why you gotta know that I’m yo’ nigga. I ain’t gotta announce shit. When these hoes see you, they know what’s up.”

      “I know that now.” I allowed him to take my hand and kiss the back of it before he let his rest on my exposed thigh.

      I was definitely in love with Tony, and had even gotten the courage to tell him so. He didn’t say it back and hadn’t commented on the fact that I’d said it, so I was feeling some type of way. I knew he wasn’t the fall in love type of man, so I wasn’t expecting him to reciprocate already, but I couldn’t lie and say I didn’t wish he had.

      However, I wasn’t going to let the fact that I loved him and he didn’t love me, affect anything. He made me happy. He was handsome, had amazing dick, was intelligent, and always showing me new things; plus, he protected me. I’d never had a man who took care of me the way he did, and not that I wanted to be taken care of, but it was nice to know he could and would. I had to get used to some stuff because Prince just wasn’t like him.

      Prince didn’t make sure I ate, ask me about my business, or even do simple things like check the surroundings of a place before bringing me in. Tony was just not what I was used to, but I liked it. Plus, how he spoiled me didn’t hurt either.

      Prince got me things too, but usually only after he cheated on me or talked to me like I had a tail and wanted to apologize. It was cool getting gifts just because a man wanted to be nice instead of as an apology.

      I hated to even say, Driz wasn’t like Tony either. He cared about me, but the little things that Tony did made me realize that Driz’s and my relationship wasn’t as perfect as I thought it had been. Driz was obviously miles better than Prince.

      Tony and I ended up at Yardbird, this southern food restaurant, and even though I’d never been here before, I was anxious to eat. I was starving like always.

      “What you gon’ get?” he inquired after looking up from the menu. “And stop fucking smiling at me with yo’ creepy ass.”

      “Sorry, baby.” I chuckled. “I like spending time with you.”

      “I like fucking you.” He threw his arm around me to kiss the corner of my mouth.

      “Is that all?”

      “Course not. I love seeing you deep throat my dick too.” He cheesed when I sucked my teeth. “You ain’t even let me finish.”

      “Finish, asshole.”

      “I like spending time with yo’ ass too. You be corny as shit sometimes, but I like that.” His eyes ran amuck all over me. “When I’m not piping you, I like talking to you. You ain’t one of these stupid ass females that blink like Dora the Explorer when I’m speaking some real shit.”

      “That’s better.” I batted my eyelashes. “Anyway, I’m getting the chicken and waffles. You?”

      “Just the fried chicken with the side of biscuits.”

      “Oh. I’m gonna get that instead.”

      “You stay copying yo’ nigga.”

      “No I don’t!”

      “We was at Jamba Juice the other fucking day, and here yo’ ass go getting exactly what the fuck I get.”

      “So.”

      “It’s straight.” He smiled with his sexy ass. “You mine, so it’s natural for you to copy me.”

      “I don’t copy you. You just pick good stuff sometimes.”

      “I’m getting the hummingbird cake for dessert. You want that too?”

      “Nope.” I looked off, and my eyes landed on Isis. She was staring, while caressing her belly. Her eyes kept darting at Tony then me.

      Quickly, I looked away, acting just like I didn’t see her ass.

      The food here was delicious, and even though I tried to refrain from having some cake, when Tony’s stupid ass let me have one bite and not another, I was forced to order one for myself, proving him right.

      My phone chimed as we rode home, listening to our favorite song, “Best Friend” by Dom Kennedy, and I looked down to see Prince had replied to my story. I’d posted a photo of Tony while he was on the phone at the table and put ‘Day out with daddy’ as the caption.

      PrinceMoney: You ain’t never posted me on yo’ shit.

      PrinceMoney: You really think you got something with that nigga. He ain’t shit but a thug that’s gon’ get murked just like yo’ ex nigga.

      PrinceMoney: Don’t come crawling back when he shoot yo’ stupid ass.

      PrinceMoney: Dumb bitch.

      Me: Message me again and I’ll have my nigga fuck you up AGAIN.

      Dropping my phone into my lap, I sat back to enjoy the rest of the ride.
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      “Thank you, Grace. They’re so pretty.” I handed my nail lady her tip.

      “Yes, very pretty. Have a good day.” She smiled as I walked out, loving the way my new après set nails looked with my new watch. After taking a photo, I put my phone away and headed to my car.

      As I got closer to it, I spotted Isis’s pregnant ass standing near it.

      “Move, or I will hit you again.”

      “Ari, wait.” She wobbled up to me. “Can we just sit down and—”

      “Hell no. Are you stupid? I don’t ever wanna fucking talk to you again.”

      “Please, I want to apologize. I love you, and I miss you so much.” Her eyes watered.

      “I don’t care, Isis. If you loved me so much, you wouldn’t have fucked my nigga and gotten pregnant.”

      “It was a one-time mistake, Camarih. And he wants nothing to do with me or the baby.” She sniffled, so I gave her a thumbs up before stepping off the curb to get to the driver’s side of my car. “Ari, I saw you with Wacko a couple days ago. I know you like him, but he’s not gonna treat you any better than Prince.”

      “Why the fuck would you care?”

      “Because we’re friends, and I love you. You’re a sweet person, Camarih, and someone like Tony Wacko is only going to use you for your kindness, fuck you, and then throw you out.”

      Slamming my door back, I returned to the curb. “For one, Isis, we are not friends and never will be again. Secondly, you’re running your mouth a lot about a nigga you’ve never even met. You know nothing about Tony other than what someone has told you.”

      “Yeah, but these are girls he’s fucked with, Ari!”

      “Half of them bitches are lying, and the other half are just mad because he sent their asses home with nothing more than a wet ass.”

      “I—”

      “Say one more thing about my man, Isis, and you’re going to regret it.”

      “Man? He has you thinking he’s your man? Wacko is no one’s man! He’s just—”

      WHAM!

      I hit Isis right in her mouth, prompting her to wail and cover it with her hand as she bucked her eyes at me.

      Satisfied, I got in my car and drove off, feeling better than I did when I woke up since I got to punch someone. If I saw Isis again, I was gonna beat her ass.

      In the mood for Jamba Juice, which was nothing new since being pregnant and living with Tony, I decided to stop at the one on Slauson.

      Tony loved Jamba Juice, and now I did too. He always got the Caribbean Passion smoothie with bananas added, and it was so good. I was salivating at the thought of it.

      Entering, I placed my order, getting one for him too as a surprise, and then I stepped off to the side to wait.

      “Thank you.” A beautiful brown-skinned girl with medium length dark hair, smiled at the employee who’d placed the smoothie on the bar. I saw her here almost every time I came. “Fuck!” She shouted when it slipped right out of her hand and onto the floor. “Shit.” She stared down at it before tears welled up in her eyes. “Can you make another one?”

      “You’d have to pay for it,” the cashier let her know, just as the guy placed my two smoothies on the bar.

      “Please. I come here all the time; can you just remake it this once?” She begged.

      “No. I’m sorry. We have to account for all of our product, and free drinks are for when we mess up,” the guy on the bar explained.

      “Damnit.” She watched as another employee cleaned up her drink.

      “Hey, I can pay for another one for you.” I came around to face her.

      “No, you don’t have to.” She shook her head.

      “Really, it’s fine.”

      “Okay. Thank you so much!”

      I nodded to the cashier, who rung up the drink, and I handed her my bankcard to swipe. Once I had my receipt, I tossed it into the trash and then grabbed my two drinks to leave.

      “Have a good one.” I half smiled at the pretty girl. She reminded me of Ryan Destiny from Star, only a tinge lighter.

      “You too. Hey, can I get your number so I can contact you about paying the money back?” She followed me outside.

      “It was only seven dollars.”

      “I know, but I hate to take anything from people. Please, allow me to pay you back.”

      “Alright.” I waited until she got her phone out and then read my number off. “Are you having a bad day?”

      “No.” She put her phone into her purse. “I mean, I wasn’t having a bad day until I dropped the damn drink.” We laughed. “Why do you ask?”

      “Not to be rude, but you kind of overreacted about the drink, which usually only happens when you’re already having a horrible day.”

      “Oh. It’s because the drink is for my boss, and he’s not the nicest person. He would be livid if I bought another smoothie on his card, and Jamba isn’t exactly in the budget for me right now.”

      Damn. I wasn’t going to judge though. I’d been employed-broke before. Hell, I still wasn’t rich. I was doing okay and had a generous boyfriend for cushion.

      “I see. If you don’t mind me asking, what do you do?”

      “I’m an assistant to Mark Vegas.”

      “Who? I’m sorry. I’ve never paid attention to things like that, even though my ex was in entertainment.”

      “Oh. Mark is a music manager. He’s really good at his job, has a great eye for talent and opportunities, but is an asshole.” She rolled her eyes as we chuckled. “Who was your ex?”

      By this time, my stomach was growling for my smoothie, so I took a sip.

      “Prince, the singer.”

      “Oh shit! You do look familiar. He used to post you a lot.”

      “I know and hated that I didn’t post him at all. I’m just private.” At least I thought that was why. I still didn’t do a lot now, but I’d posted Tony to my story a few times.

      “Niggas.” She shook her head. “Well thanks again…Cam…?” She squinted her eyes.

      “Camarih.”

      “So sorry! Thanks, Camarih. Duh. I just put it in my phone. I’m Rubie.” She reached to shake my hand.

      We split ways so she could go back in for her drink and I could leave, but I paused.

      “Hey, Rubie!”

      “Yes?” She turned to look at me.

      “You think you could take this.” I retrieved Tony’s business card from my Fendi bucket bag. I was obsessed with this purse from Tony—perfect size and color. I hadn’t even thought of my new Balenciaga.

      “Sure.” She looked at the card. “Who is Tony Wacko? Your boss?”

      “He’s a record label owner.” I pointed to the card, which read that.

      “Well either you’re sleeping with him or you really believe he knows what he’s doing.”

      Chuckling, I replied, “He’s great at what he does. He has an artist who is fire, but he’s always looking for more. If one of your boss’s artists has potential, you think you can pass this along?”

      “Umm—”

      “It’d be worth more to me than the seven dollars.”

      “You didn’t have to pay for my drink or be my shrink two seconds ago, so I will.” She smiled. “Can I have two more?”

      “Of course.” I handed them over. “Thanks again.”

      “No, thank you.”

      I went to my car and took a few gulps of my drink as I pondered. Tony always helped me and did things to push my business, so I wanted to do the same. Plus, my baby had the juice, and anybody that signed with him was sure to be successful. Hell, I was doing one of Vegas’s clients a favor.

      I got to Tony’s studio about ten minutes later since traffic was light on the streets, and by that time, I was done with mine, so I only brought his in.

      Entering the room, it had about six men, not including Rahim or Eitan, and a couple girls. Rahim was seated at the mixer, Eitan in the booth recording, and Tony standing at the mixer, inhaling on a blunt. I felt the girls’ eyes on me as I walked up on Tony, hugging his torso. He was so tall.

      “Got you something.” I showed him the smoothie as he blew out smoke in the opposite direction of me before ashing it.

      “Thanks, Buttascotch. Fuck, man. You drank half this shit.”

      “Sorry. I couldn’t help it.” I looked up into his face sadly as he shook his head in an irritated manner before taking a sip.

      Sitting down, he brought me into his lap where we shared some kisses. His lips were already cold and juicy. Again, I felt eyes on me.

      “You look good.” He tugged one of my coils lightly while taking another sip. I loved when he touched my hair.

      “Thank you, daddy.” I blushed before he put the straw to my lips so I could have a sip.

      “Aye, go smoke that shit outside!” Tony looked to one of the guys in the studio who’d lit up.

      “You was just smoking in here.” His brows dipped.

      “I own this shit, and it was before my girl got here.” As soon as Tony called me his girl, there were the looks again from the hoes. I kissed his cheek to make it worse for them bitches.

      “Man.” The guy sucked his teeth.

      “Get the fuck out my studio ’fore I let this shit rock, nigga.” Tony exposed the gun locked on his hip, and the guy promptly got out of dodge.

      “You crazy as shit, bro.” Rahim laughed, along with the rest of us. Tony had a serious face though.

      “Do the verse over. I ain’t like that shit,” was all he said as I stayed comfortably in his lap.
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      Without saying thank you to the asshole employees of Jamba Juice, I took my drink off the bar counter and left out. I was already ten minutes behind since they made four other people’s orders before remaking mine. I damn near ran out, making sure to be as careful as possible with this drink.

      I wanted to floor it back to Mark’s office, but of course, there was a bunch of traffic. It was 3 p.m., and for some reason, everyone in the southern part of California decided to all come to South Central.

      And no, Mark’s office wasn’t located in South Central. It was in downtown, but he only drank from the Jamba Juice off Slauson and Western. It was deep in the hood, so I always had to swat off crazy niggas, wanting my number and spend a good hour in traffic to get back to work. I couldn’t stand Mark’s ass, but the job paid okay, and it was in the field I wanted to be in.

      I wanted to do public relations for musicians or actors, and since Mark was so well connected, I jumped at the job, despite it paying only $800 a week. It wasn’t nothing; however, for the lifestyle I lived, it often had me living check to check.

      Parking my car in the lot of Mark’s office, I took a deep breath before getting out with his drink and walking it inside. Going to his office, I entered, almost dropping the smoothie again.

      “Oh shit!” I hurried back out after witnessing Mark getting head from this rapper girl he managed. No, this wasn’t anything new, but it was not something I wanted to see. I could’ve gone the rest of my life not seeing Mark get head from Candee.

      I went to my office for a little bit, and a couple minutes later, Mark appeared. He was tall, baldhead, chocolate, and had a nice body with neatly trimmed facial hair. He wasn’t necessarily attractive, but I understood why women fell at his feet. He carried himself well, always smelled good, had a little money on him, and had plenty of connections.

      “My drink.” He stopped at my desk, so I rose up to hand it over. “What took so damn long, Rubie?”

      “The employee dropped your drink and had to remake it.” I half lied. “Then, it was very crowded, so it took me ten minutes to even get to the freeway due to all the creepy crawling that every car was—”

      “This shit is damn near melted. It has the consistency of juice!”

      “Sorry, boss, but the drive was long, and it’s hot outside. Maybe I can start going to the Jamba Juice only a couple minutes from here.”

      “No, what you need to do is perform your job duties efficiently and effectively. Next time my drink is melted, I’m gonna deduct the cost, plus interest from your check.”

      “Yes, sir.” I couldn’t stand this man.

      “Now.” He sipped the drink. Must not have been too bad because he could barely ridicule me due to the constant slurps he kept taking. “What’s the update on the venue for the showcase?”

      “Well I have three that you need to look at. Once you choose, I can start putting everything together.”

      “The showcase is in two months, Miss Bailey.” He shook his head, sipping and pacing my office.

      “Yes, I know, and that is plenty of time, especially if you look at the venues in your email and get back to me today.”

      “Good. Now I’m going to invite the people I need to, but I also want you to get some beautiful ladies in the building. Beautiful ladies equal niggas willing to pay whatever to get in.”

      “You got it.” I nodded, watching Mark turn on his heels to leave. “Oh, Mr. Vegas, I know you’re interested in inviting some labels, so why don’t you give him a call?” I came from behind my desk and handed off Tony’s business card.

      Mark grabbed it from me, eyeing it for a moment as he took down the smoothie until there was nothing left.

      “Who the hell is this?”

      “He’s a label owner. He—”

      “Wait… Tony Wacko.” Mark squinted his eyes. “I know that name. Ah, thug nigga from Leimert Park. Absolutely not.” Mark handed me back the card, leaving my office, but I followed.

