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      Stupid in love…

      “You look so beautiful, baby.” Five-Star eyed me as I came from the hotel bathroom in my lingerie.

      He was so handsome with his caramel complexion, green eyes, and deep waves across his head. He didn’t have any facial hair, but it looked good on him.

      Five-Star and I met at a prestigious industry party that my associate Nichole and I were invited to, just for being pretty girls on Instagram with a lot of followers. I tell you, social media was a whole job these days. Anyway, anybody who was anyone in music, sports, and television was there, so my young ass was happy to be around.

      Leaning up against the wall, I smiled while allowing Five-Star to fully feast on me. My stomach was consumed with butterflies though, because I had something I needed to tell him, and I wasn’t sure of how he’d take it. Five-Star and I had only been together for eight months, but it had been the best eight months of my twenty-year-old life.

      Despite his reputation in the media, he was a huge music producer, a sweet man, and he knew how to treat me. He showered me with gifts, trips across and out of the country, and even bought me a lavish three-bedroom condo so I didn’t have to live with my mother anymore. He was damn near perfect. His relationship résumé wasn’t the best, but this relationship in particular was different for him; he told me so.

      “Thank you, baby.” I straddled his lap as he removed my robe to get a better look at me. He flipped me onto my back and climbed between my legs, kissing on my collarbone while assaulting my body with his hands. “Wait, Jelani, I have something to tell you.” I held the sides of his face and made him look down into my eyes.

      “What’s up?”

      “I’m… I’m pregnant.” I spit it out before I was ready to, because I knew if I waited a second longer, I would change my mind. I’d been keeping this secret for two weeks now, and it was driving me crazy.

      Yes, our relationship was great, but like I said, we hadn’t been together long enough for a baby. Not to mention Five-Star had three other kids with three other women already, so I knew this wasn’t the greatest news to him, no matter how many times he told me I was different.

      This would, too, slow up my aspiring acting career, and I was sure I would be dragged all over the blogs for getting pregnant from a man like Five-Star. Hell, they’d already been ripping me to shreds for allegedly being his ‘girlfriend’. I sometimes hated the celebrity part of this all.

      I’d garnered my own small amount of notoriety from urban modeling jobs here and there, but the fame I’d gained from being with Five-Star was triple that. I went from having 300,000 followers on Instagram just off my looks, to having 950,000. No matter how on the low I tried to keep our relationship, people still found out about us. And to make matters worse, his other children's mothers didn’t like me, well two of them, so I was sure this would only add fuel to the fire.

      His baby mamas, who were years older than me, would always post things in attempt to upset me, like lying about how they were still fucking him or posting gifts similar to the ones he’d given me. I didn’t follow them bitches, but in the days of social media gossip blogs, you’d see everything, even from people you give no fucks about. Being tagged under the shit didn’t help either.

      “I knew something was up with you.” He smiled, catching me off guard. Pressing his lips against mine a few times, he pushed my hair back. “I love you, Blaise, and even though I got other kids, this means a lot to me.”

      “Really?” I felt my eyes scanning his face as I waited for an answer. I was so into him that it made no sense.

      “Yes, really. I want nothing more right now than for you to have my baby.” He smirked, crashing his lips against mine again.

      “You love me?” I quizzed, still surprised by his reaction and the fact that he’d said such a thing.

      “I do. I know I ain’t never said it, but I do. We gon’ get married and all that shit.” He grinned widely, so I did the same, feeling much better about everything.

      I knew my mother was going to have a damn heart attack when she learned of my pregnancy, because she never approved of me seriously dating Five-Star. She didn’t like the fact that he had a lot of kids by multiple women and that he was seven years my senior. She only wanted me to use him for his money and nothing else. So once I broke the news to her, she would be devastated.

      However, I had faith that over time, she would come around, especially because he and I were gonna be a family.

      “I love you too,” I finally replied, caressing Five-Star’s face and just admiring everything about him.

      I was scared as hell about everything prior to tonight, but of course he made me feel much better.
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        * * *

      

      Just two and a half months later…

      Nichole and I were out having lunch, just enjoying the beautiful LA summer weather. She and I weren’t really friends, at least not in my opinion. She was a bit too thirsty, promiscuous, and slightly annoying. We were just in the same industry and kind of always ran into one another, so we somewhat cliqued up. I had a few other associates that I sometimes kicked it with, one being this girl named Priscilla, but Nichole was the most steady at the moment.

      “So you know you ain’t gon’ be able to hide this pregnancy forever right, Blaise?” She giggled stupidly.

      “Talk a little louder, Nichole.” I rolled my eyes.

      This was what I meant about her being irritating. I didn’t want the media finding out I was pregnant, and thankfully, my stomach was still flat as ever. I was still doing modeling jobs too, so my cover-up was safe.

      “My bad. But shit, if I were you, I’d be shouting from the rooftops that I was having Five-Star’s baby.”

      Nichole had spent the last six months trying to bag a baller on the level of Five-Star, only coming across mid-level rappers and ballplayers. She got a few heavy hitters, but after a couple of fuck sessions or three months of dating, they’d tossed her.

      “That’s why we’re two different people.”

      Nichole shrugged just as the waiter set down our food, and once she walked off, I bowed my head to say grace.

      “Oh my gosh, bitch.” Nichole interrupted my prayer.

      “What?” I quizzed, a bit annoyed that she’d busted through on my chat with God. I saw she was staring at her phone, mouth agape, and looking very surprised.

      “So Five-Star and his baby mama Tahani are back together?” She was smiling, and I didn’t know why such a comment would be reason for a smile. Then again, Nichole just loved drama and gossip.

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” My face was twisted, so Nichole handed me her iPhone.

      On the screen was a post by one of those gossip blogs, and it showed Five-Star getting out of the car. I swiped through to see Tahani get out after him before they both walked into a hotel somewhere in Atlanta according to the caption.

      I glanced at my phone and saw it was being blown up with tags from the millions of followers of the blog, making sure I saw that the man I was pregnant by and in love with had humiliated me.

      “Girl, I thought y’all were good,” Nichole commented, breaking me from my trance. I’d swiped through the photos countless times.

      “Excuse me for a second.”

      I got up from the outside table and walked to my Range Rover parked right along the nearby sidewalk. Climbing inside, I shut the door and dialed Five-Star right up. I just knew he would have an explanation for this. He told me he was going to Georgia to start work on this rapper named Relapse’s album but failed to mention that that bitch Tahani would be accompanying him.

      “Hello?” he answered, and I could tell he was blowing out smoke.

      Holding back my tears because I was trying to keep faith in him, I replied, “What is this shit on the blogs, Jelani? These fucking pictures of you and Tahani?”

      “Ain’t nothing,” he responded nonchalantly.

      “What do you mean it ain’t nothing? You’re supposed to be away on business, but you take your baby mama who’s been saying that you haven’t stopped fucking her and hates me?” I was shaking at the moment. This couldn’t be real. This had to be a nightmare.

      “Look, Blaise, I do whatever fuck I want. Don’t be hitting me up questioning me about shit. It’s best I be single anyway.”

      “What?” My voice trembled as tears trickled down my cheeks. I was supposed to be the angry one, so how was he calling the shots?

      “Jelani, wait, you—”

      “Nah, it’s a wrap with us, Blaise.”

      “So you’re going back to Tahani.” I was more so talking out loud, not asking.

      Letting my head fall against the headrest, I watched Nichole come to the passenger side of my car and tug on the handle. Thankfully, the doors were locked, so she was still outside.

      “I’m doing me, so I’m fucking with who I wanna fuck with depending on how I’m feeling that day.”

      “Jelani, we have a baby coming.” I sobbed hysterically, feeling pathetic. How did I go from being the aggressor to the one crying and pleading?

      “We don’t have to have a baby coming. You got time to get rid of that, Blaise.”

      “I’m not getting rid of shit!” I barked, angry now.

      “I bet.” He laughed. “You been waiting to trap a rich nigga, and now you have. I should have never fucked with yo’ ass because I knew what you were on. You can keep all the shit I bought you though. I ain’t tripping.”

      I felt my brows furrow because I was floored by his behavior right now.

      “You have been fucking her this whole time, haven’t you? Liza too,” I stated more-so than asked.

      Liza was his other baby mama that couldn’t stand me. She and Tahani were both in the media like me, just less popular, so that, coupled with me dating their baby daddy brought about the hate.

      His first child’s mother, Monique, was the only chill one, and I guess because she was the least known. Like Tahani, she had Five-Star’s baby before he was rich and famous. Only Liza and I fucked with him after he was a big shot.

      “You can’t question me no more, Blaise.”

      I should have known they weren’t lying about fucking him and him still tricking off, because he’d never defended me publicly when they came for me. I always ignored them, due to me not being one for public spats, but he never once checked them on social media. I guess the fact that he spent a lot of time with me and always said the right things, blinded me from those small red flags. But both them bitches were dumb for fucking with a nigga that was claiming a whole other female and acting like he wasn’t dealing with them.

      “You’re really doing this right now.” I sniffled, not ready for the backlash from my mother and the millions of people on social media.

      “Bye, Blaise. Don’t hit me up unless it’s about the baby. And I definitely want a DNA test.”

      Click.

      I stared down at my phone for a minute, then put it on Do Not Disturb because my Instagram notifications were still popping off from people tagging me under the blog post, some saying the rudest shit.

      Snapping from my thoughts, I saw Nichole leaning up against my car with her back to me, so I hit the locks. She heard them and quickly climbed in, sighing dramatically since it was pretty toasty outside.

      “Damn, hoe.” She reached to blast my air as soon as I cut the car on. “So what he say?” I couldn’t talk at the moment, so I just shook my head. My heart ached, and my stomach felt queasy, much queasier than the God-awful morning sickness being pregnant had brought upon me damn near every day. “Girl, Tahani just posted on her story, a picture of her hugging Five from behind. She got the nerve to put the words Always and Forever on it.”

      “I don’t care, Nichole. He ain’t my man anymore.”

      “Damn. Well, you better keep that baby, Blaise. It’s every bitch’s dream to get pregnant by a rich nigga, especially one with fame and status like Five-Star.”

      Tuning Nichole out, I continued driving, wondering how the hell a dream turned so quickly into a nightmare.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night…

      My phone was going crazy on my nightstand, so I turned over in order to see who it was. Not like I was asleep anyway. I’d been up half the night feeling sick to my stomach, with silent tears trailing my face. I was in love with this man and having his baby, yet he threw me away like I was some side bitch he had a one-night stand with. I should have known better though; his reputation with women preceded him.

      Looking at my phone, I saw Five-Star’s name on my screen, and even though I wanted to ignore him, I answered because I was unsure of why he was calling me after our conversation earlier.

      “Hello?” I tried not to sniffle because I didn’t want him thinking he had me up sobbing over him.

      “Aye, baby, did I wake you?” His voice was soft, not like he was trying to whisper, but as if he felt bad for our last conversation.

      “What, Jelani?” I whined, covering my eyes and trying to hold my tears in, but it only made my body jerk. I was never this big of a baby, so I guess the heartbreak mixed with the hormones had me tripping out.

      “Blaise, baby girl, I’m sorry about the shit I said. I love you, you know that. I just don’t like being questioned.”

      By this time, there was a downpour right on my face, but I was too angry and sad to attempt to hide it from him.

      “You were in another fucking state with your baby mama! And you admitted to me that you’ve been fucking her as well as Liza, yet all you can say is you’re sorry and you love me?” I was sitting up in my bed at this point.

      “You right. I shouldn’t have kept that shit from you. But I love you.”

      “Well that doesn’t work for me.”

      “You like your life, Blaise? And the nice shit I get for you? All the Chanel, Gucci, boat trips, Patek watches… I could go on.”

      “What does that have to do with anything?”

      “You stick with me, and I will take care of you. Forgive me for this shit, and let’s move forward.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

      “Jelani, I—”

      “You need me, you love me, and I’m the father of your child, Blaise. It don’t get no better than me. You got me, Five-Star, offering you some shit bitches pray every night for.”

      I hated to, and didn’t want to admit it aloud, but he was right…
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      Three and a half years later…

      “Blaise, they’re ready for you.” A P.A. came into the dressing room.

      “Okay, thank you.”

      I climbed out of the chair I’d been getting my makeup and hair done in, then took off the white robe wrapped around my body. Under, I had on some jean shorts that fit my frame perfectly, showing off my thighs, and then a halter-top that wasn’t too much.

      Today, I was in a music video, and no, I wasn’t one of those hoes dressed scantily clad, shaking their asses right up on the camera lens. I was just gonna be the pretty silent girl who gave the artist random smiles here and there in between lyrics.

      After running my fingers through my hair and making sure my thigh high boots were zipped, I exited the dressing room, headed toward the shooting area. Waiting for me was the star, this singer named Logic, and he was smiling hard. He wanted me in his video badly, and since I was still trying to break into the acting industry, I agreed when he let me know it wasn’t anything vulgar.

      So far, I’d done a few small-time movies, but I knew if I kept working, I would only continue to level up. There wasn’t a day that went by where I wasn’t plotting or planning on being the next Angela Bassett.

      “Blaise.” Logic shook his head in awe. “You’re sure I can’t take you to dinner?” He gave me his sexy grin and rubbed his hands together.

      “I have a man, Logic, and you know this already.” I giggled flirtatiously, giving him a wink, just before the director started to call shots.

      About twenty minutes in, after getting a few scenes, an entourage of men and a few women entered the building. I watched closely as I sipped on my water, curious, and once I saw who was leading the pack, I immediately wanted to leave.

      My eyes followed Five-Star as he walked up on Logic, dapping him up and cheesing too widely.

      Five-Star and I had a very strained relationship. When he offered to keep my life afloat if I still fucked with him, I accepted, but it only lasted for two long ass months. After that, I couldn’t do it anymore, and I didn’t care about what he could buy me nor how well he could take care of me. I was a twenty-year-old fool in love, but I quickly matured. If only I’d known how he’d respond.

      He didn’t take back any gifts, but he let everyone who would listen know that six-month pregnant Blaise had lured him from Tahani and trapped him with a baby. I was baffled by how quickly people believed this, considering I’d been with him, sort of, for the majority of my pregnancy. But I guess because we weren’t exactly flashy with our relationship prior, it was easy to conclude that I was just some jump off.

      Five-Star made it sound as if I was some fuck buddy he’d knocked up, when really, we were in a relationship, with him telling me he loved me and everything. People in the industry knew of his lies because they’d seen me on his arm plenty of times, but all these spectators and fans of gossip on social media, ate up everything he said.

      I was miserable for about three weeks, during all of this, then one morning, I woke up and decided I was going to be strong for my baby that was coming. I also decided that I would do exactly what Five-Star claimed I’d done to him; I was no longer giving my heart to niggas, and the only men that would even get any of my time would have to have a lot of paper.

      Since Five-Star, I’d dated two other guys; NBA player Evan Davis who was a starter, and this rapper named VIP; both balling, and both threw me money.

      My man now, Merlin Patrick, was the CEO of an indie record label and management company named Superior Recordings, or just Superior for short. Yeah, it was indie and, yeah, he only had three artists, but they were big ass artists who’d been dropping nothing but hits for the past two years.

      Merlin had a lot of women after him, was rich as hell, and to be honest, the latter was why I was attracted to him. His looks were subpar, but his pockets made up for that. He treated me just as good as Five-Star used to but even better in certain areas. I honestly felt like I’d struck gold by bagging him, and every bitch agreed. A lot of my peers, hating ass females, were definitely a little jealous.

      I met Merlin just by being in the entertainment industry. I was introduced to a lot of people while dating Five-Star, so I still got invited to places and hung out with some connected people even after our nasty breakup. I somehow caught Merlin’s attention when he saw me somewhere, so he slid into my DM’s on social media.

      Five hated it when I got with Merlin about eight months ago, and it was so annoying seeing him act out all over the Internet and drag my name through the mud yet again.

      I tried to stay as low-key as possible when it came to the media, but with a ridiculous ex and nosy social media, it was a bit hard. I absolutely never responded to Five-Star’s rude comments about me though; I just acted as if nothing was happening, continuing to build my brand.

      “Blaise, can we talk?” The P.A. from earlier came up to me at the refreshment table.

      “Yes, sure.” I smiled.

      Her eyes darted around for a moment before she said, “Today isn’t going to work out with you.”

      “Why? I thought I was doing well so far. I can take criticism, so if there is something I need to fix then—”

      “No, no. You’ll be paid for the time spent here so far, but you can go now.” She turned on her heels and walked her flat ass off, adjusting her headset.

      For a moment, I just stared at her back, blinking repeatedly so that tears wouldn’t fall from my eyes. I knew exactly why this had happened because it was nothing new. And when I felt someone staring at me, I glanced to my left to see Five-Star watching with a smirk, which only confirmed my assumptions.

      Turning away, I headed back toward the dressing room, but before I was even in all the way, Five-Star was on my heels.

      “Jelani, I’m not in the mood.” I tried to close him out, but he made it in, bumping me, and shutting the door behind himself. “Get the fuck out!” I hollered, pissed at him. He only smiled widely, rubbing his hand down his face, making his cologne travel through the air. Per usual, he was dressed in the latest and dripping in the most expensive jewelry and timepieces.

      “Blaise, baby, I told you if you wanna make moves in my city, then you need to work with me.” He moved closer and tried to run his finger down my cheek, but I slapped his hand.

      Tearing up because I was tired of this situation, I replied, “Jelani, just stop. What the fuck? It’s been three years, and you’re still worried about me, why?”

      Since me, Jelani had been with a plethora of other girls, double backing to Tahani and Liza in between. In public, because I wanted nothing to do with him, he made it seem as if he hated me and as if I was nothing but some hoe that he’d regretted sleeping with. However, behind closed doors, he was making my work life a living hell by getting me dropped from jobs he had connections in, in hopes of forcing me to leave Merlin and be with him.

      “’Cause I love you, Blaise, and you know that. Why I have to keep saying this shit?”

      “You don’t love me, Jelani, and I’m not fucking with you like that so bye. Ah—stop!” I screeched when he wrapped his hand around my neck and shoved me into the wall. The excruciating pain from hitting my head almost took me out.

      “Don’t talk to me like that, Blaise. You don’t dismiss no fucking body, you hear me?” he gritted out in my ear. Five-Star wasn’t a small guy by any means, standing at six feet three and weighing… a lot. “If you wanna work, you need to drop that nigga and come back home. If not, you forever gon’ be a broke bitch hoping to make some money. Because LA is mine, and I have the power to control almost everything in entertainment.”

      He loosened his grip on my neck and tried to kiss me, but I turned away, panting.

      “Mmm!” I yelped when he grabbed a handful of my hair, forcing a kiss on my lips, in which I could feel him smearing my lipstick. I didn’t want to cry, but I was so tired of this shit.

      Stepping back, he nodded while wearing that same stupid ass smirk.

      This definitely wasn’t the first time Five-Star had put his hands on me. He didn’t start until after I’d left him for good though. It was three days after I’d given birth because I wouldn’t fuck him. Not like I could have anyway.

      “It’s your choice, Blaise.” He interrupted my thoughts. Staring me down for a minute, he whispered, “You so fucking fine.”

      I said nothing and waited for him to leave, feeling my head and scalp throb.

      Once he was gone, I packed up my things and then headed to my mother’s house. When I got there, it was quiet, so I knew everyone was sleeping already.

      Making my way up the stairs, I entered the bedroom and smiled at the sight of my two- and half-year-old daughter, Island, sleeping soundly. Walking closer, I got down onto the floor to be eye level with her bed and just caressed her head full of hair. She had the supplest caramel skin with beautiful, thick, kinky hair, looking exactly like her stupid ass father.

      Five-Star took care of Island financially mainly, and only saw her about three times a month. He tried to get away with not helping me with her since I wouldn’t be with him, but I filed for child support, which changed all of that. He hated me even more for it, but I didn’t give a fuck; my baby wasn’t going to suffer just so he could like me a little more.

      Then when I got with Merlin, he stopped paying like an idiot, claiming he wasn’t gonna take care of Island unless I was single, but ended up having to give me a huge sum to catch up in the end. The two men I’d dated before Merlin, I was able to keep on the low despite their celebrity status, so Merlin was the first time Five-Star knew of any man I’d entertained.

      Island was the only reason I was working all day trying to make this acting thing take off and the only reason I even paid men like Merlin any mind. I would do anything to make sure she was taken care of, and I had to take care of myself too. Yes, Five-Star paid me a very nice amount in child support, but I used none of it for myself; I made sure of it.

      And lastly, I had to take care of my mother, so right now, a man with a lot of bread was what I needed. Yes, I made a cool amount of money from the few movies I’d done, but that still didn’t mean I was giving a broke nigga my time. Plus, the money, trips, and nice dinners didn’t hurt either. Hell, the house my mama was living in right now was thanks to Merlin. Before, we were all living in my three-bedroom condo Five-Star had gotten me when we were together. My ex before Merlin, VIP, offered to move us, but I declined.

      The saying ‘use what you’ve got to get what you want’ was my motto; I was a pretty bitch, I knew it, and I used it as an advantage in this world. Especially since my mom and daughter could also reap the benefits of my physical.

      And I was naturally pretty; well, kind of. I got a boob job thanks to this one movie I booked that did well. I only got it because after I had Island, they got smaller for some reason. But everything else on my shapely frame was au-natural.

      After about thirty minutes of just caressing my baby, I left the room to take a hot shower. I was too exhausted and irritated to wake Island up and then drive home, so I was just going to sleep here for the night.

      As I put the last of my face lotion on, my phone started ringing on the sink, and I looked down to see it was Merlin. Grabbing it, I swiped across the screen to answer.

      “Hey, baby girl. How did the video go?”

      “It was cool. I got sick halfway through, so I had to go home.”

      I’d given up on telling Merlin about Five-Star’s antics. He was no help. I understood he was mature, despite being thirty just like Five-Star, and a businessman, but a part of me wished he would mix some hood shit in there and fuck my baby daddy up or do something. Five-Star had tried to fight Merlin plenty of times, but Merlin just paid him dust.