      “Mr. Vegas, he’s really good at what he does, and one of your artists may really benefit from working with him.”

      “I’m not inviting some gangster to my event. Plus, most of my artists are ladies, and I can’t have them getting distracted by him. You know most women love those ignorant thug types.”

      So that’s what it was. Mark was scared his little hoes would flock to Tony Wacko.

      Chuckling, I replied, “Now, Mr. Vegas, no way they would want to leave someone like you, for a man like Tony Wacko. You’re handsome, charming, and smart as a whip.” I laid it on him.

      I didn’t know Tony from a can of paint, but just off of one encounter, I liked Camarih. She seemed sweet, and whoever this Tony guy was to her, she either really believed in him or loved him. Hell, maybe both. By saying that, I wanted to do something nice for her like she’d done for me back at Jamba.

      “True.” Mark looked off. “Okay, put him on the invite list. But if any ghetto mess pops off, it’s on you, Miss Bailey.”

      “Of course.”

      “This is trash.” He handed me his empty smoothie container and tread back down to his office.

      I couldn’t wait until I could quit this damn job.

      Throwing out Mark’s cup, I shut the door to my office then went back to my desk. Pulling up Google Chrome, I typed in Tony’s name to see what he was about. I found his Instagram and clicked it. Off the bat, I saw he was fine as hell, in that hood LA nigga way. When I realized Eitan was his artist, I nodded my head in approval. I found Camarih’s page because she’d left a simple heart under one of his photos, so I explored hers.

      She was gorgeous, so much so, that I was surprised to see how nice she was. Most women who looked that good, meaning face and body on point, had bad attitudes. I definitely needed to invite her to the party. I was sure I would get some brownie points from Mark as soon as he saw her.

      Mark got back to me about the venue two whole hours later, so I worked for the two remaining hours of my shift before shutting everything down. On the way home, I picked up some salsa and avocados because I was making chicken bowls tonight for me and my boyfriend Armonn.

      “Hey, babe.” I entered my apartment to see Armonn laid out on the couch, shirtless.

      Of course I got no response since he was asleep, so I went to the kitchen to begin seasoning the chicken for the bowls. I checked the thaw drawer and saw it was empty, causing me to close my eyes and take a deep breath. Looking in the freezer, I spotted the chicken Armonn was supposed to take out for me earlier this morning.

      “Shit, when you get here?” Armonn walked in, rubbing his stomach.

      “You forgot the fucking chicken?” I held the rock-hard breasts up.

      “Oh damn, yeah. My bad, baby.”

      “Your bad? Your bad? All I asked you to do was take the shit out, and you couldn’t even do that!” I threw it onto the counter.

      “Calm down, damn. It’s just chicken. We can order Postmates.” He whipped his iPhone out and began thumbing around.

      “Of course, because it’s my money that we’re spending. It’s always my money. I pay for every damn thing, and you couldn’t even take the meat out of the freezer on time.”

      “Here you go with this shit. Sometimes it’s cool, and sometimes you wanna bitch about it.” Armonn left the kitchen, shaking his head.

      I ran into Armonn three years ago at a party, and I was in love at first sight. He was tall, had smooth light skin, perfect teeth, and a smile that made your panties dance down your legs for him. His charm didn’t stop at his looks though; he was sweet, attentive, a gentleman, great in bed, and an even greater listener.

      The only drawback was that he was broke. He wasn’t the ‘paid my bills, now I only got $200 until my next payday’ broke. No. Homeboy was couch surfing, no car having, odd job taking, couldn’t even order an Uber to a job interview broke.

      Initially, I was turned off by it, but after dating around and finding men with money who lacked everything I wanted in a man, I doubled back to Armonn. He welcomed me with open arms, and because he said he had a dream he planned on obtaining, becoming a model, I agreed to take care of him.

      I figured it was a small price to pay for a man who was so great to me. I told myself, and truly believed, that only shallow women would throw away such a good man because he was broke. I still felt that way, but what I forgot during that time was that there were other factors I needed to take into account.

      Armonn being broke when we first met wasn’t okay. Had he already been my man and gone broke would be one thing, but us getting together while he was flat broke was a bad decision on my part.

      Not to mention, he felt fine borrowing money from me very early on, another red flag. Lastly, I felt he’d become complacent and comfortable with me taking care of him. And hell, I didn’t have a good enough job to be a damn sugar mama. I assumed our arrangement would last a year max, but here it was three going on four.

      To make matters worse, I felt bad for wanting a man with money. I felt like a gold-digging bitch when I would admire women who had men that could take them out to dinner, buy them flowers, or even put gas in their car.

      “Armonn.” I walked out of the kitchen to see him on the couch, eating chips, and watching TV.

      “Sup.”

      “Go ahead and order something before all the places close. I’m gonna have a shower.”

      “Aight, but wait for me, beautiful.” He grabbed my hand as I walked by.

      “No, it’s gonna be a quick one. I’m tired.” I tried to pull my hand away, but he stopped me.

      “Hey, Rubie. I know this is frustrating right now, but I promise I’m getting my shit together. It’s taking time, a lot, but I appreciate you for holding me down. And I swear as soon as I get that first big check, we going to Fleming’s or somewhere nice like that.”

      See, and that was how he kept me around. Every time I would tell myself it was time to find a real man, aka a man with his own funds, Armonn would rope me in with his words.

      Did I really want to leave a good man just because he wasn’t financially stable?
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        Some odd days later…

      

      

      “A nigga got cherries and shit.” Tony showed Eitan and I the container of cherries.

      “Damn, nigga. You did all this shopping?” I quizzed as Eitan ate one of the cherries.

      “Hell nah, muthafucka. Only thing I buy is water, granddaddy, and Hennessy. My girl keeps shit stocked.” He opened the freezer, fridge, and pantry to show us.

      “Damn. She paid too?” Eitan inquired.

      “Nah. Fuck I look like making my woman pay for all this shit?” Tony waved for us to follow him out of the kitchen after looking in the pot that Camarih had on the stove. “A nigga got a balanced diet and shit. How many muthafuckas in the hood can say they got some real fucking cherries in their fridge?”

      We chortled as we all took a seat on the couch. Only hood niggas got excited about cherries.

      “Shit, not many.” Eitan shook his head, and I nodded in agreement.

      Seeing how Camarih got all that food and was currently cooking, made me miss Amara. She stayed doing shit like that. Whenever something got low, she had it restocked in a matter of days so that we never even went without it. I had meals for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, never having to worry about what I was putting into my body, all while she worked a full-time job. Leaving all that shit behind was tough, but it was gon’ pay off.

      “Speaking of food, I ain’t been grocery shopping in a minute. I’ve been living off sardines.” I huffed.

      “No wonder yo’ breath be on some other shit. Thought you was out here eating funky pussy.” Tony typed away on his phone as Eitan fell out.

      I checked my breath, and when Tony caught me, he joined Eitan in laughter.

      “Man, fuck y’all.”

      Just then, Camarih came from the back. She was in some tights, a t-shirt, and some of them weird fuzzy socks. Her golden hair was straightened, which was new for her, or to me.

      “Aye, where the fuck you going?” Tony hissed, making Camarih pause to lean down and kiss him. He grabbed a handful of her ass as she walked by, and I did my best not to look but failed.

      “Shit is weird seeing you with a girl, bruh.” Eitan commented.

      “That’s gon’ be the only female I ever make my bitch.” Tony finished rolling the blunt before lighting it.

      My mind drifted to her homegirl Shanece. She was beautiful as hell, and seemed to be cool, which had me into her. I wanted nothing more than to kick it, because no one could ever make me leave Amara. I was lucky to have that woman, and no other nigga was about to experience her.

      “You think Camarih can shop for me too? That shit is stressful.”

      “Next, you gon’ be asking if you can fuck.” Tony scowled. “Ask some shit like that again, and watch me slap the fuck out of you, nigga.”

      Tony was a cool dude, but I often had to remind myself, and others, that he was crazy as hell with a short fuse. As smart and business minded as he was, sometimes it was easy to forget that he was short a few marbles. Like Eitan said though, I wasn’t used to Tony having a woman, or at least one he gave a fuck about.

      Joy, Kenya, and whomever else, he ain’t give two shits about. He had no problems telling us how good Joy’s pussy was if we wanted in. Eitan had even tried, but she shut it down.

      “You slap me, we gon’ have a problem.” I looked his way.

      “And when the fuck have I ever had a problem with having a problem, nigga?” He stared me in the eyes. See, crazy as hell. Even that sentence could only be said by a crazy nigga.

      “Dinner is ready. Should I make everyone a plate?” Camarih came from the kitchen, smiling. Her skin was nice as hell, and I wasn’t even a nigga that paid attention to stuff like that, unless the skin was obviously horrible or extra beautiful. I was surely gon’ shoot her website to my wife.

      “Nah, these muthafuckas about to leave.” Tony waved us off, blowing out smoke. Camarih nodded and went back into the kitchen.

      “Damn, I was trying to taste Camarih’s good ass food.” Eitan’s brows dipped.

      “Nah, ’cause soon as you taste a bitch food, you gon’ be trying to taste her pussy, and that’s my shit. I’m selfish with that one. Y’all can fuck any of my other hoes though.”

      Eitan sucked his teeth as I laughed, before we both got up to dap Tony then bounce.

      Knowing I had no food at home, and not in the mood for fast food, I decided to stop at the grocery store. First thing on my list were some cherries, but they ain’t even have them here. Disappointed as hell, I moved on and found the section of potatoes, not remembering the ones Amara always bought.

      Pulling my iPhone out, I FaceTimed Amara, hoping she could help my ass.

      “Hey, baby.” She was grinning widely. Her hair was wrapped up in a silk scarf, but she looked good. My dick hardened at the sight of her.

      “Hey, I miss you.”

      “I miss you too. Where are you?”

      “The store. I was wondering if you could tell me what type of potatoes you buy.”

      “Baby, I hope someone else is gonna cook because…”

      “Aye, I do okay.” I lied. I’d been eating cereal and TV dinners, but smelling Camarih’s good ass food had me in the mood for something cooked with love.

      “Sure. Have you forgotten that I know you? You can’t even boil water, Rah.”

      “Whatever, man. Which one?” I flipped the camera around to show her the bags, but just as she began talking, I spotted Shanece by the sauces and Asian foods. She was on the phone talking a mile a minute and looking stressed.

      “Hello? Rahim?” Amara’s voice pulled me out of my trance, so I flipped the camera back around.

      “Yeah, aight. Thanks, baby.” I smirked, not even knowing what potatoes to get because I didn’t hear shit.

      “Welcome.”

      “I love you. I’m gonna go ahead and finish shopping. Talk to you tomorrow.”

      “Okay, can’t wait.”

      I hung up the phone and made my way over to where Shanece was but slowly. I didn’t wanna look like a fucking fool, just walking up on her.

      “I told you, Paul, they don’t have that one, baby. They have plenty of others for—” She pulled the phone from her ear and stared at it, before realizing I was standing there. “Why the fuck are you just staring at me?” She hissed.

      “For yo’ information, I was trying to wait until yo’ fucking conversation was over.”

      “Well it’s over now, so what do you want?” She placed her hand on her hip.

      “Was just coming over to speak.”

      “Hello, Rahim. Is there anything else I can help you with?”

      “Aight.” I chuckled and turned around to walk off.

      “Wait, I’m sorry.” She grabbed onto the back of my shirt lightly. “I was just in a bit of an argument, so it’s hard for me to transition so quickly.”

      “I get it.” I was now facing her again. “You good?”

      “Yeah. I was just coming here to buy some teriyaki sauce for dinner tonight, but they don’t have the one my husband likes, so…” she continued to eye the line up that they did have, “…we won’t be having that. He’s gonna get McDonald’s.”

      “Damn, that sauce must be good as hell for him to downgrade to some damn fast food.” I started walking since she did.

      “It’s pretty good, but sometimes he just does that when something he wants isn’t available or an option.”

      “Yo’ husband is a grown man throwing tantrums like that?” I frowned. Shanece didn’t seem like the type of female to put up with that kind of shit.

      “I’d rather not talk about it.”

      “So are you having McDonald’s too, or did you wanna get something to eat?”

      Checking her watch, she replied, “I probably shouldn’t.”

      “It’s seven o’clock.”

      “No, it’s not the time, I just… Last time we hung out, you kissed me, and that wasn’t cool. I’m married, Rahim.” She peered up into my eyes.

      “I understand. I think the liquor got to me.”

      It was true. I didn’t know what I was thinking, kissing Shanece like that. When I started fucking Phoebe, I told myself she would be the only female I had sex with. The last thing I wanted to do was be fucking a different bunch of females behind Amara’s back. Yeah, fucking one was bad too, but not nearly, at least in my opinion.

      “Okay, me too. I usually would’ve pulled away immediately or something.”

      We chuckled in unison.

      “Well?”

      “Okay. I am hungry. I can follow you?” She lifted her brows.

      “Where you trying to eat?”

      “I’m in the mood for some ribs with some good ass sauce. Oh, let’s go to Fridays.”

      “Of all places? Aight. They do got some good shit.”

      I walked Shanece to her car, and she drove me to mine. Once I was in and pulling out of the parking lot, she got right behind me. We met at the Fridays off La Tijera and got seated immediately due to it being a weekday and at night.

      We quickly placed our orders since she had me in the mood for ribs too, and got some drinks, but nothing too heavy, to avoid a situation like last time.

      “I’m so excited. I haven’t had ribs from here in the longest.”

      “This yo’ favorite restaurant or something?”

      “No. I would say that’s Javier’s, but this is a good place for something not as expensive.”

      “So what do you and yo’ husband do if you don’t come to places as simple as Fridays?”

      “We used to come here a lot, actually.”

      “Used to?”

      “You are so nosy.”

      “My fault. I’m usually not this inquisitive, but your situation seems so damn weird to me. You young as fuck, or appear to be, and you sound like an old married woman.”

      “You know nothing about marriage.”

      “I don’t, but when I get married, my wife and I are at least gon’ be able to hit a few restaurants occasionally.”

      “You never know, Rahim. Things happen, and sometimes what you thought your life would be like, it turns out to be the opposite.”

      “See. And you talk in codes and riddles and shit.”

      Chuckling, she said, “I just like to keep my private life private, so I don’t wanna say too much.” She sipped her cocktail that had arrived. “Why are you staring me down like that?”

      “Because I feel like you ain’t really got a husband.”

      She laughed, covering her mouth so she wouldn’t spit up her drink.

      “Why would I lie?”

      “Because people lie about relationships all the time, especially women when they come face to face with a nigga they ain’t interested in.”

      “True. Well I can assure you I am not lying.” Flashing her ring, she added, “Would I buy myself this?”

      “Hell if I know. You got a cool little job.”

      “Not that good. So are you lying about being single since people lie about relationships?”

      “No. I’m single, single.”

      “Okay. Well it’s good to know we’re both being honest.”

      “Exactly.”

      Shanece didn’t need to know about Amara. Our relationship wouldn’t go far since she had a husband and I had a wife.

      We ate them good ass ribs and then got dessert before I paid the bill. We decided to chill at my spot since she said she didn’t feel like going home. She told me she would be sitting up alone, watching TV. Again, to have a husband, the shit she did sounded like she was single.

      “I have some wine, if you’d like some. It’s dessert wine, so it ain’t strong,” I offered as I hit the lights in the living room.