      All he did was offer to get me jobs himself, and I just couldn’t do that. I needed to have something in my life that I’d gotten on my own.

      “You ain’t pregnant, right?” Merlin laughed heartily, and I faked one along with him. He wished; I knew it.

      I was never getting pregnant again. I hadn’t had sex raw since Five-Star, and it was gonna stay that way. Plus, it was too hard getting my body back together for my career, to let some nigga I saw no future with impregnate me and fuck it up.

      “Definitely not. But I’ve had a long day, Merlin, so goodnight.”

      “Goodnight, baby girl. Don’t forget the brunch at the yacht party tomorrow.”

      “Of course not.” I half smiled, thinking about it. Merlin definitely provided me with the good life, and I got to meet just about every damn body because of it. I’d made even more connections than when I was with Five-Star.

      Hanging up the phone, I tread down the hall to my daughter’s bedroom, and then climbed in the bed with her.

      Life at times was good… I guess…
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        * * *

      

      Party day…

      “Do I have enough glitter on?” Nichole asked me, sticking her chest out so that her fake breasts were damn near about to poke my eye out.

      Unlike me, Nichole didn’t stop at her boobs. She got some nigga to finance a Brazilian Butt Lift and some shit that made her hips appear wider. Luckily for me, I was pretty blessed everywhere else on my body. I didn’t have the widest hips, actually they were quite small, but my ass was definitely naturally plump, and my thighs matched.

      “Yes, you do.” I shook my head at her and then glanced over at my friend Priscilla.

      Priscilla and I had been cool for a minute now, since just before I got pregnant with Island. Even though I knew Nichole first, I definitely preferred Priscilla at times because she was more of my speed. She was a lot of fun and wasn’t always on me about keeping Merlin or obsessing over finding some rich famous nigga to save her like Nichole.

      I met her the same way I met everyone else, through the industry and at one of the many parties, events, or functions I went to. Priscilla was a background dancer and had gotten a nice amount of cool jobs, dancing for some big names. Although she was doing okay, like me, she felt she had much more to do to achieve her goals.

      Currently, the three of us were riding in the back of an all-black Escalade, courtesy of Merlin, headed to a yacht party. Everybody who was anybody was going to be there, so I knew Nichole would kill me if I didn’t invite her along with Priscilla and me.

      “Excuse me, driver, turn that up please! I heard my man’s name!” Nichole giggled, spritzing herself with perfume as I covered my lips in the Fenty gloss bomb.

      “So you’re telling me that you, thee Ricky AK, has never once stepped out on his wife?” the radio host asked, chuckling. I did the same when I looked over at Nichole, listening intently; she was obsessed with this nigga. He could release a song with just him breathing on it, and she would buy it and play it every day.

      “Hell nah, not once we made that shit official,” Ricky AK replied. “I wouldn’t be here right now, alive, if I had,” he added, making the host laugh and Nichole suck her teeth.

      “You believe that shit?” She looked to Priscilla and me.

      “I don’t know. His wife is kind of crazy,” Priscilla responded, causing me to chuckle.

      “Whatever. All I know is all men cheat, and if I get a chance to meet Frederick Montana’s rich, sexy ass, I’m fucking him.”

      “All men do cheat, except my man, and of course, Merlin.” Priscilla nudged me, and I just raised my brows. “Why that face?”

      “Nothing.” I sighed lowly.

      “Bitch, you better realize you’re winning with Merlin. He’s rich as hell and only gonna get richer. You need to be trying to get pregnant.” Nichole then let a wide grin spread across her face. “Blaise, you’d be the MVP for having two balling ass baby daddies.”

      I just ignored Nichole’s foolish ass and continued to sip on my champagne for the rest of the ride. I wasn’t having anybody’s damn baby, and I especially wasn’t trying to be known as a professional baby mama. At least I was in love with Five-Star when I got pregnant; I was only with Merlin because of his pockets and connections, so a baby was a no.

      I didn’t like to say that I was using him, but the truth of the matter was, I liked him because he had money.

      We got to the dock, and once Merlin was aware, he sent his security to walk us over to the boat. I had on a cute thong bikini that showed off damn near everything. I was proud of my body, considering that I looked like a sack of potatoes for months after giving birth. So the fact that I had tightened up had me wanting to show it off anytime I could. Priscilla and of course Nichole weren’t exactly covered much either.

      As soon as the three of us got onto the boat full of people, the niggas were clocking our moves with their jaws on the floor. Priscilla was beautiful with a banging physique, just smaller, and Nichole was extra thick; her face had always been pretty.

      “Aye, come here.” Merlin gave my friends a fake smile and then escorted me to a room below the deck. I really hoped he didn’t want to fuck because I wasn’t in the mood right now. Sex with Merlin was… okay. Sometimes I came, and a lot of times I didn’t.

      “Baby, you okay?” I asked as he closed the door. He looked nice as usual and smelled good too. Merlin stayed fitted and dipped in plenty of diamonds. His light complexion was blemish free, and his dreads were always neat. He was a nice height and size; not super in shape but not even close to being fat.

      “Why you walking past them niggas smiling and shit, knowing they wanna fuck you, Blaise?”

      “I didn’t smile like that, Merlin, I’m just happy to be at the party.” I frowned as he moved closer to me.

      “Nah, you was on some other shit. Let me find out you’re trying to get fucked by another nigga.”

      “Okay, Merlin.” My voice was dry as ever. This nigga wouldn’t even defend me against Five-Star but wanted me to believe he’d beat a nigga’s ass for fucking me? Sure, buddy.

      “Who is that?” He snatched my ringing phone. “Why is this nigga Five calling you?”

      “I don’t know!”

      “Why the fuck he even got your damn number! You fucking him still?”

      “No! And he has my number because he’s my daughter’s father, Merlin. We have to be in contact!”

      “When you gon’ have my baby?” he asked as if we were even close enough to be discussing that.

      “I told you from day one I’m not having any more kids, Merlin. I wanna go back out to the party.” I tried to walk past him, but he blocked me.

      “Nah, we are gon’ have a baby. It’s either that, or I cut you off. I don’t like seeing niggas look at you and shit, not in person and not on Instagram. Them niggas need to know you’re mine, Blaise, so we having a baby. Plus, I love you and I want kids.” He kissed my lips gently.

      It seemed like every nigga I met was trying to trap me by getting me pregnant, and I didn’t understand why. Even that ball player, Evan, and my ex VIP wanted a baby. Maybe my pussy was as good as Five-Star used to say it was. And speaking of him, he loved to brag to me about how I had his baby and no one else’s.

      The only way I would ever have another child was if I fell in love, and I knew that would never happen again.
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      Text a message, I don't know the number. Flexin' on these niggas, every bone and muscle…

      I took the blunt in my hand to the face as A$AP Rocky’s “Praise The Lord” blasted from every speaker inside of this packed out ass club. I was in Miami turning the fuck up after winning my match tonight against this one muthafucka who swore up and down he was gon’ have me on my ass in under a minute. Shit took a totally different fucking turn when I took his ass out in fifty-five seconds. I even surprised my damn self, and that meant a lot because I was a pretty confident and cocky muthafucka.

      “Pass me that, B.” My half-brother, Manny, nudged me, referring to one of the free bottles of Ace that the club had given me. He along with my homie Will, my ContraBandz Gang, and a nice amount of bitches were posted up, laced with plenty of alcohol and weed.

      I’d only been boxing professionally for about a year and half, and even though I wasn’t making the same bread as Mayweather and shit, people knew me and fucked with me.

      In boxing, personality was big as fuck, and I had a lot of that shit. I talked shit all fucking day, but the key to it was that I backed it up. I’d yet to be knocked down, and even though it was just the beginning, I had faith that shit would stay that way.

      I started boxing when I was just thirteen years old, and initially, it wasn’t some shit I wanted to do. Growing up and living in Inglewood, California, I got sucked into that gang shit right away, so I stayed fighting and doing all types of bullshit that put me in harm’s way. I was an angry little muthafucka, and my parents saw it, so since my dad’s homeboy was a trainer at some boxing gym pretty close by, he signed my ass up to not only keep me occupied, but also to get out frustrations and shit.

      My pops was a cool dude when he wasn’t drunk off his ass. His drinking at times caused him to fight me like a grown ass man and do all types of shit that hurt my mother, including having babies on her, which was where Manny came from. My father got his mama and my mama pregnant at the same fucking time. He swore Manny wasn’t his, however, and if you asked him right now, twenty-five years later, he’d give the same answer.

      I got to see the horrible fucking side of his ass that Manny never experienced since my pops didn’t claim him. Every time that nigga got drunk, he went upside my head, and I could admit that growing up with that turned me into a raging bull.

      I hated a lot of shit, and because I had a short fuse, I was a perfect asset to Neighborhood Piru; the gang that dominated the area we lived in, in Inglewood. By age twelve, I was a full-time gang banger and criminal, whooping niggas’ asses for the smallest things, racking up bodies, and robbing muthafuckas when I was bored. Boxing was somewhat a savior in not just my street life but my at home life since the small checks I got from my fights would pay the few bills my dad couldn’t cover.

      I competed and won as many boxing competitions as possible so I could bring home money, because if my pops couldn’t cover some shit, he’d drink, and when he got drunk, that meant I was getting fucked up and my moms was getting cheated on.

      “Congrats on tonight.” This one bitch with a fat ass walked up on me in the section, smiling hard as fuck. Nah, I wasn’t super famous, at least not to me, but a lot of bitches knew me, niggas too, because of my reputation in and out of the ring. “You want some extra company?” She sat down next to me.

      “I want my dick sucked, if that’s what you mean.” I got right to the point, looking her dead in the fucking eyes. I had enough females on my team and didn’t have time to be playing muthafuckin’ games. If she wasn’t about to top me off, we had nothing to talk about. I wasn’t interested in getting to know her, her fucking background, or even her damn name.

      “Damn.” She giggled, still caught off guard. “You see all this and that’s the first thing you ask for?”

      “I like ya mouth, and I wanna put my dick in it. Is you with that or nah?”

      Before she could answer, my phone buzzed, and I looked down to see Kharla, one of the bitches I fucked on the regular, calling me. She was back home in LA, so we didn’t have shit to talk about.

      “Right now?” old girl asked as I kept my eyes on my iPhone, since now a text had come through from Kharla.

      Kharla: Hey babe I was able to get a flight into Miami. Should be there at your hotel soon.

      Kharla’s ass stayed trying to be laid up under me, and whenever she could, she followed me out of the state. I ain’t really give a fuck because no bitch was about to force me to deal with her ass if I didn’t want to. She could be in the same room, but if I wanted something else for the night, I was gon’ go after it.

      Finally bringing my attention back up, I looked at the pretty girl next to me and said, “Nah. I’ll hit you if I need you tonight.”

      The astonishment on her face was slightly comical, but I played it cool. I could tell by how fine she was that she was used to muthafuckas eating out the palm of her fucking hand. I was never that type, and honestly, never had to be.

      For a long while, getting money, my hood, and boxing had been my priorities, but females never were. I hit them up to fuck, and once I was done with that, it was back to the goal at hand. Most of these niggas lived and died by pussy, and even though a nigga loved it, I would never be out here looking stupid or losing money over the shit.

      She typed her number in my phone, and I took my shit back before she could store her name. I wasn’t gon’ need all that because if I did call, she’d be a one-night thing and nothing else. She was way too bourgeois for me to sign her up to be some constant pussy for when I came to Florida.

      “You have a goodnight, Belly, and I hope you call.” She stood up, and I just gave her a nod, lighting another blunt up. “I’m Vanessa, by the way.”

      I was already deep in another text conversation, gaming up one of my thotties back in LA, as old girl stared me down, waiting for a response. Manny chuckled, and once she was gone, I got right back to the festivities.

      I wasn’t rude to these hoes, at least not in my opinion. I just didn’t feel the need to sugarcoat shit or keep my thoughts to myself. The only thing I wanted from that bitch was some head, and I wasn’t gon’ play like I was on some other shit.

      “I would definitely smash.” Manny watched her ass as she disappeared through the club.

      “Me too, nigga. She just gotta show me that jaw work first.”

      We both snickered lowly and continued to enjoy ourselves. The homie Will couldn’t chime in because he had his bitch Dionne with him. She followed this nigga every fucking where, always wanting to be in the middle of some shit.

      I actually met her before I met him, when I was still an amateur boxer. She was at my first Golden Gloves match like a fucking groupie, so it was no surprise that ten minutes after I met her, she was sucking me up in the back change room. She came to all four of my Golden matches and sucked my dick after everyone. Her face was aight; she was a background dancer, so her body was tight, but that wasn’t enough for me to smash.

      When I met Will sometime later, after going professional, I ran into baby girl again when he introduced her to me as his bitch. Because I didn’t know his ass like that, I didn’t say shit; I didn’t give a fuck. Not to mention I hadn’t seen her ass in a minute and thought maybe she’d changed up, so I wasn’t gon’ throw her hoe past in her face.

      And this nigga Will and I weren’t really friends per se, but we were cool because we worked together; he was the photographer my manager hired to shoot my matches once I went pro.

      Kharla: I’m here at the hotel. What room number?

      “Aight, I’m out.” I stood up, ready to go fuck Kharla. Nothing really caught my eye tonight outside of Vanessa, so I was happy that Kharla had flown her ass over here.

      “Night is just starting for me!” the homie Ozzy exclaimed happily, allowing some bitch to lead him into a dark corner.

      Ozzy, along with Siggy and Cole, were a part of my ContraBandz Gang. We all banged NHP and became the closest while coming up. They still got their money illegally and by doing crazy shit, but I kept them close because they were my niggas. I would never leave my people behind just because I was coming up.

      They came with me everywhere, so much so that it was expected to see them when you saw me at events and shit. They definitely reaped the benefits of my name and semi-celebrity. ContraBandz Gang was just about a group of niggas getting paper by any means necessary and via any avenue possible; it was a movement I’d created. I even had the shit trademarked because it’d become very popular as I became more popular.

      Being a part of this CBG shit was like an automatic pussy getter. According to the streets, niggas had even lied and said they were a part of it like some fucking groupies. For some reason, these hoes were attracted to that shit and wanted to fuck with a nigga from ContraBandz.

      “Must be some pussy waiting.” Will smirked at me, hugging Dionne in his lap.

      “Or I could be getting my rest, muthafucka. One day you’ll have some good shit to slide up in.” I felt Dionne staring me down with a scowl as I dapped Will up, then a laughing Manny.

      “Fuck you, Belly.” Dionne rolled her eyes, tousling her curly hair.

      “I’m good. Ya weave is funky, so I’m sure that pussy is too.”

      “Aye, come on, man. What the fuck?” Will groaned, but I was already on my way out, not in the mood for one of his fuck ass speeches about respecting his woman.

      I wouldn’t have made the weave comment had she not tried to get smart with me. And it wasn’t like I was lying. She’d been tossing that shit all night, and all I kept smelling was ass and tomato paste.

      I honestly didn’t give a fuck that Will had a hoe for a housewife. Shit, the head wasn’t good enough for me to be hating; it was just convenient at the time. I only made comments because she was still in my DM’s on Instagram trying to start shit back up again.

      I left out the back way of the club and hopped into my all-black Range Rover. I remembered when I bought this shit; a nigga was happy as fuck. I’d finally stopped living check to check, or fight to fight as they called it, so I treated myself. I went from making $2,500 a fight with not many endorsements, to making $30,000 a fight. Yeah, that $30,000 wasn’t much, but I’d increased my earnings by over twenty grand in less than a year by staying focused, so I wasn’t worried that I’d be rich as shit soon. Right now, I was what I called extra comfortable; I could buy what I wanted, but just not in excess.

      I made it to my hotel about forty-five minutes later, and as soon as I entered the lobby, I saw Kharla seated on the large plush couch with her bags. Walking up behind, I leaned down to kiss on her neck, and she moved.

      “Fuck you mad for?” I turned my lip up as I stared down at her.

      “You were supposed to be here, Belly. I’ve been waiting for over an hour, and I know you were at some club with hoes,” she snapped, standing up and yanking the handle to her suitcase upward.

      “I wasn’t supposed to do shit but whatever the fuck I wanted to do.” Stopping her from rounding the couch with her shit, I added, “But if you gon’ be acting stupid and shit, aka not giving up the pussy, you can stay yo’ ass down here.”

      “What?”

      “I wanna fuck, and if that’s not what you on, then don’t even go up to my room with all that bullshit. If you gon’ come to the room and act like you my girlfriend, which you ain’t, and like I owe you some shit, I ain’t with it. All I wanna do is smash right now.”

      “Fine. I won’t come.” She plopped back down onto the lobby couch as I pulled my phone out to hit up Vanessa while heading to the elevator.

      “Cortez!” Kharla called after me. “Cortez, seriously?”

      I listened to her voice fade as the elevator doors closed and started up to my suite.

      Not even ten minutes had passed from the time I’d texted Vanessa about sliding through, before her ass let me know she was here. She was way too muthafuckin’ thirsty which was a turn off and another reason why she’d never be my Miami jump off.

      See, I wasn’t like most niggas, but then again, I was. I loved pussy, loved to fuck, loved getting my dick slobbed on, and if it was the right bitch, I loved eating pussy. But I preferred having a set amount of females to slide up in versus a bunch of new bitches. I was an athlete at the end of the day, so my health was important, but also the reasoning for that was that I loved women.

      I wasn’t a complete muthafuckin’ asshole, so I had my moments where I liked to give a bitch some special treatment. But what I wasn’t about to do was give it to some random bop from a club. So I had a few hoes on my team that I liked to play ‘good nigga’ with occasionally when I was in the mood. Kharla was one of them.

      My mama, when we were close, used to always tell me my ways would fuck these hoes up, but it was just how a nigga was, and I saw no reason to change that shit. Some days I wanted to make you feel special, and others I wanted you to leave me the fuck alone if you wasn’t gon’ be bouncing on my dick or letting me bust on ya face like a good little bitch.

      “Hey, I didn’t even think you’d call.” Vanessa grinned before switching into my room.

      I meant to respond, but the weed and liquor had me feeling good. Plus, my eyes were currently locked on her fat ass. I had the urge to bend her over since Kharla was bugging.

      “Me either, but shit changed up.”

      When she laughed, thinking I was joking, I laughed back with her.

      “I saw your fight earlier, and I couldn’t believe how quickly you—”

      “Aye, I have to be somewhere early as fuck in the morning. I’m tired too, so I really ain’t in the mood for conversation. Thank you for coming to see my match, and it’s cute that I impressed you, but my dick is hard.”

      Pausing for a second, seemingly caught off guard, Vanessa finally strutted toward me and dropped to her knees. I smirked down at her since she’d flashed me her pretty smile while unbuckling my jeans. Before I knew it, she had my dick in her mouth and was bobbing like she was in a muthafuckin’ contest.

      “Mmm,” she moaned, mouth filled with saliva as she deep throated my shit.

      “Damn, bitch,” I grunted, staring down and watching her gobble my dick like a pro. I had to rethink not hitting her ass up no more. “Lift ya dress and pull ya panties down,” I ordered her as she continued to suck my dick.

      Her talented ass did as she was told, so I snatched her off by the hair and bent her over the bed. I wasted no time rolling the condom down that I’d retrieved from my pocket, and dove right in. Gripping the fuck out of her hair, I yanked her head back and pounded her shit so hard she busted on me in under a minute. Watching her ass bounce against me was crazy, so after she came for a second time, I let loose in the condom.

      Once I caught my breath, I went to the bathroom to flush it, then hopped into the shower to get the day and this female off me. After cleaning up, I brushed my teeth then came out to see that bitch passed out in the position I’d left her in.

      “Aye, aye, get yo’ ass up.”

      “Huh?” She wiped her mouth, which made my fucking stomach churn.

      “Take yo’ ass home, fucking drooling all on my damn sheets and shit.” I yanked her up lightly.

      She stumbled a bit but grabbed her panties from the floor before fixing her dress.

      “Text me, B—”

      “Not texting shit. Get the fuck out.” I pulled the hotel door open, and she stared up at me for a moment before waltzing out with an attitude I didn’t give a fuck about.

      After slipping some boxers on, I got in the bed, ignoring the hundredth fucking call from Kharla.
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        * * *

      

      The very next day…

      Today was my last day out here in hot ass Miami, so after hopping in the shower, brushing, flossing, and rinsing with Listerine, I went down to the lobby to see Kharla was still there but knocked the fuck out on the couch.

      “You got a problem, muthafucka?” I looked at the hotel clerk who was standing behind the check-in counter. He was staring hard as shit with his nosy ass.

      “No, Mr. Khalil.” He put one hand up and flashed me one of them fake ass closed-mouth smiles that white people always gave.

      Rounding the couch Kharla was lying on, I squatted down and moved her hair from her face. She jumped slightly, and when she opened her eyes to see me, she quickly sat up to fix herself. When done, she looked off, pushing her hair behind her ears, showing she was nervous yet still upset. Her brown hair was disheveled, and her caramel skin was flushed as fuck.

      I fucked with Kharla because she had good pussy, was fine as shit, and she made her own money working as a video vixen. It wasn’t much, but it was better than her being laid up not doing shit.

      She was definitely one of the main pussies I slid up in, so that had her thinking she was my bitch no matter how much I made it clear that she wasn’t. However, I wasn’t like other muthafuckas where I’d sit up and pretend I didn’t make Kharla feel special occasionally, because I definitely fucking did. And I knew that played a part in why she felt she was gon’ eventually be my wife or some shit.

      As I explained before, I loved women. I just didn’t want the same bitch all day, every day, and her trying to clock my fucking moves. Shit like that would make a nigga catch a domestic violence charge.

      “I have to book my ticket home.” Kharla finally looked to me, but then her eyes darted to her lap.

      If I ever did claim a female and try some shit, which I would never do, it wouldn’t be Kharla despite how much I fucked with baby girl. When I met her, she was just starting out in the video shit, and had two small ass babies, one of them belonging to a nigga she was with.

      In no time, I was fucking her regularly, and she was done with his ass. And once I started to have to travel for fights and shit, or go places late at night, she abandoned her children pretty much to trail me. I truthfully didn’t give a fuck about any of that shit because I was just fucking her, still am, but any female that could leave her kids pretty much just to fuck with me, would never be someone I even thought about trying to do right by.