      “No. I think that Appletini was enough for me.” She eyed my living room before sitting down. “You don’t like much, huh?”

      “No, just don’t need much. A TV and a couch are the essentials. And furniture isn’t exactly cheap.”

      “Why didn’t you bring the furniture from your old place in Nevada?”

      “Had to sell it.”

      “Oh damn. Well hey, gotta do what you gotta do.” She exhaled then said, “Thank you for tonight. I was not in the mood to go home and do nothing or argue.”

      “Y’all argue over sauce?”

      “Nowadays, yes.”

      “No offense, but why you with him? Nothing you said sounds good, and you seem to have yo’ shit together, so I know you can do better.”

      Shanece slinked down, allowing her head to rest on the upper portion of the couch. She was perfect, caramel skin, which was clear as day, full lips, and big hazel eyes. I didn’t know if her hair was hers or not, but it was in braids like usual. I liked my women thicker, more like Camarih and Amara, but Shanece’s slim frame took nothing away from her beauty.

      As she stared up at the ceiling, she responded lowly. “I told you about him before. He wasn’t always like this. We weren’t always like this. He was sweet, but not too sweet like those soft guys.” She turned to me, smiling, obviously reminiscing on the good days. I didn’t know why I felt a tinge of jealousy. Her smile faded promptly as she spoke. “Everything was like a fairytale, but then he got sick.”

      “With what?”

      “Cancer.” She smiled, but I knew it was to hide her true feelings. “And now he has spurts where he’s really mean and argumentative. He’s depressed, and I understand why, but I just wish he’d realize that I was here for him and not the enemy.”

      “Damn,” was all I could say as I pondered. I wasn’t expecting this shit. I felt bad for dude. I couldn’t imagine being hit with some shit like that at my age. “I think he’ll come to his senses eventually.”

      “When? It’s going on three years now since he’s been diagnosed.”

      “Hopefully soon. If he’s smart, he’ll shape the fuck up quickly. You’re beautiful, smart, got a good head on yo’ shoulders, and you’re taking care of him while he’s dealing with an illness so heavy. A lot of women your age would’ve left his ass high and dry.” Taking her hand, I continued. “If he don’t realize what he has now, I’m sure he will soon.”

      Shanece looked to her hand sitting in mine, then back up to my eyes.

      “I’m very tired. Can I lie down?”

      “Yeah. Follow me.” I rose up and cut the lights off. Leading Shanece to the guest bedroom, I stepped to the side so she could walk to the bed. “Want some company?” I shut the door.

      “Sure.” She took her jacket and shoes off. I did the same before getting in on the other side.

      We were in the bed around the same time, and when she looked over her shoulder at me, I kissed her. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I’d told myself I wouldn’t touch her ass, yet here I was.

      This time, Shanece turned her body to face me, locked her arms around my neck, and melted right into the kiss. And even as Amara crossed my mind, I didn’t let up, allowing my hands to rub up and down Shanece’s back. The kiss ain’t feel wrong at all.

      “You spending the night?”

      “If you don’t mind.”

      “Nah, I definitely don’t. But what about—”

      She cut me off with another kiss. For the next half an hour, that’s all we did until finally dozing off.
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      “Aight, y’all niggas can go,” I told Rahim, Eitan, and Abel, who engineered majority of the records.

      “Finally. Told you that shit was perfect.” Eitan threw his hood onto his head.

      “You think every fucking thing you spit is perfect.” I shook my head, standing up.

      I checked my phone to see if I had a message from Camarih. It was a little after midnight, so she would’ve usually hit me up to stop by the store or to see when I was coming back. Shoving my iPhone into my pocket, I left the studio with the homies in tow.

      We chopped it up for a few, discussing the schedule for the upcoming week since it was the weekend, and then went on about our merry fucking way.

      After stopping by the liquor store like I always did when I left the studio late at night, I headed home, calling Camarih’s ass to make sure she was okay. My girl stayed hitting me up, no matter how many times I told her ass I was busy as shit, so it was odd to me that she had left me alone practically all night. I hated females that were clingy as fuck, but with Camarih, the shit didn’t bother me for some reason.

      Pulling into my yard, I parked my shit then hopped out, downing the Arizona I’d purchased from the liquor store. Camarih’s Avalon was definitely in my driveway, so I touched the hood and felt warmth coming from the shit. She’d just gotten here.

      Entering my crib, I calmly locked up then headed to the bedroom where her ass was playing sleep.

      “Camarih.” I stared at the back of her head, wanting to yank her ass from the bed by her coily locks. “Camarih, wake yo’ ass up. You ain’t sleep.” I snatched the covers off her body. For a moment, how little she had on distracted me. My bitch was fine as a muthafucka. If there was a flaw on her ass, I hadn’t found it yet.

      “Huh?” She looked around the room.

      Making my way over to her side of the bed, I repeated, “Huh? Get yo’ ass up. You ain’t sleep.”

      “I was sleep. I’m tired.”

      “Why you tired, huh? Fuck you been doing all night?”

      “Making products.” Her eyes darted off before landing on mine.

      “Aight.” I walked to my dresser and grabbed my gun. “We about to go find the nigga you been fucking on all night. Then we gon’ kill his ass together, since you wanna play games. Told you once I was in that shit, it was mine.”

      “No, wait, okay!” She sat up. “You are crazy!”

      “Tell me some shit I don’t know.” I leaned up against my dresser.

      “Can you put that away before I speak?”

      “Nah, I may need it.”

      “I was… working.”

      “Working where? That damn skin place closes at 7 p.m., Camarih. Keep playing with me.”

      “No. I was working at Dose.”

      Turning my head slightly to expose my ear to her direction, I asked, “Where?”

      Twiddling her thumbs, she repeated, “Dose. I went there to work a shift.”

      I chuckled.

      “You took yo’ ass down to some damn club to shake yo’ ass with my baby in there?”

      “I don’t look pregnant. And I made sure to dance to slow songs so I wouldn’t shake the baby up,” her dumb ass had the nerve to say.

      “Camarih.” I closed my eyes, praying to the Lord up in heaven so I wouldn’t deck her ass in the fucking face. I was so used to slapping hoes up at my leisure that it took a lot to keep my hands to myself at times. “You not going back to that muthafuckin club. And if you do, I’m gon’ shoot that bitch up with you in it.”

      “Well I’m gonna be there every weekend, so take your pick on what day you want to shoot it up.” She grabbed the covers to pull onto her, but I yanked that shit onto the floor. “Houston! I am sleepy!”

      “You should’ve thought about that shit before you took yo’ hoe ass down to the club to dance for some bread!”

      “I need money!”

      “No the fuck you don’t! I got money, and you make money at yo’ fucking job!”

      “I make $600 a week, Houston. That is not enough money to get the things I need. And I am not about to just depend on you!”

      “Fuck do you need, huh?” I walked back over and leaned down into her face.

      She was a bit intimidated. I could see it in her fucking eyes.

      “A camera. And a new laptop.” Her voice was soft now as she gave me some sad ass eyes.

      “I got you. The homie robs Apple trucks, so he got plenty of fucking laptops for you, half the price.”

      “I still need a camera, and I would need to pay for both, on my own.”

      “Then figure it out because you bet not have yo’ ass in that club come tomorrow, Camarih.” I turned to put my gun up.

      “Fuck you! I do what I want!” She stood off the bed.

      Before she even finished, I was right back in her face.

      “Oh you hard now?” I stood chest to chest or face to chest since I was bigger than her ass. “You think ’cause I nutted in you I won’t knock yo’ fucking head off?” I backed her to the bed, making her fall on it. “Watch who the fuck you talking to, baby girl. And like I said, if I find out you in that club popping pussy, I’m popping you, yo’ fucking manager, and any nigga in that room salivating over yo’ ass.”

      “I hate you so much.” She peered up at me, so I got back down into her face, my fists on the sides of her, pressing into the bed.

      Kissing her lips and sucking the bottom one as I pulled away, I responded, “Nah, you love me. That’s why my baby is growing in ya belly.”

      She let me kiss her again before turning away.

      “Not true.”

      “So it wasn’t true? You just told me that shit ’cause I was making you cum?” I started sucking her neck and touching between her warm, thick thighs.

      Like always, her butterscotch complexion had a glow to it and felt soft as fuck.

      “No.” She moaned, turning to kiss me, but I stood back up. “What are you doing?”

      “Oh, you thought I was about to dick you down? Nah.” I went to take my shirt off so I could get ready to shower.

      “Yes you are!”

      “You better get one of them muthafuckin fancy ass cucumbers you bought and handle that shit yo’self. I don’t stick my dick in disobedient ass pussy.”

      As soon as the last sentence left my mouth, Camarih hopped up, so I darted out of the room with her right on my heels, chasing me. I made it to the bathroom just in time, slamming the door in her face.

      Just as the shower came on, I heard, “Tony! This is not fair!” Her voice was shaking a little bit, making me open the door. I knew damn well her ass wasn’t about to cry.

      “You out here crying over some dick? It’s that good?” I looked down into her face, which was sad as fuck. “Come here, you fucking brat.” I pulled her in, lifting her up to wrap her thighs around me. That quickly, her annoying ass was smiling.
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      “Listen man, she’s good. You gon’ like her,” Eitan explained to me. He wanted me to check out and work with some rapper bitch he met.

      “You fucking her?” I inhaled on the blunt, staring his ass down.

      “Nah, no way.”

      “You helping this hoe and ain’t even got no pussy? Fuck kind of moves you making?”

      “It’s more to life than pussy.”

      “Nah, not really.” We laughed in unison. “You fucked. Nigga, I don’ known you for forever; you ain’t exactly a helpful muthafucka.”

      “Aight, just twice, but I promise she’s dope. I wouldn’t even bring her up if she wasn’t.”

      “She better be. Set up a time for her to roll through, and I’ll check her out. How she look?”

      “Beautiful as hell. And cool. I told her to drop by today.”

      “Nigga, what? What time?”

      “Like in five minutes, so I’m gon’ dip and let her come through to amaze you.” Eitan rose up, grinning.

      “I swear to God if this hoe is whack or ugly, I’m shooting her.”

      Eitan cracked up before replying, “She’s neither. I promise.”

      I finished smoking while Eitan left, and once I had brushed my teeth and used mouthwash, I found old girl waiting outside of the studio room. She was thick, but it ain’t look real like on my bitch, and she had this red shit on her head. Her face was cute though, and niggas ain’t give a fuck if ya hips and ass weren’t real. Shit, I knew I didn’t.

      “Tony.” I nodded my head up to her when I got to the room.

      “Holli, but I go by Holli Stylez.” She did some shit with her eyes as she shook my hand.

      “You good?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “Flickering them fucking fans and shit up at me like you having a seizure.”

      “Oh nah… I’m good.”

      Frowning, I shook my head and waved for her to follow me into the studio.

      “You got something to play for me, right?” I sat down at the mixer.

      “I do.” She held up her phone, so I showed her the plug to hook it up to my computer. When done, she let it play.

      I listened to two songs and that was enough for me already; shit more than enough.

      “You cool. Yo’ shit can be tighter, it’s a little sloppy in some areas.”

      “Oh. I thought niggas liked it sloppy.” She giggled.

      “Oh, yo’ head is sloppy, huh?”

      “Real sloppy.” She scooted closer to me in the chair she was seated in. It had wheels, making it easier. “I can show you.”

      “Come here.”

      She leaned into me, grinning hard.

      “We fasho gon’ have to get yo’ fucking teeth fixed. All that damn dick you sucking got yo’ shit fucked up.”

      Holli covered her mouth immediately, jumping back a bit.

      “Nigga, I don’t know who—” She reached to touch me, and I grabbed her hand, bending that shit back so far that it was close as fuck to breaking.

      As she whimpered, I looked her in the eyes and said, “What you not gon’ do is put yo’ hands on me. I’m not like normal niggas that’s only gon’ restrain you. I’m gon’ warm yo’ fucking head up like a grown ass man, baby girl.”

      “Please.” She sniveled, darting her eyes between her bent hand and my face.

      “I need you to understand something if we gon’ work together. I don’t play about my money, my business, and my girl, which goes hand in hand with my relationship. If you do anything to jeopardize one of those three,” I bent her hand back more, making her wail, “I will snap this muthafucka off and shove it up that tired, sloppy ass pussy you selling. We clear?”

      “Yes, yes, we are!”

      I finally let her hand go, and she examined it for a bit, before wiping the few tears that had trickled down her cheeks.

      “Yo’ tears do nothing for me. I don’t give a fuck about you, so don’t get shit twisted. Only thing I care about is if you can make me some cash.”

      Holli nodded and then looked off before turning back to me.

      “Crazy enough, I’d still like to work with you. The past labels I’ve signed with have said I was too much for them, but I think you can keep me in line.”

      “You got some talent, and even the look, long as we get them teeth handled. But if I put money into yo’ ass and you play me, I will kill you.”

      “Don’t worry, Wacko. I will make you proud, I swear! And I won’t hit on you. I’m dating Eitan anyway. I just thought you’d be into stuff like this.”

      “I am. Had I not been in a relationship, I would’ve been in ya guts by now. Maybe with a bag over yo’ head so I wouldn’t see that grill, but I’d fuck.”

      She chuckled as if I were joking.

      “So what’s next?”

      “Write down yo’ email, and I’ll send you a contract. Once that shit is signed, the first thing we need to do is get you into a dentist office. When you blow up, I’m snatching my money back for this dental work.”

      “Got it.” She wrote down her email and phone number. “Thanks again, Tony.”

      “Get out.”

      She did as I’d told her to, and I sat back thinking. I knew Eitan was gonna make me a lot of money, Holli too. It was only a matter of time before my shit exploded in a good way.
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      “Oh shit! I’m about to cum!” Holli yelled out as I hit her hard from the back.

      I was thanking God she was about to release because my dick couldn’t take anymore. As soon as I felt her leak, I let loose into the condom, body gyrating and shit as I gripped her hips.

      “Got damn.” I huffed, feeling weak as hell.

      “Dang, nigga. You cutting the circulation off in my hips.” Holli breathed heavily. Letting her go, I pulled out then stepped off the bed so that I could remove the condom.

      Flushing it, I wiped my dick off then washed my hands before coming back out to the bedroom.

      “You don’t need to pee or nothing?” I quizzed.

      “Nah, I’m good.” She put the lighter to the blunt between her fingers. “Why?” She blew out smoke.

      “I’m just used to females using the bathroom after sex.”

      “Oh. Well how many hoes have you been fucking for you to know a bitch’s routine?”

      I got caught up with Holli a month and a half ago at the mall. I was buying a new pair of Nike slides since my old joints were busted, and she rolled up on me telling me how much she liked my song “Juice” that had been on the radio nonstop. She was stacked, so I had to ask for her number, and the first night we kicked it, I fucked. I’d been smashing her ever since, with a few other hoes on the side, but I was mainly in her shit.

      Holli was fucking crazy over me already, always clocking my moves and giving me the third degree about everything I said. She wasn’t my girl, but she acted like she was, which I didn’t like. However, as psycho as she was, she had a nigga a little scared to speak up. I wasn’t scary at all, but Holli was the type of bitch to stab a nigga, and I wasn’t interested in that shit. Call it a punk if you wanted to, but my ass was roaming the streets wound free.

      “I mean, I ain’t no damn virgin, so I know a little something.”

      “Mhm.” She inhaled on the blunt again before slinking down under the covers some more and passing it.

      “How the meeting go with Wacko earlier?”

      “Good. I let him hear my shit, and he was beyond impressed, as usual. He tried to get my number, but I turned his ass down. He cute and all, but I like what we building.” She lied.

      I’d known Tony since we were in tenth fucking grade and never had I seen this nigga ask a bitch for her number first day. He was only interested in fucking 99 percent of the females he came in contact with, so he ain’t never need their number. Joy was the first I’d ever seen him have contact with over the phone, and Camarih was the first he had stored in that shit.

      I laughed a little, thinking back to when I asked him how he went about life not storing the few hoes’ numbers he did have, and wasn’t he scared he’d text the wrong bitch. Of course he said he didn’t care, and if the bitch wanted some dick, she’d get the fuck over it and accept that she wasn’t the only one.

      I by no means was the marrying type or even relationship type, but I didn’t know how niggas like Wacko still got pussy talking to females the way they did. If I knew the formula, I’d definitely use the shit because a nigga hated being nice and making false promises just to fuck.

      I’d tried that rude shit once and the hoe slapped the dog shit out of me, making my shades fly across the club. Tony told me to slap her ass back, and I wanted to since I was humiliated, but she looked like she was ready to fuck some shit up, and I wasn’t in the mood.

      “Oh yeah? So he liked you liked you, huh?”

      “He did. He was flirting a little bit, but I kept it professional. Anyway, he said he’d be sending a contract, so I’m waiting on that.” She ashed the blunt and got up to go pee like I knew her ass had to.

      She cut the shower on, so I hopped out the bed to join her. We got in another round of fucking then retired to the bed.

      Once the lamp was off, Holli cuddled up to me, running her small hand across my chest.

      “Feels good, huh?” I smiled, eyes closed.

      “Us being together like this? Yeah.”

      I was referring to my cold sheets and fire mattress I’d just bought with the money from my last show, but I wasn’t about to say that.

      “Yeah.”

      “I think we should make things official.” She pressed her chin into my chest to look up into my face. “We’re gonna be on the same label, we both rap; we could be like Offset and Cardi.” Holli cheesed. Her teeth needed work, but she was still beautiful. Her light skin wasn’t washed or pale, and the red haircut went well with the shape of her face.

      “That would be cool. I think we should get to know one another a little more though.”

      “I know you enough, and you know me. Plus, we can learn stuff along the way.”

      “Holli—”

      “What? Is there another bitch you’d rather be with? I thought we were supposed to be—”

      “Aight! Aight!” I was sleepy as fuck and tired of the sound of her damn voice at this point. “It’s me and you. Please go to sleep.”

      “Thank you, baby.”

      Ignoring her, I let my eyes close so I could take my ass to sleep.
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      Two days later…

      I was posted up outside of the studio, smoking and waiting for Tony to pull up. We were supposed to record in about fifteen minutes, but I knew he’d get here a few minutes earlier than even that. Nigga liked to be here before everybody but hated waiting longer than ten minutes.

      As I took a toke on the blunt, I saw a Honda Accord pull over and park alongside the curb. Climbing out was some female with a nice, round ass. The jeans she wore complemented that shit nicely. Her dark hair was down, sweeping her shoulders, and she had on a simple ass white top. When she shut the door and turned in my direction, I saw how pretty her face was with them big ass lips.

      “Can I help you?” I threw the blunt down and stepped on it, making my way toward her as she came up onto the sidewalk.

      “Um, I doubt it.” She frowned then stared at the front door of the studio.

      “Who you looking for with yo’ mean ass?”

      Smiling, she replied, “My bad. Do you know a Houston Terranova?”

      “Fuck are you, a cop?”

      “No, no. I’m Rubie Bailey, and I work for Mark Vegas. He’s a pretty connected music manager. Anyway, he’s having a showcase, and a lot of labels are coming out, so I wanted to invite Make A Killing or it’s founder, Houston—”

      “For starters, it’s Tony Wacko. You come at him with his government, he may pop you.”

      “Oh.” She appeared to be taken aback. “So you know h—wait, you’re his artist Eitan.”

      “I am.”  I straightened up a bit, feeling myself.

      “Hey, so I can pass this off to you.” She reached down into her bag and handed me an envelope.

      “This some cash?”

      “No.” She giggled. Damn, she was pretty, and that milk chocolate skin was looking right under the bright ass sun. I knew she was one of them uppity females with a corporate job that wouldn’t do nothing but try to change me, so I was gon’ admire from afar. “It’s the tickets to the showcase I just mentioned. In order to get in, you need to have a ticket. There is one for you, Mr. Wacko, and three more for guests.”

      “Dope.” I nodded my head.

      “The attire is on the card inside. Hope to see you there!”

      “Oh, you will.” I watched her walk off. I got lost in the switch of her hips and watching her ass.

      “Oh, and would it be okay for me to invite Camarih?” She turned to face me, and I had to play off the fact that my eyes were glued to her ass.

      “Who? Oh shit, yeah. Why wouldn’t it be?”

      “I got the sense that she was Mr. Wacko’s girlfriend, but she could not be, and I didn’t want to cause any problems by inviting her if he had… other plans.”

      “Nah. I don’t know what she did to my boy, but he definitely ain’t gon’ be entertaining anything else.”

      “Okay.” Rubie laughed.

      “Aye, but we gon’ get a chance to chill too, right?”

      “We as in… you and I?”

      “Yeah. You ain’t have to frown like that.”

      “No, no, I didn’t mean to be rude. I just don’t get much chill time at these events. I’m working, unlike everyone else in attendance.”

      “I feel you. Well when you go on break, you should use that time wisely.”

      “We’ll see, Eitan. Bye.” She walked off to her car. She wasn’t gone five minutes before Tony pulled up.

      “I gave you a key, E,” he stated after getting out of his old ass whip. He loved that damn Grand National, and I admit the shit was pretty. But I couldn’t drive anything that didn’t have Bluetooth capability.

      “I know. I forgot the shit and wasn’t about to drive back to the crib.” I spoke as he unlocked the studio.

      As we walked down the hall, I handed him the envelope.

      “Invite to some showcase thrown by this nigga named Michael Vegas or some shit.”

      “Mark Vegas.” Tony inspected the contents. “It’s three extra tickets. Cool, give one to Holli.” He handed me mine and an additional one.

      

      “Nah, man.” I followed him into the room we’d be working in.

      “Fuck you mean ‘nah’?”

      “See, the girl that dropped these off is sexy as hell, and I can’t bag that if Holli is there.”

      “Why not?”

      “Holli gon’ box my fucking head if she see I’m trying to get at another female!” I frowned, sitting down at the mixer along with him. Tony’s evil ass began laughing heartily.

      “Man, and I’d box that bitch right back. Better stop letting these hoes run you, bruh. You about to have females wanting to fuck you everywhere you go. You can’t be worried about Holli’s Crip teeth having ass.”

      “Man, get off her teeth.”

      “You don’t be scared she gon’ skin yo’ dick?”

      “Tony, come on, man. I’m serious. Don’t let her come.”

      “Nah, she’s coming. Grow some damn balls, put her Jagged Edge ass in place, and do you. If you can’t, then you don’t deserve to fuck with whatever pretty bitch that dropped this shit off.”

      “You know Holli told me you asked for her number.” I laughed when Tony looked at me. “I knew her ass was lying.”

      “Bitch is more than lying. She’s out her fucking head.” He finished rolling, then added, “If she gon’ be one of yo’ bitches though, get her ass in line.”

      I nodded, agreeing wholeheartedly.
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      “Hey. Come in.” I held the door open for Camarih. She was gonna have dinner with Paul and I tonight. Paul insisted that I invite her over for him to meet, now that she and I had been hanging out a lot.

      It wasn’t that I didn’t want Camarih to meet my husband; it was just that he was often grumpy, and I didn’t want her to see him that way. I would prefer for her to get to know the Paul I fell in love with.

      “This is a nice place.” She nodded her head, holding some sparkling juice since I’d let her know Paul didn’t drink wine.

      “Thank you. We plan to buy a house; I mean, hopefully.” I shut the door behind her after taking the bottle. “You can have a seat, and I will go get Paul since the food is ready.”

      “Okay, great.” Camarih pranced to the couch. She was wearing jeans that clung to her shapely bottom, and a tight top.

      Setting the bottle of sparkling juice in the middle of the nicely set dining table, I tread to the back to let Paul know our guest was here. Entering the bedroom, I saw he was dressed in sweats, a wife beater, and white socks.

      “Paul, Camarih is here. Is that what you’re wearing?”

      “Yeah. I’m in my house, aren’t I?”

      I already knew he was in a bad mood once I saw what he had on. Paul usually would have put on normal clothes for this, not lounge clothes.

      “Yes, but she’s a guest, and we’re about to eat together. I’m dressed.” I gestured toward the dress I had on.

      “That’s why you’re Shanece and I’m Paul.” He kissed my forehead and slipped past me out of the room.

      I followed him and rushed around him so Camarih would see me first.

      “Camarih, this is my husband, Paul. Paul, Camarih.” I introduced them, and Camarih stood up, giving her bright smile with that one deep dimple.

      “Hi. It’s so nice to finally meet Shanece’s husband.” She stuck her hand out and Paul shook it.

      “So you know she has a husband, and yet you still invite her out, keeping her until past midnight at times.”

      “I—”

      “Okay! Let’s eat.” I took Camarih’s hand and led her to the table with Paul following us.

      We sat down, and I noticed as I placed Camarih’s plate in front of her, she was looking confused and bothered by Paul’s comment still. After I sat down, we said grace, then everyone piled their plates up with the tikka masala I’d made.

      “I’m sorry, why is it bad for Shanece to go out just because she’s married?” Camarih inquired, making me sigh on the low.

      Paul took a long gulp of the sparkling juice and replied, “Because it’s inappropriate for her to stay out late when she has a husband at home. You’re single and free to do whatever, so no one can say anything. But Shanece is a married woman.”

      “Yeah, I agree; it shouldn’t be an every night thing, but she’s still young, so she should be able to have some fun too, as long as it’s not disrespectful.” Camarih chewed her food. “And I don’t have her doing anything wild.”

      “What do you do, Camarih? Music videos?” Paul quizzed with a smirk. It was obvious he was being a jerk.

      “No. I have a skincare line. But until that can fully support me, I work at Angel Skin; it’s a skincare spa.”

      “Oh really? Is that it? I heard you danced at one of the clubs over in Hollywood.”

      “Some weekends.” Camarih adjusted herself.

      I didn’t know where Paul had heard that shit because I surely didn’t tell him. I knew he was skeptical of Camarih, but I had no idea he’d be such an asshole to her.

      “So you’re a single dancer, dating some knucklehead from the hood, and you wonder why I don’t want my wife around you.” Paul laughed before stuffing more food into his mouth.

      “Shanece is cool, so forgive me if I’m surprised that she’s married to such an ignorant asshole.” Camarih cocked her head with a fake smile. “I hate to say this, Shanece, but you can do much better.” She rose up.

      “Camarih—”

      “Get out of my house, speaking to me that way!” Paul slammed his fist down onto the table.

      “I was already leaving, grandpa.” Camarih snatched her purse from the chair.

      “Camarih, no, stay.” I stood up.

      “I’m okay. I will see you later.” She walked toward my front door, yanked it open, and left.

      “I hope you’re feeling good about all the stuff you just said.” I scooped up Camarih’s plate and then mine.

      “You don’t even know this girl, and you’re this upset because I spoke the truth? She’s single, flighty, and wrapped up with bad people, yet you expect me to welcome her with open arms?”

      “She is not a bad person, and she’s not wrapped up with bad people. You know no one she hangs around other than Tony Wacko, and you don’t even know him, you know of him.”

      “Same thing in this case. You need to find friends that live similarly to you—married.”

      “Well let me tell you right now that Camarih and I are gonna continue to be friends and continue to hang out. I am a grown ass woman; she has nothing to do with how late or how early I come home.”

      “You won’t be hanging with her if I have anything to do with it.”

      “How weak do you think I am? You believe I’m gonna cheat or something?”

      “Maybe so.”

      “Well husband, maybe you should work on your attitude so cheating on you will be less appealing.” I knocked his hot plate into his lap and then left the kitchen as he wailed.

      I loved Paul, but this cancer excuse was getting old.
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      Later that night…

      While Paul slept in the master, I was in the second bedroom, on the little ass twin bed. For as long as I’d been with him, we’d never slept apart. Even when he had long stays in the hospital, I was right there. Feeling like shit, per usual, I climbed out of the bed and made my way to the master bedroom.

      “Paul?” I whispered his name as I crept into the big bed and under the hefty covers.

      “Yes.”

      “I’m sorry for what I said. I didn’t mean it, and I would never cheat on you.” I rubbed his frail back.

      He was silent but then turned to face me. Even with most of the weight in his face gone, he was still so handsome. I remember my grandmother would always say, only a truly attractive person can be appealing whether super fat or super skinny. That was Paul.

      Although he was quiet, I pecked his lips.

      “I apologize too, baby.” He sighed right after speaking. “I’m just used to you only being away from me when you’re at work. And knowing how weak I am, I wouldn’t be surprised if you met someone else.”

      “Paul, I love you. If it was that easy for me to cheat, I wouldn’t have married you.” I held his big hand. “I just want you to try to be nicer to me. I get that this situation is hard to accept, and I don’t blame you for having bad days, but I love you, and you should still be able to show me you love me too, even in the midst of all this.”

      Touching my face gently, he smiled. “That’s why I married you. You’re smarter than me. I was told a wife should always be more intelligent than her husband.”

      “Well you chose right.” I giggled, and he joined me.

      “I did.” His smile faded, so he added, “And I want the chance to apologize to Camarih. She is a sweet girl.”

      “I told you, meanie.”

      “Which makes me wonder how she ended up with Tony Wacko.”

      “I wondered the same, but somehow, they work. You have to see them together.”

      “Maybe I can. You should bring me with you the next time y’all are out.”

      “Yeah, okay.” I grinned, happy to hear Paul wanted to leave the house.

      After simpering at one another for a moment, we began kissing, slowly removing each article of clothing. We hadn’t had sex in almost seven months, so I was excited at the moment.

      Pushing me onto my back, Paul got in between my legs and slid himself inside, causing us both to moan somewhat loudly. As he moved in and out of me, I smiled as much as I could through the coos, happy that although sick, he still had some good dick.

      Our hands intertwined as he pinned mine to the bed, allowing me to lock my legs around his body as he hammered me.

      “Damn.” He grunted, making me cum, before turning me over and slipping back inside.

      He caught me off guard with the way he pounded me as if he had his old strength, forcing me to release twice back to back.

      “Mmm, shit.” I bit down on my lip, digging a hole in the mattress.

      A couple minutes later, Paul released inside of me just as I creamed on him. Collapsing together, we breathed heavily, before facing one another and continuing to kiss.

      No matter what we went through, I knew Paul was the one for me. I would do whatever to make sure we worked out.
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        One week later…

      

      

      I sprayed my setting spray across my face once I finished my makeup, and then inspected myself in the mirror, spritzing on my Viktor&Rolf Bonbon perfume.

      My hair was back curly now, so I let it hang down since it was a fresh second day wash-n-go. I wore a leopard sleeveless bodysuit, and some skinny jeans, along with my new Balenciaga heels.

      Once I had on my earrings and Rolex, I waltzed into the living room where Tony was seated on the couch emailing away. He wore black Adidas track pants, a white Balenciaga shirt, along with the original black on white Adidas. His watch and bracelet were a nice touch, and I could already smell his Hermés cologne before I got to him.