      Only time Kharla spent with her kids was when I’d send her on her fucking way so I could lay up with one of my other hoes. She’d be all over social media posting cryptic messages about finding someone who appreciated her, and videos with her kids as if she was a good mother. None of it bothered me. Shit, I actually hoped she did find the nigga she was pretending she wanted, because Cortez Khalil would never be that shit for her. Not for her and not for the next bitch. I didn’t care how long I’d been rearranging ya guts. I’d been having sex since I was ten years old, so the shit yielded no feelings for a nigga.

      “My bad,” was all I said to Kharla before leaning up some to kiss on her neck. Even though she’d been down here all night, she still smelled good as fuck. As I continued to kiss on her collarbone, she started to sob a little bit. Shit was nothing new.

      “Fuck you crying for?” I pulled back and looked up into her eyes.

      “Because I love you, Cortez.” She wiped her tears.

      “You know I fuck with you,” was the only response I gave when she started with that love bullshit.

      “It doesn’t seem like it.”

      “I do.” I kissed her collarbone again. “Bring ya shit up to the room so I can fuck you. That’s why you acting out.”

      She half smiled and stood up along with me while I took her duffle bag.

      As soon as we got on the elevator, she asked, “Can we go eat after?”

      Staring her down, I licked my lips, making her blush a tiny bit like always for some reason.

      “Yeah, I can take yo’ ass to eat. I need you to gobble this dick first though.” I put my arm between the elevator doors so she could walk off first and give me a view of her ass.

      “Oh my gosh, baby.” She giggled happily.
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      Nichole: Bitttcchh what is going on?

      I looked down at my iPhone screen to see Nichole’s text with a link following it. I clicked it, allowing it to take me to Instagram, which of course was a post by one of those damn gossip blogs.

      It showed Merlin being thirsty in some Instagram hoe’s comments, and everyone was having a field day tagging me. I didn’t feel too jealous, but I was angry at the fact that he was out here embarrassing me. His actual actions didn’t bother me because I knew he was only doing this shit to piss me off and wasn’t even really feeling this bitch.

      Merlin and I hadn’t been on the greatest terms ever since I declined wanting to make a baby with him. I was so over these niggas humiliating me just because I wouldn’t do what they wanted me to. It was so immature and aggravating.

      “Is he serious?” Priscilla looked over my shoulder as we walked down the sidewalk, heading toward this store in Inglewood.

      “I guess so. I don’t even care. I need to be focused on this audition anyways.” I locked my phone up and dropped it into my Givenchy purse. For some reason, the fact that I was carrying a purse I’d purchased myself made me feel better in this moment.

      “True. I’m just surprised he would even be doing all that. He acts like you’re his everything.”

      “He wants a baby, and I’m not giving anyone a child again.” I shook my head as we entered the store. I needed a white t-shirt for my audition tomorrow, and these little hood stores near the swap meets always had that type of stuff.

      “I don’t blame you, Blaise. Y’all haven’t even been together long enough. Plus, maybe he needs to be trying to marry you before asking you to have his baby.” She sifted through some of the cheap clothes as if she would really wear this stuff.

      “Exactly, but I don’t want to marry him.” I glanced her way, and she nodded sympathetically.

      I loved talking to Priscilla because I knew she understood a lot. Plus, Priscilla had two kids, and it was hard on her when she tried to work, so I knew she would get me with this whole baby stuff.

      “Excuse me, sir, there is no smoking in here!” the lady working in the front of the store spat.

      “Suck my dick,” a male voice replied calmly, prompting Priscilla and I to look in its direction.

      Walking through, smoking a blunt like there weren’t four or five ‘no smoking’ signs plastered everywhere, was a hell of a man. He had to be about six feet four, shit, maybe taller, and he was solid; not body builder type, but he was surely in shape. I knew a simple hug from him would make me cum. Tattoos traveled from his neck, down his long muscular arms, then all the way to his hands, going perfectly with his super pigmented brown skin. The one reading No Good on his inner forearm was very telling.

      His facial hair was low, like his fade, and he had this sexy mug on his face as he took a toke on the blunt, pushing through the store. He ashed it in a newspaper up by the register.

      Turning his hat to the back, revealing his low, sexy brown eyes and surprisingly long eyelashes, he walked up to the elevated part of the counter and began conversing with the old Black man behind it.

      “What’s the champ doing here?” the old man cackled, and when he referred to this Greek God as ‘the champ,’ it hit me that he was Belly, the cocky ass shit talking boxer that people loved yet hated because of how confident he was. I never paid him any mind because I wasn’t exactly a boxing fan, hell, a sports fan period, but got damn was he a sight to see.

      I was staring so hard that when he turned to me, I froze up.

      “Fuck,” he spoke lowly, licking his perfectly thick lips and letting his eyes run down me. “You fine as shit.”

      When we made eye contact again, a sexy wide grin covered his face, and his teeth were a blinding white. Although I knew he made money, he was dressed down in a perfectly fitting white t-shirt, dark jeans, and all-black Chuck Taylors. He had on a gold rope chain, a fly ass Rolex, and a bracelet on the opposite wrist. For some reason, I liked the minimalist in him.

      “Thank you,” I finally spoke. Why the hell was I so nervous? This man had never even crossed my mind unless I ran across some article about him or something, yet he had me feeling like my legs would collapse under me.

      “I wanna fuck with you.” He moved closer, and I admit I was a little surprised by his brashness. This was a straight up and down hood nigga.

      “I’m sorry. I have a boyfriend.”

      “Fuck you telling me for?” He frowned sexily as Priscilla moved closer to me. I felt her stare at the side of my face momentarily. “I got a few bitches I fuck too, but I’m talking about you and me right now.”

      “Well, this is my man, not someone I just fuck,” I low-key snapped. He really just admitted the fact that he had bitches as if that would help his case.

      “I don’t really give a fuck if you got a nigga. He can’t beat my ass, I promise you. Plus, I’m just trying to make you cum because I know he don’t.” With a straight face, he handed me his iPhone with the phone application up for me to put my number in, as if everything I’d just said didn’t matter.

      Foolishly, I typed it in. Why did him offering to make me cum sound so good? And I knew he could do it; I just knew it.

      “Belly, leave that girl alone,” the old Black man chimed in as I handed him his phone back.

      “You know I got a weakness for pretty bitches,” he replied.

      “Excuse me? Who are you calling a bitch?” I turned my lip up. “I ain’t no bitch.”

      Chuckling as if he found my anger comical, he responded, “When I say bitch, I mean females in general. I do want you to be my bitch though.”

      I rolled my eyes, which made him grin again, as I walked past him, pulling Priscilla with me. I placed my things on the counter, and just as the man told me my total, Belly glided past me, gripping my hips in the process. His scent, even though it was mixed with weed, was intoxicating.

      Leaning down, he whispered in my ear, “You don’t wanna be my bitch?”

      I almost moaned in response, but instead, I nudged him off of me, feeling way too turned on. He wouldn’t move though, letting his hands slowly glide up and down my hips as if I belonged to him.

      “Move, please. I don’t want you all up on me,” I stated unconvincingly.

      “What’s your name?” He hugged on my body in a way that caused a shortness of breath. I was nervous and felt like I soon wouldn’t be able to control what I did next. If he put his hands under my dress, I was sure he would feel the wetness in the seat of my panties. And as forward as he was, I wouldn’t put him slipping his hand in my underwear past him.

      “I put it in your phone. Maybe you should look.” I just wanted him off me before I asked to be fucked. And he knew what he was doing.

      “I didn’t ask what the fuck you put in my phone. I want you to tell me.”

      “Blaise.”

      Without another word, he finally released me. His hands felt strong against my body, so even though it only lasted a few minutes, I was horny and had goosebumps on my biceps.

      I shifted a little to watch him walk out after handing the clerk my bankcard, and as soon as he got outside, two dudes walked up on him.

      “The boxer.” One of the men laughed, but Belly paid them no mind as he went around them. “You think you the shit ’cause you moved up in life, huh?”

      “Oh shit,” Priscilla mumbled when the one who hadn’t said a word pulled a gun out and pressed it to Belly’s back.

      Belly turned slowly to face the men, towering over them only slightly since they were tall too. Finally, he smirked and then took a seat on the hood of what looked to be a ’67 Chevy Impala, waiting for them to kill his ass, I guess. Yeah, he was definitely a little off. It was probably all of them punches to the head in the ring.

      “If y’all gon’ shoot me, hurry the fuck up because I got shit to do.” He lit up a blunt as the men stood there, gun still out.

      WHAM!

      Before I knew it, the gun was in Belly’s hand, and he went across the face of the gunman with his free one, knocking him out cold. The man who’d done the talking darted off, running like he was Forrest Gump, and Belly was right on his heels, finally catching him when they got across the street. Immediately, he started whooping that man’s ass like he was on the clock.

      “Wait until his crazy ass dips.” I grabbed Priscilla who wanted to leave out the store now.

      A couple minutes later, Belly stopped, leaving the guy on the floor and walking to his car. We waited until he turned it on, cranked his music up, and then sped out of the area.

      “This is why I don’t like coming to the hood for any damn thing,” Priscilla fussed as we finally left out with my things.

      “Me either. I can’t believe my ass used to live over in these parts.”

      Laughing, Priscilla added, “But girl, I had no idea that nigga Belly was really about that life. You know most niggas front for the internet.”

      “I know—”

      The sound of some loud ass music that was a Jeezy song, cut me off mid-sentence. I looked to my left and saw Belly in his all-black Impala, with the passenger window down, grinning at me with his cute self.

      “Aye!” he hollered as if I didn’t see his foolish ass. “Stop fucking walking.”

      For some reason, I did, so he swooped closer to the sidewalk Priscilla and I were on since there was an indenture there.

      “Yes?” I frowned.

      “Come to my next fight.” He licked those supple lips as his eyes cascaded down my body for the hundredth time.

      “No. I have some other place to be.”

      “Please, beautiful.” His voice was still deep but had a sexy raspiness to it that made my clit perk up at its sound. That smile, that vibrant brown skin, those muscles, the tattoos… He was beyond handsome, and he knew it; I could tell.

      “Can my boyfriend come?” I felt myself smiling.

      He turned his music down a little bit then brought his attention back to me.

      “You can bring that nigga if you want to, as long as he don’t have an issue when I try to take you with me afterwards. I’ll beat his ass, and you probably won’t wanna fuck with him after that,” he spoke coolly so I believed him.

      “I’ll think about it.”

      He chuckled and then turned his music back up before speeding off down the street.

      “Oooh, you like him.” Priscilla nudged me, snapping me from my thoughts.

      “Umm, no. He’s not my type at all.”

      “He may not be your type, but what about your pussy’s?” Priscilla laughed, and I did so along with her.

      I couldn’t stop imagining him fucking me ever since he’d mentioned doing so back inside of the store. I knew the dick was good; I could look at him and tell. He wasn’t shit, and ain’t shit niggas always had the best stroke.

      Just as the thought crossed my mind, I’d gotten a text.