      “Do I look fat?” I questioned, fixing my purse on my shoulder.

      Looking up from his phone, he replied, “Only by the ass.”

      “Tony, for real!”

      “I’m serious as fuck. You need to start looking pregnant so muthafuckas know that pussy is already on lockdown.” He walked to me smoothly, slipping his tattooed arms around my body.

      “I think they already know. I got random people at the corner store calling me Mrs. Wacko.”

      “You know you like that shit.” His perfect teeth damn near penetrated his supple bottom lip as he squeezed my ass. I blushed unintentionally.

      “I like Camarih better.”

      “Fuck out of here. The way you blow me the fuck up all damn day no matter how busy you know a nigga is; you like muthafuckas knowing you my bitch.”

      “I do not blow you up! I just need things.”

      “You don’t be needing shit. Calling me to ask where the fucking keeno or whatever the fuck that weird, nasty looking ass shit you be trying to cook for me.”

      “It’s quinoa, nigga. And it’s better for you than rice.” I grinned hard when he made a face.

      “I’m from the hood.” He palmed his chest. “I like pork chops, ribs, pussy, and macaroni. I don’t fuck with all that vegan shit.”

      This nigga called everything vegan that wasn’t drenched in barbecue sauce, pork, or steak. How was tilapia vegan?

      “Don’t throw pussy in there.” I laughed as he led me out of the door.

      “You bet not embarrass me tonight. Muthafuckas can’t know I be eating quinoa and passion fruit chicken and shit.”

      I cackled as he opened the door to his Grand National for me.

      “I won’t, baby.” I responded once he was in the car.

      Tonight, we were meeting his baby sister Jilly for dinner. I was hoping his stepmom would come, but he said she wasn’t really important in his life. He told me Jilly was the only woman I should be worried about.

      My mind often drifted to Brielle. She was his stepsister, but Tony didn’t seem to be too fond of her either. I knew my man wasn’t exactly friendly, but the way he brushed her off and the way she looked at me when she saw us together gave me a weird feeling. I knew no way they’d messed around, because that was some white people shit, but something was off between them. Maybe they shared some traumatic memory that I would eventually be able to pry from Tony down the line.

      Just twenty minutes later, Tony and I were walking into Ruth’s Chris. He told them his name, and that Jilly was already there, so they led us to her table in the back.

      “Bro!” A pretty, light-skinned girl with long brown hair hopped from her seat and rushed Tony. “Oh shit. Hey girl!” She hugged me next. We were what for what in height, standing at about five feet four.

      “Hi.” I chuckled at her excitement.

      “You are just as pretty as on Instagram. You know how hoes be looking totally different in person.”

      “Yes. I do know. Nice to meet you.” I sat down after Tony pulled my chair out, making Jilly buck her eyes as she descended into hers.

      “So what kind of pussy you got?” Jilly drank some of her water.

      “Jilly, chill the fuck out,” Tony let her know.

      “I’m just asking because… Ruth’s Chris? My brother does not spend this type of money, especially not on a girl. And he never lets me meet them. I usually run into them on my own. You got him pulling out chairs, and I’m sure he got you that Rolex.”

      Damn, she was talkative as hell. I wasn’t sure what to address first, because it all came out seemingly at the same time.

      “Yeah, he did buy me the watch. I didn’t ask for it, however. I’m not into this type of stuff.”

      “I can tell from following you. That’s why I like you; real low-key and not flashy.”

      “Thanks.” I half smiled as Tony leaned over to kiss me.

      “You smell good as fuck.” He yanked my chair to be closer to his. He loved this scent, so I always wore it. “Going to the bathroom.” Tony got up, leaving me alone at the table with Jilly.

      The waiter came and took our drink orders, so I got a water, Jilly got a cocktail, and I ordered a cocktail for Tony as well.

      “Dang girl, he got you ordering drinks?”

      “It is not like that.” I raised my brow. “I know what he likes from here, so I might as well ask for it.”

      “Hmm, well I’m not just saying this because I’m his sister, but my brother must like you for real.”

      “You say that to all his dates?” I smiled.

      “Girl!” She laughed, so I joined her. “Dates? That nigga doesn’t go on dates! I don’t know if you know this girl named Joy, but she’s been fucking my brother for years and can’t get more than a plate from Norms. Come to think of it, they go Dutch even there.”

      “I’ve run across her, but I wouldn’t say I know her.” Accepting my water from the waiter since it came first, I sipped it. “So I’m the only woman you’ve met formally?”

      “Yep. Nigga told me to dress nice and everything. And my brother don’t care about no bitch, so whatever is in yo’ coochie, good job, girl.”

      “How do you know I fucked him?” I cocked my head but then began chortling when Jilly looked at me like she was saying ‘bitch please’.

      “I think we can be cool though. You don’t seem to be his little puppy like his previous hoes.”

      “Well I’m not his hoe, for one. I’m his girlfriend, and yes, I do think we’d get along.”

      Jilly smirked as the waiter brought her drink and Tony’s as well. She took a sip but then lit up at the sight of someone behind me. Glancing over my shoulder, I spotted a tall chocolate dude with some little twist things in his hair. He was tall, lean, and had no facial hair.

      “Camarih, this is my man, Vernon. Vernon, this is my bro’s girl, Camarih.” Jilly introduced us after kissing him.

      “Oh, I didn’t know you’d be joining. Nice to meet you.”

      “Damn.” He mumbled, staring me down until Jilly nudged him. “My bad. Nice to meet you too.”

      I frowned for a second because his reaction to me was a bit disrespectful, considering Jilly was his girlfriend and standing right here.

      “And he wasn’t supposed to come, but I figured this could be a double date thing.”

      Vernon and Jilly sat down next to one another, which was across from Tony and I. Speaking of Tony, I smelled him coming closer, so I turned around wearing a smile, but he was scowling.

      “Fuck is he doing here?” He pointed to Vernon, looking at Jilly, who seemed frightened.

      “Bro, chill. I thought since I was meeting Camarih, it’d be okay for me to have my man here.”

      “Nigga, you know damn well I don’t fuck with yo’ hoe ass. What you thought, ’cause we was in this fancy ass restaurant, I wasn’t gon’ do shit?” Tony ran off.

      “Man, come on. I’m here for Jilly.” Vernon touched her arm.

      “Nah, bruh. Get yo’ ass up ’fore you get the shit knocked out of you,” Tony warned, prompting the people at the tables nearby to stare.

      “Baby—” I touched Tony’s arm, and he looked down at me with an expression that said this wasn’t the time for me to play referee.

      “Let’s just have—ah!” Vernon shouted when Tony yanked his ass up out of his chair by his mini twists, bringing him across the table.

      Jilly and I both hopped up as Tony slammed his fist into Vernon’s face, causing people to scream. Vernon scrambled to his feet and darted behind a table belonging to an old couple. Wow! He was either a bitch, or he knew Tony was psycho.

      “Gentlemen, this will not be tolerated!” A woman ran over, who appeared to the manager.

      “Back the fuck up, or yo’ ass is next.” Tony looked down into her face as she was about to touch his arm. She sighed but then Tony barked, “Who you rolling yo’ fucking eyes at?” ready to slap her.

      “Baby, she’s cross-eyed!” I yelled as I grabbed his forearm. How didn’t he know the difference?

      “Bitch looking at me all crazy, trying to cop a muthafuckin  attitude.” He fussed, sitting back down. I mouthed that I was sorry to her, and although she was perturbed, she left us alone, I guess realizing Tony was ignorant as hell.

      “Sit down, babe.” Jilly had escorted Vernon back to our table.

      “Sit down if you want to.” Tony stared up at him as I hugged his strong arm tightly, lying my head on his shoulder. I was hoping that would make him hesitate before swinging again.

      Vernon stared back at Tony, nose covered in blood residue since the rest was on the white cloth napkin in Jilly’s hand.

      “Sit down, Vernon!” Jilly ordered him, angry that he was listening to her brother.

      It was still quiet, with everyone watching like a good TV show on Starz.  I was surprised the police hadn’t been called.

      “Up to you.” Tony continued to look up at him.

      Seeing it wasn’t safe for his health, he replied, “I’ll just see you later, J.”

      “Vernon! Vernon!” She shouted as he slipped around her to leave. When he did, Tony acted like he was gonna get up, making Vernon flinch and Tony cackle as he drank his cocktail.

      “I hate you!” Jilly whimpered, and I felt bad for her.

      “You’ll love me tomorrow.” Tony spoke nonchalantly, taking down more of his drink as he surveyed the menu.

      “No I won’t!” Jilly picked up her drink to toss onto him, but Tony knocked it out of her hand just in time and gripped her wrist, yanking her toward him.

      “You my baby sister, and I love you, but you better show me some fucking respect. At the end of the day, I’m not that nigga, brother or not.”

      When he loosened his grip, Jilly snatched away, eyes full of tears before storming off.

      I was too scared to speak up, so I ordered my food when the waiter came, just as Tony did. We ate dinner as if nothing had just transpired, and then dessert before heading to the car.

      “You know your sister is grown.” I mumbled, not wanting to upset him. I could tell he was still bothered. His jaw twitched as he drove with his fine ass. Deep chestnut skin free of any marks or blemishes except one on the side of his forehead where his MAK tattoo was.

      “I don’t care who she fucks on, but if she wants the nigga to be in my presence, he can’t be no bitch like him.”

      “I—”

      “Camarih, trust me on this one. That nigga a snake. And you being my girl, you gotta know the niggas I don’t fuck with.” He looked my way once at a red light. “And you from the hood, baby, so you know any muthafucka Wacko don’t rock with, neither does Camarih. You understand?”

      “I do.” I rubbed the top of his right hand. “I can’t believe you grabbed him by them tiny ass twists like that.” I burst into laughter, and he joined me after a while. He was peeved, so it took him a minute to allow himself that joy. Once it died down, I added, “I got a bad vibe from him too, so don’t even worry. Plus, I would never choose another side over yours.” I caressed his soft hair, admiring his face, and enjoying the scent of that Hermés cologne. I loved him. I was afraid to say it again, however.

      When I brought my hand around to his cheek to caress it, he turned his head a bit to kiss my inner palm while keeping his eyes on the road.

      After getting home and taking a shower together, I covered my body in my skin butter, then he and I enjoyed some fire ass sex.
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      I was currently sitting at my desk in my office, looking over my Mint app. It was the only thing that I used to help me budget my finances and such. I was supposed to be making sure everyone who was electronically invited to Mark’s event had RSVP’d, and then I was to call the ones who had physical invites. I just wasn’t in the mood to speak to a bunch of people who probably had their finances in order, however.

      As I looked over what I had to pay this month, I realized my check wasn’t going to cover it. Well it was, but I would only have about $100 left until my next payday, which was two weeks away from this one. I wasn’t sure how I was going to make $100 last for two weeks when I needed to stock the fridge, which would cost me at least $148. I was so frustrated that I wanted to scream.

      Just as I tapped my Chase credit card bill to see if I could somehow work around paying it, I was interrupted with a phone call from Armonn.

      “Hey, babe.” I let my elbows rest on my desk as I ran my hands through my hair. My hair, shit! I had an appointment to get it redone and that was another $80.

      “Hey. So guess what!”

      “What?”

      “I got a modeling gig for this clothing ad in a magazine. You know Trucker Jeans?”

      “I do! Wow! Congrats, honey! How much is the pay?”

      “A measly $2,000, but it’s something.”

      “It is something. That’s great.” I smiled, feeling a little better.

      “I won’t get it for two weeks, but when I do, you already know what’s up.”

      “Yup. Hey, I have to get back to work, baby, but congratulations, okay?”

      “Wait, wait, Rubie.”

      “Yeah?”

      “I need a way to the job. Can you send me your card information or just give me your login to your Uber account?”

      Every time he gave me faith in him, he ripped it right back from me with something like this. Why couldn’t he be a man and figure it out sometimes? Why was he so content with bleeding his woman dry?

      “Armonn, I haven’t even gotten paid yet. I don’t get my check deposited until tomorrow. I only have about seventy-five dollars in there.”

      “The ride is only thirty dollars. Come on, Rubie, don’t do this to me right now. I have to be there in an hour and a half. I’m gonna pay you back once I get my money.” When he finished speaking, I was still quiet. “Baby, you act like I’m using you or something. You know when I get this cash, I’m gonna pay you back.”

      Staying true to our continuous cycle, I began to feel bad. He was trying, and he loved me, yet here I was acting like he was some random nigga begging me for money. He was my man and I should be supportive.

      The last thing I wanted was to shut Armonn out and for him to become successful then tell the world how he had this unsupportive, nagging girlfriend who didn’t believe in him.

      “I’ll text you my information when we hang up.”

      “Thank you, beautiful. I love you so much. And remember, once this money hits, I want you to pick the nicest damn place in Los Angeles.”

      I smiled, blushing at his words.

      “I love you too, and I will.”

      I hung up then texted Armonn my information before locking my iPhone. Getting up, I went to Mark’s office.

      “Are you busy?” I asked him as he studied some paperwork.

      “I’m always busy. If I wasn’t, I would be broke.”

      “Right.” Asshole. “Do you think maybe my pay could be increased? I’ve been making the same amount for the past two years. I think I’m due for another raise.”

      “Are you?”

      “Yeah. Don’t you think so?”

      “Let’s see… You’ve been doing the same shit since I gave you the first raise. What have you done, differently, that would make me increase your pay again, Miss Bailey?”

      He was right. I’d been so stressed over my relationship with Armonn and making more money, that I hadn’t gone the extra mile to elevate my career. Even though Mark’s approach was rude, he was right.

      “I understand. Thank you.” I turned to leave.

      “Get me a Jamba Juice.”

      “Yes sir,” I called out over my shoulder and left right away.

      I got to Jamba in about half an hour, and when I walked in, I saw Camarih again but with Tony Wacko. He was leaning up against the counter, and she was standing in front of him, hugging his torso and smiling up at him so brightly. I bet he didn’t borrow money from her.

      “Hi, Rubie!” Camarih cheesed. “Baby, this is Rubie.”

      Tony turned to me and nodded his head up. He was taller than I expected, and scarier too. His face tattoos, although only two small words near his eyebrows, did the trick.

      “Hey. Umm, since I see you here, I was wondering if you got the tickets I gave to your artist, Mr. Wacko.”

      “Tony or Wacko is good. And yeah, I got the shit. We gon’ be there.” He tossed his arm around a smiling Camarih’s shoulders.

      “Great, can’t wait.” I started toward the counter to order.

      After getting my receipt, I stepped off to the side and waited. By that time, Camarih and Tony’s drinks were ready.

      “Bye!” Camarih waved happily. Again, I was surprised by how sweet she was considering her looks. And I guess it was true that hood niggas loved good ones because Tony’s ass was far from sweet; I could tell.

      “Bye!” I waved back grinning. “Hey, wait!” I stopped them. “Can I ask a question?”

      “Bet not be no weird shit.” Tony looked down at me, causing Camarih and I to laugh.

      “No. No, actually, it’s for you.” I kept eye contact with him. When he didn’t say anything, I quizzed, “Would you ever ask your girlfriend for money?”

      I already knew his answer by his face.

      “Oh, a nigga in yo’ pockets, huh?” He grinned, sipping his drink. “Any muthafucka willing to ask you for some bread don’t give a fuck about you. Niggas got way too much pride to let their woman know their ass is broke. So if he asking, he don’t give a damn what you think about him. And that’s because you ain’t the bitch he really want.”

      I was smiling at first, but it faded. I knew he’d say no just by his expression upon hearing my question, but I didn’t expect that logic. And I wished it didn’t make sense.

      “But… but what if he’s flat broke and needs—”

      “Baby girl, a nigga that wants to fuck with you on some real shit will ask his mama for some money, his hoes, his homies, distant fucking cousins, and whomever else, before he asks you. And that’s only if he ain’t out hustling.”

      “Thanks. And no this doesn’t apply to me; I’m doing a survey for my blog.” I lied.

      “Right. I’m gon’ let the homie Eitan know you fucking with a broke boy so he can swoop in on you. Yo’ ass ain’t no Catholic or nothing, are you? You give the pussy up, right? Or at least head, ’cause you got some dick sucking ass lips. That’s a compliment by the way.”

      “Tony, no. Let’s go.” Camarih pulled him, and I was taken aback by his brashness.

      “I’m just asking the bitch a question,” he said loudly. Did he just for real call me a bitch like it was nothing? Disrespectful was an understatement.

      “Sorry.” Camarih turned to me, and I just nodded.

      Hearing Eitan was interested in me or at least hearing Tony allude to that, made me feel some type of way. He was fine as hell, with his curly hair, full lips, and bright skin. He was tall like Tony, but had less hood tattoos.

      I didn’t too much like light-skinned men, but Eitan could get it. I preferred dark-skinned men, but somehow I always ended up with light skins. They just always seemed to be the ones most interested in me and pursuing things.

      Just as I grabbed Mark’s smoothie with a slight smile at the thought of Eitan, my phone vibrated. I looked down at it to see Armonn’s Uber trip. So much for the $30 he said it would cost, ’cause the shit came to $55. That left me with $20 until payday in forty-eight hours.

      I hated being conflicted and didn’t know how much more of this I could take.
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      Phoebe was straddling my lap as we kissed, allowing my hands to grope on her body. She was ass naked and ready. Just as I reached for the condom, my phone rang, and I saw it was Amara. It was 10 p.m. at night, so I figured it was an emergency.

      “Hold up.” I moved Phoebe from trying to kiss me again.

      “Seriously, Rah?” She sucked her teeth and climbed off my lap when I put my finger to my lips to tell her to be quiet. “Must be wifey.”

      Phoebe was the only person who knew I had a wife. She was the last person I wanted to know, but the shit came up during pillow talk. So far, she’d kept quiet about it; or at least to my knowledge she had. I’d never brought her around the homies for her to spill the beans to them, so everything had been straight.

      I didn’t purposely not tell Tony or Eitan; it was just the shit never came up. Then when I saw how many hoes they’d have around and how it was normal to indulge, I just kept it to myself.

      As I explained before, it felt too awkward for me to tell them that I was married when such a life event wasn’t even a thought in their minds. People treated you differently once they found out you were married. And right now with the career I wanted, I needed to be in the same mix as everyone else.

      “Hey, baby. You good?” I sat up straight, waiting for Amara to respond.

      “Yes, I just… I was missing you, so I called. I’m so sorry. Were you busy?”

      “Nah. I’m never too busy for you.” I leaned against my headboard and gave Phoebe a look when she groaned.

      “Good. Having to go to work and then deal with Ahmira on my own has been so hard. I really wish you were back with us.”

      “Me t-too.” I stammered a bit when Phoebe randomly started deep throating my dick.

      As Amara talked, Phoebe continued to slurp me. And every time I tried to pull her off, it started feeling too damn good to use my strength. Putting the phone on mute, I grunted loudly as I came all over the sheets.

      “I’m not swallowing shit since you wanna be rude.” Phoebe smirked, getting out of the bed.

      “Hey, baby, I just got a track I need to fix. Can I call you in the morning?” I watched Phoebe’s naked ass prance across my room.

      “Yeah, sure. I love you.”

      “I love you too.” I hung up. “Bring me a towel or some shit!”

      Moments later, Phoebe emerged from the bathroom, laughing.

      “You be so tightly wound. You need to chill out. I gave you some head so you could relax.”

      “While I was on the phone with my damn wife?” I frowned, tossing the towel onto the nightstand.

      “It’s really not that big of a deal.” She tried to touch me as I walked past her, but I threw her hands off.

      “Really? If she mattered that damn much to you, you wouldn’t have been letting me suck your dick while she was on the phone! Hell, you wouldn’t be letting me fuck you at all!” She hissed as I turned the shower on.

      “You don’t know what the fuck you talking about! Just because we have sex don’t mean I care any less about my wife.”

      “Yeah, nigga, it does. Any man who really loves his wife wouldn’t give me the time of day.” Phoebe stood in the doorway, now fully clothed.

      “Just leave, Phoebe.”

      “I already was.”

      “Just mad ’cause you ain’t a nigga’s wife.” I mumbled, closing the bathroom door.

      “You fine and got some good dick, but I would never wanna be your wife. You claim to love Amara, yet look how you do her? I can only imagine how you’d do a bitch you didn’t love.” Phoebe spoke at the door, but I didn’t respond, blocking out her words and pretending not to hear her ass.

      Unfortunately, what she said plagued my fucking mind all night long until I drifted off to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      “Fuck!” I hopped out the car after parking. It was a little after 4 p.m., and I was supposed to be at the studio by 3:30 p.m. I knew Tony was gon’ be pissed, but shit, at least the beat was already made. I was only here for any tweaks and to assist the engineer.

      As I walked into the studio, I heard bickering. Squinting my eyes, I saw Shanece at the end of the hall talking to some skinny tall muthafucka. She was looking down at her feet with her arms folded, as he fussed at her with his teeth clenched. Not liking what I saw and no longer caring about being late, I approached the scene.

      “Can I help you?” The nigga tall enough to be a ball player looked to me. I wasn’t short at all, standing at six foot two, but he was a good six inches taller, like six for eight.

      “Not me, but maybe you should chill out on her,” I replied. I had a feeling this was her husband just based off what I knew about their relationship and him being a brat.

      “Rahim, stop.” Shanece spoke, looking at me through her peripheral.

      “Yeah Rahim, stop. This is between man and wife, and ain’t got shit to do with you.”

      “She don’t even be doing shit, yet you always giving her a hard fucking time! Fuck is yo’ problem, nigga!” I barked.

      “Okay!” Shanece merged between us.

      Staring into my eyes, her husband said, “Let’s go, Shanece, ’fore I have to put this nigga over my knee and show him how to respect real niggas.”

      “Rahim, please.” Shanece begged when I moved his way, ready to square up.

      “Meet me in the car in two minutes.” He tread down the hallway like it was nothing. It took so much not to punch the back of his head.

      “Shanece, you don’t gotta deal with that—”

      “Fuck you. This had nothing to do with you, and you only made it worse.” She moved around me to follow her nigga who was already out of the building.

      “You mad at me?” I pointed to my chest. “This nigga was talking to you like a fucking dog, and you mad at me?”

      “Yes! And not only did you interfere with something between my husband and I, but you had the nerve to let him know that I’d confided in you!”

      My face relaxed, hearing her say that, because I didn’t realize it would come off that way, but it surely did.

      “Shanece… Fuck! I was just angry and—”

      “Well don’t worry, Rahim, because I will never tell you another thing. Matter fact, I will never talk to you period.”

      “Shanece!” I hollered her name as she quickly left out. “Shanece! Damnit!” I punched the air.

      “Nigga, get yo’ stupid ass in here!” Tony peeked from the studio room, frowning. “Calling that hoe’s name like a little bitch in one of them movies.”

      “Fuck you, man.” I walked toward the room and inside. “And stop calling her a hoe.”

      “If she got a pussy, that bitch a hoe. Shit, some of you niggas too. Only exclusions are my girl,” he pointed to Camarih on her phone while seated on the couch, “and Jilly.”

      Shaking my head at Tony’s disrespectful ass, I couldn’t help but to chuckle as he shrugged before sipping his water.

      Thank God this studio session would keep my mind off of what had just gone down.
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      “You know a girl fine when her feet this pretty.” I focused my camera on Camarih’s feet in some high ass heels, before traveling up the rest of her. She was seated somewhat across from me but more to my side, in a dress that fit her pregnant ass perfectly, and showed them sexy ass legs.

      “What are you doing?” She laughed after sipping some shit called a mocktail through the straw.

      I kept my camera on her beautiful ass as she laughed, flashing her perfect teeth and that one deep ass dimple in her left cheek. The restaurant we were in had lowlights, so the flash from my phone lit her up. Her golden curls were piled up on top of her head, with a few hanging down.

      “Tell yo’ nigga you love him.”

      Rolling her eyes while still cheesing with her corny, pretty ass, she replied, “I love you, Houston.”

      Once I added the words ‘A nigga don’ came up… look at my girl…’ I tapped the button to add the shit to my story, before locking my phone and setting the shit down.

      “I hope I wasn’t looking fat, Tony.”

      “Man, nah. I wish yo’ ass was.”

      At this point, you could only see the small bulge in Camarih’s stomach when she was naked.

      “That’s so rude.”

      “You be looking too fucking good. I need you to look like these other pregnant hoes that niggas want no parts of.”

      Throwing her head back, she laughed some before palming both sides of my face and kissing me.

      Our fancy but good ass food came shortly after, so once we smashed that and then dessert, we bounced. Not ready to go home, we drove up to Mulholland drive to chill for a little bit.

      “Thank you for showing me this. It’s so peaceful.” After a couple moments of silence, she said, “This is our spot.”

      “I’m with that.”

      She was leaning on my shoulder, hugging my arm as we stared out while seated.

      “So tell me exactly how you get money?” She lifted her head off me and stared up into my face.

      “Where you coming from with this random ass shit. You ain’t wearing no fucking wire, is you?”

      “No. But I just wonder. You’re my man, and I should know how you’re affording me Rolexes and other expensive things. Not to mention, the money you spend building your label.”

      I turned away from Camarih to gaze out, wondering if I should be honest or give her some half shit. I trusted her ass, but this shit was still new. And with some of it, I would have to murk her ass if she left me knowing it. Shit, I would probably do that anyway, but that’s neither here nor fucking there.

      “What you think I do?”

      “Well.” she looked me over. She was sexy and beautiful, which a lot of females didn’t posses. Then to add to it, she had this good girl shit about her, but at the same time would slide a muthafucka. “You’re hood, so I know something illegal is in play. But you’re intelligent, so I know something legit and profitable is part of it too.”

      I laughed, nodding my head at her logic.

      “You think you so fucking smart, huh?”

      “Well, I do okay. That’s why you like me so much. I’m cute, body is poppin’, I’m smart, and I be sucking your dick better than you ever had.”

      I licked my lips as my eyes ran over her body seated next to me. Bringing her into my lap, I squeezed her fat ass.

      “I provide the rich and elite with candy. That makes me a lot of money, and then I own three of those apartment units off Leimert.”

      “Damn, I was so right.” She shook her head, smirking.

      “Shut up.”

      She stared down into my face for a little bit then said, “You’re so smart. I’ve never been with anybody like you.”

      “That’s what all the hoes say.”

      “Houston, I’m serious.”

      “Me too.” I kissed her shoulder. “But that just means you was meant to be mine.”

      “I think so too.” She threw her arms around my neck.

      Pulling my iPhone from my pocket, I ignored my notifications and went to my photos.

      “What you think?” I showed Camarih the new logo for Make A Killing, my label.

      “Oh my gosh, baby! This is so fire!” She took my phone.

      “You ain’t just saying that because I ate it from the back yesterday, right?” I grinned when she hit me.

      “No. I wouldn’t lie to you, nasty. This is fire for real.” She handed me back my shit.

      “Say that shit again.”

      “Fire.” She giggled.

      I loved how it sounded when she said it. It was a mix of hood but uppity. I didn’t know, it was hard to explain, but it was sexy as hell to a nigga.

      “Come here.” I made her face me, before we started kissing nastily.
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      The niggas that delivered and put up the new Make A Killing decals on the walls of the studio and the hallways had just left, so I was looking over the shit. This was the earliest they could do it after the painters had come in to make shit gold and burgundy; my label colors.

      I knew muthafuckas were wondering why I chose to spruce up this shit in such a dangerous area, but this was my hood and I wanted to be in the thick of it. I dared a muthafucka to disrespect my establishment. Not to mention, I wasn’t trying to distance myself from my people.

      After getting a few pictures, I shot that shit to Camarih and the homies before heading to piss. When I came out, drying the water from washing my hands, I saw Joy walking into the building, staring at me from down the hall.

      “For real?” She held up her iPhone as we closed the space between us. She must’ve screen recorded the video I put on my story because she had the shit in her phone.

      Ever since I posted that shit last night, I’d been getting blown up by all the hoes. It was the first time I’d officially called Camarih my girl on a public platform; shit, first time I’d called any bitch my girl period.

      She’d posted me on her story maybe twice, but I knew females saw that shit as one sided, typically because Joy had done the same. So now that I’d reciprocated Camarih’s efforts, it was a shit storm.

      I ain’t give a fuck though. I ignored every text and reply to my story, of females whining about me claiming my woman.

      “Move.”

      “Wait, Tony. Let me just talk to you.”

      “Hurry the fuck up. I was leaving.”

      “Where? To her?”

      “Of course, eventually. That’s who I go home to every night.” I smiled. “Say what the fuck you gotta say so you can dip the fuck out and for good.”

      Joy just looked at me, baffled as fuck before saying, “I get that you like her, but please delete this shit. It’s embarrassing, Tony.”

      “And how the fuck is that my problem?”

      “I been getting sent this shit all day! This is fucked up! I been fucking with you for how long, and you do me like this?” Joy sobbed. “And you don’t even care.” Her cries became louder after she saw the staleness in my face.

      “You done?”

      “Houston, what did I do? This whole time, I assumed you didn’t want a relationship, and now you’re posting her, saying all this shit like you in love or something.”

      “Ain’t nobody in love, fuck is you talking about?” I got in her face. I ain’t know why her saying I loved Camarih had me so up in fucking arms.

      “I didn’t say you were. I said you’re acting like it. And I know you bought her the shit she’s rocking, yet you made me pay you back every time you bought my meal from Norms or Jack in the Box!”

      “Well that should tell yo’ ass something. Now get yo’ cry baby ass out.” I gripped Joy’s arm and tossed her outside.

      I was right behind her, locking the place up, before dropping my keys back into the pocket of my sweats.

      “Don’t touch her!” Joy’s homegirl Kia, Kesha, Kendra, or whatever the fuck her name was, yelled. I always called her bitch, hoe, skeezer, or Five.

      “Shut yo’ five o’clock shadow having ass up, ’fore I come smack the shit out you.” I hissed as Joy got in the backseat of the car. Five was in the passenger, and her nigga was in the driver’s seat.

      I didn’t know what was going on with Kendra, Kia, or Kesha, but the bitch had a five o’clock shadow. She stayed saying it was her makeup, but to me, it was because of how manly her ass was. That shit was spilling out into her physical.

      “You gon’ let him talk to me like that?” I heard her baritone voice ask as I stepped off the curb.

      “Yeah, he is, ’cause he don’t want no problems. Yo’ nigga know I’m ignorant as fuck.” I answered for him as I opened my car door. When I saw her hop out his whip, I paused and said, “Please come closer so I can deck you in yo’ Adam’s apple like the grown ass nigga you are.”

      She stopped in her tracks like I knew her ass would, and got back in the car. Fucking hyena.

      “Bitch!” She barked at me, but I ignored her.