      +1 (323) 555 - 8862: Belly.
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      Later that evening…

      I’d just finished putting Island to bed, when I heard my phone ringing down in my kitchen. Coming to the front, I entered my large dining area then grabbed my phone off the table to see it was Merlin. We hadn’t talked all day, because I refused to hit him up about his behavior earlier. I didn’t have the energy, and I wasn’t in the mood. And no matter how many people tried to bring his bullshit to my attention on social media, I didn’t respond.

      “Hello?” I answered dryly.

      “Oh, you mad now?”

      “Merlin, what do you want? I have to get to bed so I can be up tomorrow for an audition. Maybe you should call that bitch you were being thirsty for earlier.”

      “I don’t want her. I was just trying to show you that you ain’t the only female I can be with. And I wanted to make you get some act right.”

      “I’m not a child, Merlin.”

      “Nah, you’re not a child, but you be around here acting like you ain’t got a fucking man like a bird. Posting sexy pictures on the gram, dressing like a hoe when you out, and coming on my fucking yacht with a thong on like you crazy.”

      “I was like this when you met me!”

      “I don’t give a fuck! Now that you’re with me, you need to tighten up. Y’all women do all this to catch a man that can save you but then act like you don’t wanna be saved.”

      “Merlin—”

      The beeping of my phone made me pause, and when I pulled my iPhone from my ear, I saw Belly was calling me. I hit ignore and then put the phone back to my face.

      “It’s time to settle down, Blaise. You can’t be acting the same now—”

      “Settle down? I’m twenty-three years old, Merlin. I’m not trying to settle down. I want to have fun, work, and take care of my daughter.”

      “See, this the shit I’m talking about. You…” he continued talking, but my phone was beeping again. I saw it was Belly, again, so I quickly told Merlin to hold on.

      “What?” I answered, irritated.

      Click.

      I looked at the phone to see he’d hung up, so after trying to understand what had happened for a few seconds, I snapped out of that then got back on with Merlin. As he talked and talked about my hoe tendencies, all I could think about was why that nigga had hung up on me. Just a couple minutes later, the beep came through again, and I immediately switched calls, not even giving Merlin the courtesy of saying hold on.

      “Hello?” I answered.

      “That’s better. I don’t know who the fuck you was talking to when you answered the first time,” Belly replied in his sexy voice.

      “I was talking to whoever was on the other end of the line,” I spat. He wasn’t about to punk me.

      “Nah. Why I have to call twice for you to pick up, Blaise?” I could hear the wind on his end, so I knew he was driving.

      “Because I was on the phone with my boyfriend, so I couldn’t pick up. You should text me when you’re about to call so I can let you know if it’s okay or not.”

      He laughed heartily and mumbled something.

      “Nah, I’m gon’ call whenever the fuck I feel like it, and I expect you to pick up. I don’t give a fuck if y’all are on a date.”

      “And if I don’t?” I smirked.

      “I’ll just pop up on you.”

      “How will you know where I am?”

      “I have my ways, and you bet not be with him if I do pop up, or I’m gon’ be hot as shit. I’m telling you right now.”

      “You don’t even know me.” I giggled, plopping down onto my soft plush couch.

      “I’m a jealous muthafucka though, occasionally. And since I’m trying to fuck with you, I don’t want another nigga in yo’ face, even if he is ya nigga.”

      “So you wanna be my man then?”

      “Nah.” He snickered. “I said I wanna fuck with you, not all that other shit.”

      “What makes you think I’d ruin my damn relationship to be one of your fuck buddies, nigga?” I was angry now, and I wasn’t sure why.

      “Because you’re talking to me, not his hoe ass, and you mad right now which means you wanna fuck with me too.” I listened to him drink something then he added, “My match is in Vegas. I’m gon’ fly you out. I’m hoping you let me fuck you, but we can chill either way.”

      “Okay,” I replied with a simper. I still wanted to hang out with him despite what he’d just admitted to me.

      This would just be for fun…
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      “You’re getting faster, that’s good,” my trainer, Victor, commented as he removed his hand targets.

      I was tired as shit because this nigga had me doing the most today. My Las Vegas fight would be my first televised match, so both he and I wanted to be sure I backed up all the shit I talked and kept my undefeated record. The goal every time I got in that muthafuckin’ ring was to knock my opponent on his ass and come out that shit a winner.

      “I didn’t think I could get any faster, but if you say so, nigga.” I shrugged with a grin, making Victor shake his head.

      “If a nigga ever knocks you down, he’ll be gloating for years with all the shit you talk, Belly.”

      “Yeah, but that ain’t gon’ ever happen, at least not in the next two decades.”

      Victor nodded, just as my manager, Carson, approached to go over business shit with me. After about an hour of chopping it up with his ass, I dipped out to get ready for this party shit I was rolling through on.

      Spring, this well-connected music mogul who also had his hands in other shit, was throwing this big ass party at his even bigger ass mansion up in the hills and shit. Nigga threw the best exclusive parties, and if you knew me, you knew I didn’t miss a spot where I could drink and mingle with some hoes.

      My phone started ringing as I drove home, and when I looked at the screen, I saw it was Sienna. Sienna was this bitch I’d been fucking with for almost a year now. Like Kharla, she was on me, 24 fucking 7, and acting like I was her nigga. Kharla knew about Sienna and vice versa. Both them bitches were equal in my life; something to fuck on when I wanted to, and something to be extra with when I was feeling like being a nice ass nigga. Neither one of them were sexy ass Blaise though.

      “What’s up?” I answered as I exited the freeway.

      “Hey, baby, are you busy today? If so, it’s fine. I can ride along. I don’t mind,” Sienna cooed. I guess because all last night was spent blowing her back out, she thought today was gon’ be some sort of fucking continuation.

      “Yeah, I’m busy.”

      “I can come to you—”

      “Sienna, if I wanted to see you, I would have hit you up, aight?”

      “Okay. Well, I don’t work today, so let me know,” she replied sadly like her ass always did.

      I met Sienna at the strip club one night after she offered me a dance. She was sexy as fuck, so of course I wanted to hit, and I did. Her pussy was good, so she became a consistent fuck, like Kharla, but I always noticed she had this somber ass look on her face at times. I soon found out she had a boyfriend that was kicking her ass, and even though she was just some pussy to me, I ain’t like that shit, so I beat his ass… badly.

      Ever since I ‘saved’ her from that, she’d been feeling some type of fucking way like I was her nigga, or I was gon’ eventually be. I got it, but nah. Not to mention, she was way too sweet for my liking. I wanted my girl to have some spiciness to her, like fine ass Blaise.

      I couldn’t wait to fuck baby girl, because I was sure that pussy was good, and she was the prettiest bitch I’d ever seen, on God.

      It was rare that I approached females and asked for their numbers because usually, if I wanted to fuck, it was gon’ be a one-time thing. On top of that, contrary to popular belief, I wasn’t into slanging dick to a bunch of random females constantly. I gave a fuck about my mans below. But when I saw Blaise, I had to act like I had some muthafuckin’ sense for a minute, since I knew she definitely wasn’t the type of bitch to let me fuck without even taking her number down.

      I got home around fifteen minutes later and immediately hopped into the shower since it was already 9 p.m. Training ran over an hour longer than I’d planned for, which I didn’t mind, so I was behind.

      Just in case I wanted something to fuck, I hit Sienna’s ass up, and she came through happy as hell to roll with me. Manny said he’d meet me there, but I was sure he was taking some random stripper back to the crib to fuck raw. That was one nigga who had the ultimate faith in his pull-out game. Stupid ass.

      As Sienna and I rolled to the party in my whip, she reached over to hold my hand, but I quickly moved that shit.

      “We made love last night, and I can’t hold your hand, Belly?” She stared at the side of my face. Her comment made me chuckle a little bit.

      “I was fucking you, but if that’s how it felt, I ain’t gon’ argue with you.” I shrugged, making a left turn.

      She was quiet, just as my phone buzzed, and I saw it was a text from Will. I tapped my text log, which displayed the last few people I’d messaged, and just read the preview of what he’d sent on the screen of my car.

      “Blaise?” Sienna commented; I ignored her. “Is that Blaise Cansino? The little actress chick?”

      “I don’t know, is it?” I glanced her way and then turned my attention back to the road.

      “You fuck with her?” Sienna’s voice was trembling. “I didn’t think a girl like that was your type.”

      “What, fine as fuck with a pussy? Oh nah, that’s exactly my type. Quit acting jealous though; it’s no need.”

      “Because you’re not messing with her, right?”

      “Not yet, but I’m hoping to.”

      Was I supposed to lie? I was a single man, and at twenty-five years old, I had no plans to settle down any fucking time soon. Plus, Sienna knew I had other women—Kharla and a few others for example—but she stayed panicking when she thought a newbie was coming.

      “Well, I hope you know, word on the street is that she’s a trap-star. She was her baby daddy’s side chick and trapped him with a baby because he’s rich.”

      “Sienna, any female that fine was the one getting trapped, not the other way around. Now mind ya fucking business before I put yo’ nosy ass out on the sidewalk.”

      I wasn’t one of those niggas that got turned off because a female used to be a hoe or had a bad reputation. Shit, if she was a hoe, that was better for me; more likely that I’d be able to fuck. Wasn’t like I was about to marry the bitch.

      We finally made it to the front of the large home, and there was a valet nigga standing outside, waiting. After throwing my car in park, I looked over to see Sienna looking sad as shit again. Taking her hand, I kissed the palm of it. She turned to me and stared for a little bit before a smile broke through.

      “I love you, Cortez,” she whispered.

      “Then act like you about to have a good time with a nigga then, aight?” I looked at her, and she nodded with a smirk.

      Hopping out my whip, I rounded the car and opened the door for Sienna so she could climb out. The dress she had on was little as fuck, hugging her body perfectly. I kept it simple per usual in just a Polo shirt, jeans, and some Gucci sneakers. My watch, chain, and bracelet were my only drip for the night.

      “I ain’t got shit on me,” I told the security nigga when he pulled his device out to scan me.

      “I know, but it’s proto—”

      I bumped the fuck out of him and then led Sienna inside without being scanned. I was used to ghetto ass parties, like the ones my hood threw, and niggas wasn’t out there getting scanned and shit.

      My manager Carson always talked about how I would have to let go of the hood, but it was much harder than it fucking seemed. I was a thoroughbred Inglewood nigga, and my family, Neighborhood Piru, pretty much shaped how the fuck I was gon’ be. Had it not been for boxing, I probably wouldn’t have even made it to twenty-five.

      As soon as I was in the party, muthafuckas were dapping me up and greeting me. I saw a bunch of females eyeing a nigga, but what caught my eye was Blaise holding hands with some moist looking ass muthafucka. He was running his mouth as she stood there, glancing off every now and again.

      She was wearing this orange dress that looked good as fuck against her rich brown skin, and like last time I saw her, she had her dark wavy hair hanging down her back. Her body was sexy as shit, thick in all the right places and toned in all the right places. I had no idea she’d pushed a fucking baby out until Sienna mentioned it, and right now, a nigga was still in fucking disbelief. For some reason, she was even sexier to me.

      “Here.” I handed the fuck ass champagne flute the hostess had given me to Sienna and walked off across the party. Slickly, I put my hand into Blaise’s free one as I passed her, tugging her around the corner which was outside by the big ass pool.

      “What are you doing?” she spat. For a minute, I just looked down at her, liking the way the moonlight hit her pretty ass face. This house was high up on the fucking hill, so the moon seemed close as hell. “I have to go back in.” She turned to leave, but I gently grabbed her hand again. My eyes quickly darted to her nice plump ass. Fuck.

      “If you didn’t wanna talk to me, you wouldn’t have let me pull you from that nigga. And he ain’t looking for you. Chill.” I tugged her back toward me, and I could sense how nervous she was. Hemming her up against the wall, hidden behind a cement pillar, I hooked her chin to look down into her eyes. “Come with me somewhere right quick.”

      “No. Didn’t you just walk in here with another girl?”

      “No.”

      “Yes you fucking did. I saw you.”

      “So why you ask me?” I frowned. “And why the fuck you ain’t come speak to me when you peeped me?”

      “Because I have a man, I don’t know you, and you were with a girl.”

      “You got too much attitude, but I got a cure for that shit.” I put her hand at the crotch of my jeans, prompting her to snatch away which made me laugh. “Nah, on a serious one though, come somewhere with me.”

      “I can’t, Belly.” She shook her head and then let her eyes bounce around the people outside.

      “Come with me, or I’m gon’ take you with me, and if I have to take you with me, ya man is gon’ see and get fucked up when he tries to press the issue.”

      I was dead serious, and once she realized that, she nodded her head. Since I’d been to this nigga Spring’s house before, I took Blaise through the back way. I honestly would have walked her through, past her nigga, and dared him to say something, but I knew Blaise wouldn’t go for that shit.

      When we got outside, I had valet bring my car around and then held the passenger side open for her. She hesitated but then got in.

      “Stop!” She laughed, swatting my hand when I gripped her ass roughly. I couldn’t help it.

      Closing her door, I rounded the car to my side then hopped in before pulling off. Once we got to a dark spot, near a cliff, I pulled over and threw my shit in park. Unbuckling my seat belt, I turned my body toward her a little bit to admire.

      “So why you with that nigga? ’Cause he rich?” I got right to the point. I wasn’t sure why I wanted this girl so damn badly when I knew I wasn’t gon’ be serious, but I did.

      “No, because I like him and I enjoy his time.” She kept her attention straight ahead as she talked, and when done, she looked down into her lap to toy with her little ass purse. I noticed she had on a lot of nice things. She smelled expensive too, and sweet.

      “So then why you give me your number? And why you out here with me if you enjoy his bitch ass so much?”

      “Becau—stop.” She was caught off guard when I brought her over into my lap. She didn’t move though.

      “Finish.” I moved her hair from her face.

      “I don’t know why I’m out here, but we should go back now before your little friend notices you’re gone.”

      “I ain’t worried about her, and you shouldn’t be either. That’s funny that you’re jealous though.” I smiled, slowly making her straddle me. She tried to stop me, but I was way stronger than her ass.

      “I’m not jealous.”

      “You are. It’s obvious, baby. Any time a female puts little in front of something, that means her ass is bothered.”

      She rolled her eyes with a smirk, and when she looked off, I kissed on her neck. The scent of something sexy as fuck hit me immediately. I let my hands run up her smooth silky thighs, until I reached her panties. Looking down, I tugged the waist of them a bit so I could see them muthafuckas.

      “Belly,” she whispered.

      “I want you so fucking bad,” I replied, reaching between her legs and moving her panties over.

      Sucking on her neck, I pushed two fingers inside of her and almost nutted at the fucking feeling. She reached down to grab my wrist to stop me, but again, she wasn’t strong enough, and she wasn’t even trying that hard. I continued attacking her neck while gliding my fingers in and out of her pussy, and when she started to whimper, that shit got my dick hard as fuck.

      “Oh, mm,” she released on my fingers and tried to stop me yet again, but I kept going. “Please,” she begged, giving me the sexiest sex face I’d ever witnessed.

      “You gon’ come to my match?”

      “Mmm.” She licked her lips, trying to ignore me, so I brought my thumb up to toy with her clit while I finger fucked her. It took everything not to pull my shit out and stretch her, but I had no condom on me.

      “Yes, yes, okay!” She sniveled, just as she came yet again. I had to taste it.

      Once she caught her breath, she hurried back to the passenger seat, fixing her dress and shit. Without another word, I turned my car on and blasted my music, busting a bitch to head back to the party. The valet took my car again upon arrival, but I had to jog around because Blaise’s ass had hightailed it toward the house again.

      “Come here!” I yanked her ass back to me, and before she could say anything, I had my lips against hers and my tongue in her mouth. “I can’t wait to make you my bitch,” I spoke against her lips. I guess she ain’t realize she was kissing me back, but she eventually snapped out of it and yanked from me.

      We both entered the house, and I went straight to the bathroom to piss and wash my hands.

      “Where did you go?” Sienna met me right outside of the bathroom with her thirsty ass.

      “Don’t worry about it. Let’s go. I wanna fuck.”

      Sienna followed me right out the door of the party without saying shit else. As we walked out, my phone buzzed, and I saw it was a DM from Instagram.

      NicholeIsBae: How many times do I have to message you to get a reply boo? I’m ready to be a part of the team. Lol. I do not mind sharing your fine ass.

      I shook my head at this thirsty bitch that messaged me every fucking day. I never said shit back and didn’t know the bitch from Adam, but I guess she was a ‘fan’. Locking my phone and ignoring her weird ass as usual, I waved for valet to get my whip.
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      Saturday morning…

      “Mommy, cookie.” Island put her little hand out.

      “No. You had a cookie already. Grandma will give you one tonight as long as you’re good, okay?” I kissed her face as we walked up to my mama’s front door.

      “No.” Island pouted, and I just laughed before slipping my key into the door. My mother was right on the couch, so I placed Island down in order for her to run to her toys in the corner.

      “Excuse me, Island, hello.” My mother giggled as my baby paid her no mind, eyes on her things.

      “Okay. I should be back on Sunday, Mama. Thanks again.”

      “Where are you going again?” She stood up and moved closer to me by the front door.

      “Just to Vegas to see a fight, that’s all.”

      “Who’s fighting?” she asked suspiciously.

      “This guy named Lamont Boyd and then… Belly. His name is Cortez Khalil but—”

      “I know who that is. Since when did you take such an interest in boxing? Or did someone convince you to go?”

      Exhaling heavily, I replied, “Belly invited me, but it’s nothing like what you’re thinking.”

      “Does Merlin know you’re going?”

      “Ma, it doesn’t matter if he knows, okay? I’m just going out there to see the fight and to have some fun. That is it.”

      “Blaise, Merlin is a good man, and he makes a lot of money, so unless this new man makes more than him, leave it alone.”

      “I don’t know who makes more. I don’t even know this man. I am just going to see a boxing match live.”

      “Well that’s something that you should think about. You have Island as well as me depending on you, and you cannot afford to fuck up what you have with someone like Merlin, unless it’s worth it.” She rubbed her fingers against her thumb to signify cash.

      My mama was always on me about getting and being with a rich man, ever since I experienced puberty. It got worse when she saw the benefits of me dating Five-Star. It was like he’d created a monster. She hated everything about him until he started splurging and buying us both things. She still didn’t approve of my pregnancy, but for her own selfish reasons, not because she was a concerned mother.

      Since I was a teenager, I’d been her little meal ticket, and even though I didn’t mind taking care of my mother, it made me feel like I wasn’t worth anything but a stack of cash to her.

      “Well you have nothing to worry about, because Merlin and I are just fine. This Vegas thing is a girl’s trip with Nichole and me. I promise,” I half lied.

      Nichole was coming since Priscilla had a dancing gig for an award show airing live tonight. Belly gave me the okay to bring someone since he said we’d be going to a party before splitting off to be alone.

      I was a little nervous to be by myself with him again after what happened at that party earlier this week, but for some reason, I couldn’t turn him down.

      Despite his handsome yet rugged looks, he was charming in a hood fashion. He made sure to call me at least once a day, just to see how I was doing and hear my voice. I was blushing just thinking about it.

      I knew nothing about him, but I liked him. How frank yet smooth he was, and how he didn’t really care about certain things that most freaked out over. Plus, I was sort of itching to test his dick game out. I definitely wasn’t the cheating type, but I couldn’t help my thoughts when it came to him. I just wondered how many women were thinking just like me about his ass.

      “Okay, great. Well, have fun. Not too much fun unless we know what his bank account is like, okay? Sometimes those newly professional boxers make peanuts, Blaise.” My mom returned to her seat.

      “Yep.” I walked over to Island to hug and kiss her before standing back up to kiss my mother, then I left out.

      I drove over to Nichole’s so we could go to the mall and pick out an outfit for tonight. Our flight was in a few hours, but all my shit was packed and ready. I just needed a new dress… don’t ask why. I had front row tickets though, and if he saw me while in the ring, I wanted to look fly.

      “Hey!” Nichole hopped into my car after putting her luggage into the trunk. “Why are we going to Vegas again?”

      Since I asked her last minute, I didn’t really give her all of the details. I just let her know I wanted to go and asked if she could come. Nichole didn’t really have a job, other than getting paid to post shit on Instagram, so she was typically always free. We both had millions of followers on the social media app, so it was easy for us to make money with a simple ad post. Only difference was that I was actually working on a career, and Instagram was Nichole’s only career.

      “To see a boxing match. Lamont Boyd and that cocky nigga Belly are fighting.” I didn’t know why I felt like if I mentioned the other guy’s name first, no one would suspect that I was going for Belly. “We have front row seats, so we wanna be dressed; it’s televised.” I noticed Nichole’s facial expression was odd, so I kept glancing her way as I drove toward the mall.

      “Damn, how did you score front row? Merlin must have gotten them, because the only way you can get those seats is if you’re balling out of control, or you’re fucking one of the contenders.” When I didn’t respond, I guess she caught on. “Wait, you’re talking to one of them? Lamont is cute.”

      “I’m not talking to him per se, we’re just acquainted… I guess. But no, it’s not Lamont. It’s Belly.” I chuckled, thinking of his ass. I noticed Nichole was silent, which was a rarity for her talkative ass.

      “Belly? When did you meet him?” I could hear the frown in her tone.

      “Priscilla and I were out in Inglewood one day, looking for a plain tee for my audition, and he was there.”

      I pulled up to a red light, and when I looked over at Nichole, she was wearing a perplexed expression while staring straight ahead. It was like she was trying to understand what I’d said to her.

      “So wait, you ran into him, and he just invited you to come see him fight? And got you front row? I know you don’t plan to fuck with him, right? He’s only doing all of this because he wants to sleep with you, Blaise,” She ranted off, going one hundred miles per minute. “Like, he personally invited you?”

      “Relax, bitch, damn. Yes, he personally invited me, and ain’t nobody about to sleep with him. He asked me to come watch his damn match, and I agreed. It ain’t even all like that.” I was quiet for a second, but then I joked, “But if I did want to fuck him, I think it’d be worth it.”