      Making a U-turn so that I was on the same side as her nigga, I let my arm hang out the window before saying, “Stop bringing bitches you find in the woods to the city life, bruh. Control that hoe, or next time I see her, I’m lighting her possum ass up.”

      “Nigga—”

      “Karita, sit down!” He barked at her with his punk ass, as Joy sat in the back seat, glaring at me.

      Speeding off, laughing at how big of a bitch Karita’s nigga was, Camarih and that love shit crossed my mind. No way I was in love. Even though I knew that, Joy saying it had me bothered as fuck…
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      “Want anything?” Holli asked me as she got out the car to head into the liquor store.

      “Nah, I’m straight.” I looked her way, but my eyes landed past her on that Rubie female. She looked just as good as the first time I saw her, coming out of that weird ass Chinese food place in the same shopping center.

      Unbuckling myself, I hurried out, locked my car, and darted her way so I could catch her before she got into her car.

      “Damn, nigga!” Some bitch called out to me when I bumped her on my way. I mumbled my apologies, but kept it moving.

      “Rubie, what’s up?” I finally got to her after slowing down my speed so I wouldn’t look desperate.

      “Eitan, hi.” She pushed her hair behind her ears.

      “You still gon’ make some time for me at the party, right?”

      “If I even go.”

      “How you not gon’ go? You set all this shit up.”

      “Yeah, but I just have some things going on, so attending a party may not be the best idea.” She briefly looked off at the cars pulling out of the lot and speeding down Crenshaw.

      “Things going on like what?”

      “I appreciate you asking, but it’s not really something I’d like to get into with you. I don’t know you.”

      “Nah, none taken. But aye, promise me you gon’ come.” I took her hands into mine, not caring that one of them was holding the bag with her food.

      “Eitan!” Holli growled in her loud ass, strong ass voice. Rubie immediately snatched her hands from mine, peering around me to see who was barking. “What the fuck is going on?” Holli yanked my arm after storming over.

      “Holli, calm down—”

      “Who are you, bitch!” She focused on Rubie.

      “Bitch? Girl, you don’t know me, and you may want to keep it that way.”

      “Try me—” Holli attempted to hit Rubie, but I gripped both of her wrists in time. Unfazed, Rubie switched her fine ass to her car, and I didn’t miss a beat, gazing at her ass over my shoulder. “Stare at her again!” Holli popped my cheek. Me looking a Rubie allowed her to get out of my strong grip.

      “Calm yo’ ass down! That was some business shit!” I stormed down the sidewalk toward my whip, cheek hurting.

      “Yeah, right! What business you got with a bitch who looks like that! I swear to God, Eitan, I will kill you, nigga!” Holli was right on my damn heels.

      “She’s the assistant to that manager whose party we going to!” I shouted back at her ass once we reached the car.

      “Oh… shit. My bad, baby. When I saw y’all—”

      “Yeah, like fucking always.” Once in the car, I said, “You gotta chill.”

      “I know. I just like you so much that I don’t want another bitch taking what’s mine.”

      I’m not even yours.

      Choosing not to respond, I cranked my shit up and left the lot. Tony’s advice to knock fire from her ass was sounding better and better every day.
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      Later that night…

      “Damn, Sherry.” I moaned, palming the back of this female’s head that I’d met at the gas station earlier, after dropping Holli’s crazy ass off.

      Ever since my song had been played on the radio and my music video had gotten some traction on YouTube and shit, bitches had been pushing up on me a lot, just like the homie Wacko said they would.

      As old girl sucked the skin off my dick, I couldn’t do shit but thank the homie silently for doing what he had to boost me.

      And to be honest, I’d been offered deals by other niggas who had shit popping already, but I chose to fuck with Tony. Yeah, he was my friend and had been since tenth grade, but I chose up because I trusted that nigga. And despite how ignorant he was, he was smart as fuck.

      For instance, while I was right here getting some head, he was most likely thinking of some new way to get me and his label more exposure. I was thankful because I wasn’t the leader type, which I was cool with. Shit, I just liked to rap; all that other shit, I wanted someone else to handle.

      Just as I let loose right into Sherry’s mouth, a loud knock sounded off on my door.

      “Eitan!” Holli shouted, scaring the shit out me. I was weak from busting moments ago, but I did my best to tell Sherry to get up. “Open this fucking door!” She kicked on it repeatedly.

      “Oh my gosh!” Sherry screamed when she saw a hole start to form in my shit.

      “Fuck!” I threw the condom onto the coffee table begrudgingly, just so I could have my pants and drawers over my ass before Holli burst in.

      “What kind of hood shit is this?” Sherry frowned as I rushed to the door to open it.

      “Fuck is wrong with you, huh?” I was livid as I stared down into Holli’s face.

      “Move!” Holli took off on Sherry, but I quickly pulled her off.

      Deciding to take a page out of Wacko’s book, I whacked Holli across the face to get her ass in check.

      WHAM! WHAM! WHAM!

      She immediately took off on me, fucking me up. I tried to swing back, but her short ass had me. Before I knew it, she and I were all outside, fighting like two hoes over some dick.

      “Holli!” I yowled once she’d straddled me on the ground and started pounding my face in.

      “Oh no, where you going, hoe?” Holli hopped up, retrieved her pocketknife and began slicing all over Sherry who was screaming and trying to block.

      I dialed Tony while I was sure my neighbors were calling the police, and by the time he and I hung up, Sherry was speeding off in her whip.

      “Holli, I’m done fighting.” I blocked my face when she came and stood over me. I was weak from that nut and from her fucking me up, so I was still on the floor.

      “Who do you think you are, hitting me? Nigga, I am not the one.”

      “Fuck is going on?” I heard Tony walking up, so I scrambled to my feet.

      I just met this hoe. How was she already acting like we’d been together for years?

      “I caught him with another skank, then he hit me, so I beat both their asses.” Holli folded her arms, obviously proud of her work.

      Frowning, Tony looked from me to her and vice versa, before bursting into laughter.

      “Can’t stand yo’ ass.” I shook my head at him.

      “Aye.” He was still smiling as his laughter died out. “Holli, give us some room so I can talk to him.”

      “Why? I need to hear—”

      “Just do what the fuck I said, aight?” Tony’s brows dipped.

      “You ain’t shit either—” She started to push Tony, but he gripped her neck quickly as fuck somehow.

      “I’m not this nigga.” He pointed to me with his free hand. “One hit from me and yo’ stupid ass’ll be laid the fuck out.” Letting her go, he added, “Take yo’ ass on like I just said ’fore you piss me the fuck off.”

      Frowning, Holli stormed off a little ways away.

      Tony opened his mouth to speak, but before he could, police cars poured onto the street. They hopped out with the quickness once parked.

      “Holli Sanchez?”

      “Is there a problem?” Tony intervened.

      Smiling, the officer replied, “Not with you, Mr. Terranova, but there can be.”

      He and Tony had a staring contest for a moment, before the officers began to move toward Holli to arrest her psycho ass.

      “What are y’all doing?” Holli backed away. “No! I did nothing!”

      “You’re under arrest for attempted murder and aggravated assault on a Sherrita Matthews.” One of the officers ran off, cuffing her. Damn. Sherry or the neighbors must’ve dropped dime as soon as Sherry hit the corner.

      “Tony, do something!”

      “Relax.” He spoke calmly as they whisked her off.

      Once she was gone, all the neighbors went inside of their houses, so Tony and I took a seat on the curb of my street.

      “Bruh.” I dropped my head, and Tony began laughing again. “I’m never taking yo’ advice again. That woman is crazy.”

      “Nah, she know you ain’t really about that ‘beat any muthafucka’s ass’ life. See how she backed down with me? She know I’ll knock all her fucking bad ass teeth loose.”

      I nodded.

      “Yeah, but won’t bust a grape with Camarih.”

      We chuckled in unison.

      “When she used to piss me off or hit me, I thought about the shit but never could. I don’t fucking know why.”

      “Yo’ ass is probably in love.”

      “Anyway, muthafucka, we gotta enroll you in some boxing classes. You can’t be no hood rapper getting yo’ ass whooped like that.” He looked over his shoulder at my lawn to see the spot I was laid out on.

      “Fuck you, man.” Again, we laughed. “I’m surprised you didn’t knock that officer out.”

      “Wanted to, but you know my record is a mile long, so I gotta tread lightly. Plus, if I want my label to be big, I can’t do certain shit. Saw how cuz knew my name and shit.” He paused, staring out into the street and nodding his head up to one of the niggas who called his name to speak. “Got other shit I need to think about as well.”

      “Like what?” I frowned, wondering what outside of the label and his already lengthy criminal record. “Camarih?”

      “Something like that, but she part of it.” Checking his Rolex, he said, “You’ll see soon enough. Give it some months.”

      Nodding, I looked out into the street like him, seeing how ghetto muthafuckas were. I loved Leimert Park and South Central as a whole though. “On the real… I ain’t never been so happy to see a person get arrested over here like just now.”

      Together we cackled loudly as fuck before slapping hands.

      Hopefully they gave her ass life.
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      “Paul.” I entered the living room. “Are you sure you don’t want to come?”

      “Can you move from in front of the TV, Shanece.”

      “Seriously, how long are you gonna be acting like this toward me? I told you I was sorry about what happened at the studio.”

      Ever since that shit went down between Paul and Rahim, Paul had been treating me like his damn nurse… a platonic one at that. He wouldn’t touch me, kiss me, or even speak sometimes. He even went as far as to put a pillow between us in the bed, prompting me to just leave the bedroom altogether.

      “You saw how those people disrespected me, and you’re still choosing to be around them, so as far as I’m concerned, you’re not sorry.”

      “People?”

      “The skinny guy, and Camarih.”

      “Camarih? Are you serious? You yourself even admitted that you were wrong for how you talked to her, so how is she back to being the enemy.”

      “The point is neither of them respect me as your partner and husband, so I can’t be around them. You want to, so don’t expect me to be all nice and loving while you frolic in the hood with the enemy.”

      “Okay fine, I will not go.” I switched to the back to call Camarih. Another one of Eitan’s singles made it to radio, so we were going out to celebrate. “Hey,” I spoke softly when she answered.

      “Hey, when will you get here?”

      “Um, I’m not gonna come.”

      “Why? No!”

      “Paul is just…” I toyed with the chain on my purse. “He just doesn’t want me to go and—”

      “No, Shanece. What did I tell you about that? You spend six days a week at home with him after work, being his nurse and staying inside because you won’t leave him alone. What is one night a week for yourself gonna do that’s harmful?”

      “Ari, you know how he is, and ever since he and Rahim got into it, he will barely even acknowledge me.”

      “Maybe if you quit begging for his attention, he will give it to you. He likes to see you on your knees like he’s some king. So maybe if he thinks you don’t care, he will change… a little. Whatever you do, don’t leave me alone, please.”

      “Alone? You have Tony’s foolish ass.”

      “I do, but he’s ghetto just like the rest of these niggas, so while I’m sitting pretty, swaying a little bit to City Girls, he’s gonna be downing a bottle of champagne, lit.”

      “Yeah.” We both chuckled. “Okay, I’m gonna come.” I nodded as if she could see. “Be there soon.”

      After hanging up, I made my way through the living room and to the door.

      “Where are you going?” Paul frowned out of confusion.

      “To the club, remember?”

      “I thought you said you’d stay home?”

      “Changed my mind. Don’t wait up.” I yanked the door open and left quickly. The look on Paul’s face moments ago, made me smile as I rushed to my car.

      The ride to the club took about forty-five damn minutes because of all the traffic. It was Saturday, so it seemed everyone was headed to Hollywood tonight.

      I used valet, and then gave my name to the bouncer after standing in line for under ten seconds. I was escorted inside, and as soon as I looked up, I spotted Eitan, Tony, and Cornell at the balcony overlooking the club, turnt as hell to “In the Dark” by YG. Each of them had a bottle of champagne and a blunt to their lips. Tony’s ass was shirtless, so he was really having a ball.

      I finally made it up, eyes landing on Camarih seated on the plush couch. Other women were up here too, crowding the space, despite it being a large section.

      “Hey!” She hugged me and gestured toward the liquor display.

      I immediately made myself a drink.

      “Nothing for you?” I frowned at the cocktail in her hand that looked like a frozen margarita, but something was missing; something like alcohol.

      “No, I’m fine.” She gave me a closed mouth smile. Her one dimple was so pronounced however, so it still showed even though her teeth weren’t.

      “The last two times we’ve gone to dinner, you haven’t drank anything.” I frowned, so she leaned over to whisper to me that she was pregnant. “Are you serious?” I covered my mouth.

      Before she could answer, Tony had come back over, nice and twisted, to pop open another champagne bottle.

      “You good?” he asked her once it was open, and before she could finish nodding, he bent down to kiss her deeply. It was so deep I had to look away for some reason. It felt too inappropriate to be watching. “Sup?” He spoke to me with the driest tone ever once he was upright.

      “Hello, Tony.”

      “My bad, I meant what’s up, Shanece.” He grinned.

      “What! You called me Shanece for the second time in your life?”

      “Fuck out of here. I’m only acting like I got some sense ’cause you my girl’s friend and shit. Fuck her over though and you back to being a hoe.”

      “Thank you.” I nodded as Camarih chuckled.

      Tony left to be with his homies, so Camarih and I continued to talk a little more about her pregnancy before partying it up. Some girls in here were doing the most in the tiniest dresses for attention, and it was ridiculous.

      After three drinks, I had to pee, so I rushed off to the bathroom nearby for the VIP people. I relieved myself and then left, but ran right into Rahim, who I didn’t know was here.

      “Shanece.” He grabbed my wrist when I tried to walk by him.

      “Leave me alone, please.” I snatched away.

      “Let me apologize. I was wrong for intruding on you and yo’ husband’s conversation, and even more wrong for making it obvious we’d talked about your relationship problems. That was way out of line, and I hope you forgive me.” He palmed his chest.

      I didn’t understand why I was so attracted to this man. The drinks may have had a hand in it, but even at the studio I was thinking how sexy he was. His brown skin, low cut hair, and nice lips were so perfect right now. He was skinnier than I liked but it was okay for some reason.

      “It’s fine.”

      “Cool.” He held my hands in his for a few moments, before we started kissing.

      We backed into the bathroom, where I locked the door, before helping him unbuckle his jeans.

      He got a condom from his pocket before his bottoms fell, and then lifted me up onto the counter of this nice ass bathroom.

      “Ah.” I whimpered after he moved my panties to the side and entered me with force.

      Lifting me off of the counter a bit, he continued to slide in and out of me as I moaned softly. Our lips were right back on one another’s as we fucked right here in the bathroom. It felt so good, and the liquor only made it better.

      “Oh my gosh, baby.” Rahim moaned, licking my neck as he sped up.

      We called out together as he hammered me, making me cum right away. He followed suit soon after, letting me rest back on the sink.

      Leaning my head against the mirror as I sat on the countertop, I breathed heavily. I felt Rahim’s mouth on my clit, and minutes later another orgasm rushed through my body.

      Standing up, he began to clean himself as I caught my breath, coming down from my sex high. And when I did, it hit me what I had just done.

      I’d cheated on the love of my life. I’d cheated on not only the love of my life, but while he was battling a potentially terminal illness.

      “No, move.” I hopped down from the sink, shoving Rahim when he tried to hug and kiss me.

      Peeing in one of the stalls, I fixed my underwear, cleaned myself, and then came out to wash my hands.

      “What’s wrong, Shan—”

      “I’m married, that what’s wrong! Oh my gosh.” I began to have a panic attack.

      “Calm down, relax.” Rahim attempted to soothe me.

      “I can’t relax.” I sobbed. “What did I just do?”

      “It’s okay—”

      “What is okay about it? Please tell me one thing that is okay about me cheating on my sick husband, who I am in love with! The man I’ve been with for all of my life damn near, and who has always been good to me!”

      Rahim opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out, so he sighed.

      “Trust me. I know how you feeling—”

      “You don’t know shit! You’re single! You can do whatever the hell you want with no feelings of guilt!”

      He stared at me like he wanted to say something but when he didn’t, I stormed out, moving just in time when he tried to grab me.

      I texted Camarih that I was leaving, and quickly made my way out of the club.

      Paul was right, I had no business hanging around single folk or unmarried people. Now I had possibly ruined my marriage, which to me was my life.
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      I tried calling Shanece a few times after I got her text, but she wouldn’t answer. I didn’t know what happened between us having a ball and her going to the bathroom, but I was sure it was because of Paul.

      I didn’t want to dislike him, because I understood the root of his anger, but it was hard not to.

      “You aight? Where yo’ strong face homegirl?” Tony sat next to me, putting his arm around me after slipping his shirt back on.

      “Shanece is pretty. She does not have a strong face.”

      “I ain’t say she was ugly, but that face is strong as fuck. Maybe ’cause she always frowning at a nigga.”

      “I am not supposed to laugh at your rude ass comments.”

      “Yes you are.” He kissed me.

      “So it’s okay if I say Rahim has a bird chest?”

      Tony almost spit up his drink, so he paused to swallow it and then shook his head.

      “You wrong for that shit. The homie got an eating disorder. He’s just now getting over the shit and feeling comfortable enough to be in public with muthafuckas.”

      “Oh my gosh, really?” I covered my mouth. I felt terrible for what I’d said.

      “Nah.”

      “Houston.” I elbowed his stupid ass for lying.

      We kissed for a little bit, and I felt my audience in the VIP watching. I was used to it though, so I brushed it off. I lay my head on Tony’s shoulder as he typed away on his phone with one hand and drank with the other. He smelled so nice and felt nice too. I enjoyed feeling every movement in his body as he drank and texted.

      “Nah, put that shit down. I’ll end up having to slap you and yo’ nigga.” Tony stopped a girl from taking a champagne bottle from the ice bucket. “That’s for the prettier hoes, and the ones willing to get fucked on.” He threw salt on her wound as she stomped off.

      “Isn’t her nigga your friend?” I giggled.

      “One of Cornell’s homies, not mine.”

      I just shook my head laughing, especially because her boyfriend heard what Tony said and did nothing.

      My phone buzzed in my lap, so assuming it was Shanece, I checked it. I saw it was just my latest picture from earlier tonight, blowing up with comments. Lately I’d gotten a lot more followers, and most were women from LA. They would leave comments like ‘cute’ or heart-eyed emojis under my photos, or in reply to my stories if I posted Tony or something alluding to him.

      It was nothing for people I didn’t know to follow me and make comments. Hell, I had 400,000 before I met Tony, but I knew these girls were trying to be funny.

      I knew a lot of women liked dating men that other women wanted, but I hated it. I hated how every time I was with him in a group setting, the women watched me the whole time. I hated the new followers, the comments, and the eyes on my profile and his. Hell Prince was a famous R&B singer, and the hoes didn’t sweat me this much with him.

      “Aye, Wacko, they saying Brielle is here. Let her up?” Abel called out.

      Tony just mouthed ‘nah’, giving Abel a look before going back to his phone and polishing off his drink then refilling it.

      “Why do you hate her so much?” I asked.

      “Who?”

      “Brielle; your sister.”

      “I don’t.” He kept his eyes on his iPhone.

      “Then why do you distance yourself from her, and act so rudely.”

      “I’m rude to everybody but you.” He kissed me with his cold lips. I loved when he did that.

      “You’re not rude to Jilly.”

      “That’s my sister.”

      “So is Brielle. I’m just wondering did something happen. Like, did you guys have a really bad argument or—”

      “Nothing like that, baby. She’s my stepsister, not my real one, so,” he shrugged, looking off, “now that my father is dead, ain’t no real need for us to be chopping it up and acting like family still. Nothing more nothing less. That enough explanation for you?”

      “Yeah.” I nodded, fixing the collar of his shirt while admiring his neck tattoos. “Let me find out y’all fucking-siblings or something.” I joked, and he tittered, almost like he didn’t find it too funny.

      “Only person you need to be worried about me fucking is you.”  He took down what was left in his cup. “Speaking of fucking, I’m twisted as shit, so we can hit the telly nearby.” He stood up.

      “No, we can just go home.” I got up as well.

      Pulling me in, he let me feel his dick on my leg. Its size had me salivating from both lips. He knew I could feel it, that’s why he kept his eyes locked on mine, and his teeth digging into his bottom lip while he felt on my ass with the perfect amount of pressure.

      “I wanna fuck now.” His voice was stern, so I gave him a nod before he took my hand to lead me out. “I’m about to hurt yo’ ass.” He looked back at me for a second, licking his sexy lips, before focusing back on the path ahead.
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      Got up with carpet burns… I just can't help it… Pussy good, it had me stalking her…

      Da Baby’s “Carpet Burn” played as the window went up, exposing me to the people watching me through the glass. There were about ten niggas, and all their jaws were on the floor at the sight of me rocking my body in this two piece.

      I knew Tony told me not to come back here, but I needed my money for a new laptop and camera. I appreciated how well he took care of me, but I’d grown accustomed to taking care of myself over the years, and I couldn’t just stop.

      I continued to dance, feeling sexy even though I was pregnant. My stomach could pass for flat in the right outfits, so that’s what I was wearing.

      POP! POP!

      “Ah!” I jumped when two bullets flew through the glass and into the portion of the wall to my far left.

      I saw the men scrambling out, before Tony appeared at the glass.

      “Bring yo’ ass out!” He growled, anger soaring through his handsome face.

      “No, you’re gonna kill me.” I whimpered, not knowing how I was gonna escape.

      “I swear to God, Camarih, if you don’t come out.” He paused to reach for something, and soon I saw he had my manager by the back of the neck with the gun to his head. His nose was already busted, and he was crying. What a wimp. “I’m gon’ kill this nigga.”

      “Camarih, come out!” My manager yelled. “Ah!” He wailed when Tony clocked him with the gun.

      “Fuck you yelling at, nigga? You talk to my girl like you got some muthafuckin sense.”

      “Camarih, please.”

      “And?” Tony added.

      “And I will pay you for all the hours I scheduled you for, to apologize to Mr. Wacko for not remembering that you are no longer employed here,” he recited what I was sure Tony made him say.

      “Fine!” I spat, angry as hell as I stormed out of the booth.

      Tony dropped my manager to the floor, who stayed there, before grabbing me up.

      Pinning me against the wall, eyes dripping with venom, he said, “Camarih, I am fucking insane, you understand?” He tucked his lips in, waiting.

      “Yes, but—”

      “I’m with the shits at all times. That’s what the fuck that means. So in the future, don’t do shit to piss me off because why?”

      “You’re insane.”

      “There you go.” Tony tapped my nose. “I’m crazy as fuck. Wacko. Don’t pull this type of shit no more or I will shoot yo’ ass on purpose.”

      He didn’t need to explain to me how crazy he was.

      “Yeah, and you almost actually shot me! You don’t care about me or my baby!” I tried to move but he put me back against the wall.

      “I shot where I shot on fucking purpose. I love yo’ ass stupid, fuck would I kill you for? Will I shoot you in the future, maybe, I can’t say, I’m off in the head, but at the moment, nah.”

      “What did you say?” I let my frown cease.

      “I said hurry the fuck up and come on.”

      “No, the love part.”

      “I said yo’ ass is stupid, now come on before I shoot this whole fucking club up.” He started toward the door.

      Grinning at the fact that he said he loved me, I happily followed.
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        The next afternoon…

      

      

      Since Armonn wasn’t gonna get his money for about another week, I was trying to see what I could do as far as food. After paying all of the bills, and buying a new dress as required for Mark’s event in two weeks, I was left with $100. We were out of so much shit, that I would be flat broke and still in need.

      Deciding to do something I’d been hesitant to do all month, I picked up my iPhone and dialed my father. My dad was the CEO of a furniture store chain, Bailey Furniture. He was balling out of control, and had no issue supporting his daughter. That was until I decided to take on Armonn as if he was my own child. My father couldn’t stand Armonn, and it’d caused plenty of problems in the past.

      “Ronald Bailey’s office,” Gina, his assistant answered.

      “Hi, Gina, it’s Rubie.”

      “Oh Rubie, hello, darling. How are you?”

      “I’m doing alright. What about you?” I leaned back in my office chair, staring at my computer screen.

      “Well I’m still breathing, so I guess I’m doing alright.” She laughed, and I joined in for her sake.

      “Great, great. Hey, so is my father in?”

      “He is. He actually just got back from lunch. I will tell him it’s—”

      “No, can you do me a favor and just put me through? I don’t want him to know it’s me. It’s a surprise.” I lied.

      “Aww, how sweet. Sure thing. One moment.”

      I waited as the hold music came on, and seconds later it stopped. I took a deep breath, nervousness traveling throughout my body, as I waited for my father’s voice to spill through. My palms were already sweating, so I had to adjust the phone so I wouldn’t drop it.

      “Ronald Bailey.”

      “Hi… Dad.”

      “Rubie.”

      “Yeah, so how are you?”

      “Need money again? Little boy hasn’t figured it out yet?”

      “Dad, he has figured it out actually. He has a job… Wellm he got a modeling job that paid well.”

      “Ah, so what’s this call for? I know it’s not to see how your old man is doing, you don’t exactly care about that.”

      “I do… I do, Dad. I just… I’ve been really busy with work and trying to stay afloat.”

      “So…”

      “Yes, I’m calling because I’d like to borrow some money. I just need $1,500, and I swear I will pay you back soon.”

      “What’s it for?”

      “Groceries, and some other things that need taking care of.” I didn’t feel like going into detail. He was a multi-millionaire; this $1,500 was nothing to him.

      “He can’t even afford groceries?”

      “Dad!”

      “Rubie, either you leave him alone, or I can’t help you. You want to be constantly dragged down by a man, then that’s on you, but you will not use my hard-earned money to take care of a grown ass boy.”

      “Daddy, whether I was with him or not, I would still be short on cash!”

      “Untrue. You wouldn’t have to buy as much food, and you also wouldn’t be his personal lender. Also, you’d have my support, giving you more time to get your career where you want it.”

      My father was right, but I couldn’t just leave Armonn like that. I loved him, and it was more complicated than kicking him to the curb because he was broke.

      “Dad, please. What is $1,500 to you?”

      “No, Rubie.”

      “I hope you know that while I’m starving tonight, you could’ve helped me.”

      “No. I hope you know you could’ve helped yourself and in more ways than one.”

      Click.

      As soon as I closed my eyes to take a deep breath, I heard a ping. Looking at my computer, I saw Mark texted me to go get his Jamba.

      Even though I’d rather slit my throat, I got up and headed out to fetch his shit so I could get back to my office and finish up today’s work. He was lucky I didn’t use his card for my own groceries.

      “Oh, wow, bye.” I waved to Camarih, who was leaving Jamba Juice. She hadn’t been to this place in a little while.

      “I don’t mean to pry, but were you crying? Your mascara is smeared.” She cocked her head.

      “Oh shit.” I shielded my eyes out of embarrassment. “I’m sorry!”

      “Sorry for what?” She pulled a pack of tissues from her purse.

      “I don’t know, I’m so ashamed that I can’t think straight.” I took the tissue and used my phone to clean it up.

      “So, you were crying?” She drank some of her smoothie. She got the huge size this time.

      “Umm, yeah, I guess.”

      “Why? Man problems?”

      “Kind of yeah. More like Dad problems.” I chuckled.

      “I hate my dad too.”

      “Well, I don’t hate him, but he pisses me off. All I asked for was some money for groceries, but no, he couldn’t even do that.”

      “What an asshole.”

      “I know!” I exclaimed before we both laughed.

      “Maybe I can help.” She reached into her purse and pulled out two, one hundred-dollar bills.

      “What? No!”

      “It’s fine. My boyfriend gave me this money, and I don’t like using his money anyways.” She reached it out to me again.

      “Are you sure? He seems crazy, and I don’t wanna get shot at over this.”

      “He is, but he’ll think I spent it.”

      “Well, okay. Thank you, Camarih. I promise I will get this back to you.”

      “Don’t worry about it. I’ve struggled before too, and I wished someone had helped at times.”

      I nodded subtly, taking in her words. I had assumed she grew up with a well-to-do family, but her comment on her father and the one she’d just made now had me realizing I was wrong.

      “Again, thank you.”

      “No problem.” She sauntered off to her car.

      Paying Camarih back was gonna be the first thing on my list. And hopefully getting a real job was on Armonn’s.

      Just as I pulled the door to go inside Jamba, a car sped by bumping Eitan’s song, and a smile immediately crossed my face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Tony Wacko

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Later that evening…

      

      

      I bobbed my head to the latest song Eitan had recorded, as the last sixty seconds played until it faded out. Right when I cut the shit off, I felt the presence of someone in the doorway. When I spotted Brielle’s ass, I shook my head before continuing to shut the equipment down.

      “Wouldn’t grant me access to your section the other night, huh?” She sat in the swivel chair at the mixer next to me, placing her purse on top.

      “Get yo’ shit off my equipment.”

      “My bad.” She moved it. “But let me guess, I couldn’t come up because of your precious girlfriend or whatever the fuck she is.”

      “You had it right.” I glanced her way and saw how pissed she was.

      “She’s cute, I will give her that, with an okay body, but come on, Tony.”

      “Okay body? Cute? Nah, you ain’t talking about mine.” I was speaking facts. Camarih was more than cute, and had a fire ass body, but I was making sure to aggravate Brielle’s hating ass.

      “What does she do for you?” Brielle laughed. “Like I don’t get how you could pass up me, and hell even Joy for that. She seems boring.”

      “Whatever she is, I like it.”

      “You—”

      “Aye, but say one more fucking thing about her, trying to be funny, and I’m gon’ cave yo’ big ass forehead in.” I kept my cool, but I was serious.

      “What happened to you?” She shook her head. “You used to have fun with different women; took pride in it.”

      “Ain’t take pride in shit. It was just I hadn’t found a pussy that could trump all of y’all’s put together, until now.”

      “Yeah, I saw.” Brielle showed me the post I put up of Camarih. And nah, it wasn’t my story, it was on my page. Captioned that shit, ‘Hit the Jackpot’. And I did.

      Any muthafucka that had the pleasure of laying eyes on Camarih already knew whomever her nigga was, was lucky as shit. “I just want you to give us a fair try before you make any more moves. You flaunting her is a huge slap in the face.”

      “Joy said the same shit. I ain’t give a fuck then and surely don’t give a fuck now. Y’all got shit twisted, thinking because you made a nigga nut here and there, that I gave a fuck about y’all asses.”

      “Fine. How about a farewell session?” She dropped down to her knees, reaching for my belt buckle.

      “Nah, this her dick.” I grabbed my shit and smiled at the fact that Brielle was fuming.

      Hopping up, she yelled, “Well I know for sure no bitch can fuck you like I can!”

      Just as I was about to reply, I saw Camarih in the doorway, looking mortified.

      Fuck.
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