      “Do you realize how many bitches he has? I heard he rotates them. Why would you mess up what you have with rich ass Merlin, for a nigga like Belly who’s just gonna add you to his harem of bitches? It makes—”

      “Nichole! Calm the fuck down! We’re gonna go to Vegas and enjoy the match, aight? I don’t wanna hear anything about Merlin or what I should and shouldn’t be doing. I don’t even know this Belly nigga, and you’re doing way too much right now. You act like you wanna fuck him.”

      “Well, I don’t.”

      “Me neither, so great.”

      There was silence in the car for the next few minutes, before Nichole finally broke it.

      “Sorry, boo. I just don’t want you getting done dirty like how Five-Star did you. Merlin is a safe choice, especially because you’re not in love with him or anything.”

      “I appreciate that, but I have no plans on becoming anything with Belly. And even if I did, I will never fall in love again, so no man can do me how Jelani did… ever.”

      I had confidence in what I was saying, but the fact that Belly had me liking him more than I liked Merlin in only a matter of a week and a half was a bit scary. But then again, I highly doubted any man could get me in the place Five-Star had. It just didn’t seem feasible.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “I can’t believe that nigga had me in coach!” Nichole rolled her eyes as we rode in the Uber to our hotel.

      I’d messaged Belly about it while we were waiting to take off, and he told me he had his manager book them. He explained that he would only pay for me to ride first class, and fuck whatever friend I was bringing. I didn’t tell Nichole that though.

      “I’m sure it was a mistake.” I laughed just as we pulled up to the Ferrari Hotel. I did not expect to stay somewhere so nice, despite the fact that Belly’s fight would be inside of here.

      They helped us with our bags and then after checking in, we were escorted to our nice suite. I couldn’t pronounce the Italian name it had, but I do know it was nice as hell.

      “Biittcchhhh!” Nichole rushed around the suite looking at everything. “I hope like hell that you know he plans to get some pussy. He’s not spending this much bread on you just to chat later.”

      “That’s his bad.” I followed her, admiring the beautiful decked out spot.

      “Mmm, and the owner is fine as hell I heard. Hope we run into him.” Nichole’s hoe ass giggled, snatching the shower door open to take a peek. “His name is Ashonti. You know he got some good dick if he has a bitch’s name.”

      “Isn’t he married? And what about Ian?”

      Ian was this NFL player that she’d been dating for the last two months. She was obsessed with him because he spoiled her.

      “Being married means nothing to these niggas, and Ian has been acting funny.”

      After looking around some more, we went to have dinner down inside of one of the lounges before heading back up to shower and get all dolled up.

      I had on a very tight red dress that was reminiscent of lingerie due to the all the see-through lacy areas. My whole back was out, showing a little side boob, and I had on some red YSL sandal stilettos to match. I let my hair hang since I’d gotten it freshly done yesterday, just for the night. Nichole had on some short white number that was off the shoulder and cut out on a portion of her stomach. She paired it with white Dior boots, and her chestnut brown bob was freshly styled as well.

      I noticed Nichole was on her phone a lot, typing away and looking distressed. It was probably Ian.

      We took a couple pictures and boomerangs for Instagram in the full-length mirror, and then after I got my full body shot and Nichole hers, we headed down.

      On the way to the venue where the fight was being held, my phone started ringing, and I saw it was Merlin. My heart was beating out of my chest as I slid my thumb across the screen to answer.

      “Hey.”

      “Why the fuck you in Vegas and ain’t tell me, Blaise?”

      “It was a quick trip. Nichole and I are just here to see the boxing match tonight.”

      “Aight.” He got silent like he was thinking then exhaled heavily. “And, baby, I’m sorry about the Instagram shit. I hope that’s not why you’re acting out.”

      “No, Merlin, and I have to go now.”

      “Need some money? I can transfer—”

      “No, no, I don’t need any money. I have money, thank you. Goodnight, babe.” I quickly hung up and put my phone on Do Not Disturb for anyone outside of my favorites list, so only my mom’s calls would come through since she had my baby.

      “I’m telling you, you gon’ fuck up something good for a nigga who ain’t shit,” Nichole commented, but I ignored her.

      We got up to the front since our tickets were front row, passing the long ass line of people waiting, and someone showed us to our seats. We were literally dead smack in the middle. I was in awe at how many people were inside of here with signs and all kinds of shit. It was packed already, and people were still outside waiting to get in.

      “Y’all are beautiful, I just had to say.” Some Black guy smirked at Nichole and me, and we just gave closed-mouthed smiles in response.

      “Oh, there goes Belly’s crew, them ContraBandz niggas.” Nichole pointed to a group of three guys seated in the section adjacent to us. They were all nice looking and dressed to impress. I liked that Belly seemingly didn’t have any bum niggas in his circle.

      “ContraBandz? What are those, his homies?”

      “Pretty much. If you see them, you know he’s usually somewhere close by.”

      “You sure know a lot about Belly.”

      “Not really. You just don’t pay attention to the internet, boo. I like to know all the tea and information.” Nichole winked, and I shook my head with a smile.

      About thirty minutes later, everyone was inside, at least I hoped, because it looked full in here, and it was loud as hell. “Taste” by Tyga was playing loudly as everyone clamored and moved about, trying to get to their seats. I had no idea boxing matches were this live. While we waited, Nichole and I grooved in our seats to the Tyga track until it faded out.

      “Oh shit,” Nichole commented, making me chuckle when they lowered the lights.

      They announced the Lamont guy, stating his measurements and everything, before he came out into the ring. Next was Belly, and the announcer began reading off his measurements, his titles, and the fact that he had no losses as of yet.

      I don’t know why, but the fact that he was undefeated kind of turned me on. I felt my neck stretching as I looked around constantly, waiting for him to appear.

      “Hailing from Los Angeles, California, and known as The Hood’s Champ, Cortez ‘Belly’ Khaliiiiiiil!” the announcer shouted just before blood curdling screams waved over the entire venue it seemed. Nichole and I looked at one another chuckling, because we were both in disbelief.

      My eyes were glued to Belly as he walked into the ring, cocky as ever. He spotted me a few moments later, and that sexy arrogant smile he always flashed spread across his handsome face. I felt myself getting hot, so I tried to play it cool, giving him a quick smile before looking away. I definitely couldn’t be alone with him.

      “What?” I asked Nichole, since when I turned away she was already watching me with a weird look. Instead of responding verbally, she just shook her head to say ‘nothing’.

      The fight began, and it was very intense. Both men were large, explaining why they were called heavyweights. I thought I would be kind of bored watching, but I was literally on the edge of my seat, praying that Belly won simply because I didn’t even know the other guy. I’d heard his name like once, but he wasn’t as known as Belly, that was for sure. And by the looks of the crowd, he didn’t have as many people rooting for him either.

      “Ayyyye!” The whole venue damn near shot up out of their seats to shout and cheer when Belly was declared the winner. To be nice, I stood as well and clapped for him along with Nichole.

      A long ass twenty-five minutes went by before everything died down and people started to sit back down or get ready to leave. Both Lamont and Belly had left the ring by this time, so Nichole and I stayed in our seats, not sure what to do.

      “Excuse me, ladies, how are you?” A tall white man approached after about another forty-five minutes, smiling. He appeared to be in his late forties with ice blue eyes and glasses. “My apologies. My name is Carson Freed, and I’m Belly’s manager. You’re his guests, so I’m gonna go ahead and escort you to the back.”

      “Okay, great,” I replied.

      “And which one of you is Blaise Cansino?” he inquired.

      “Me.” I flipped my hair since it was in my face, and he nodded before turning to walk way.

      We followed Carson through the large amounts of people, watching him shake hands and joke with them along the way. When we got to the back after passing security, Carson told Nichole to wait by the side before waving for me to continue. We made it to a door with Belly’s name on it, and after Carson knocked, he yelled for us to come in.

      “I have Miss Cansino here.” Carson held the door open for me.

      I entered, seeing Belly changing. He already had on sweats, socks, and them nigga Nike slides. He was shirtless, so it prompted me to look away. However, it was too late, because I’d already seen his mahogany colored chest covered in tattoos somewhat. He knew what spots to leave clear of any artwork, and it were those chiseled ass abs.

      “Come to my room with me so I can change,” he said.

      “Oh no, I—”

      “I wasn’t asking you. Come on.” He opened the door and held it for me.

      “Stop!” I yelped, because when I walked past him, he grabbed me up and kissed me while groping my ass. “There are a plethora of cameramen back here.” I pushed him, but he didn’t budge.

      “So if there were no cameras, it wouldn’t be a problem?” He got in my space.

      “Yes it would, because I don’t know where that mouth has been.”

      “Where you want it to be?” He started kissing on my neck, palming the small of my back.

      “Blaise.” Nichole walked up, so I pushed Belly as hard as I could. It didn’t move him, but he got the picture and let me go.

      “Oh, Belly, this is my friend, Nichole.” I introduced them.

      “Hey! Nice job out there!” She stuck her hand out to him, but he just threw his arm around my shoulders and kissed down the side of my face, while walking me toward the back exit.

      When he let me go, I was relieved, because I knew plenty of people were back here recording and taking pictures. Once Merlin saw all this, it was gonna be hell to pay. I just prayed that no one posted anything.

      I texted Nichole to just go up to the room until it was time to party, and then continued following Belly to an elevator that led up to his room. While riding up, my phone buzzed, and I saw Nichole had replied.

      Nichole: This is one of his girls.

      Attached was a picture of some light-skinned broad with curly, blonde hair. She was clearly a stripper just from the type of picture. The next photo was a screenshot of a moving video, I guess something on her Instagram story, and she strategically kept Belly’s tattooed forearm and icy Rolex in the frame, I guess to show she was with him.

      Me: Talk to me about something else, because you’re doing too much.

      I admit what she’d sent me was bothersome…
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      When the elevator opened on my suite floor, I took Blaise’s hand in mine to lead her off the elevator. She tried to pull away, but I wouldn’t allow that shit.

      “We should hurry up because my homegirl is waiting.” She fidgeted a little bit as soon as we got into the room.

      “You talk to your nigga like that?”

      “Like what?” she frowned.

      She was pretty as fuck, and her body was no joke; looked real too from what I could see. I didn’t give a fuck about real or fake bodies anyway. As long as that ass bounced the same when I hit that pussy from the back, it could be fake as fucking Milly Vanilli.

      “All smart and shit, trying to boss a nigga around.” I slipped into the bathroom to cut the shower on after I had my clothes out on the bed along with my light drip for the night.

      “I talk to him normally, like I’ve been talking to you.”

      “Nah.” I hemmed her up against the wall once I came back out. “You got a fucking attitude. That shit is sexy, but I’m gon’ tone it down a little bit because you be having me fucked up.”

      “Ain’t nobody toning nothing down on me.” She folded her arms to create space between us.

      “Soon as I drop some dick off in you, you gon’ get some act right. I’m not worried. Chill out though while I clean up. I won’t be long.”

      I was in the shower for about fifteen minutes, and when I got out, I texted the homies to let them know I would be there soon so they could secure the section and shit.

      After I sent the text, I peeped I had a few DMs from some hoes, so I scrolled through to see if anything caught my eye, and saw that Nichole bitch had messaged me for the sixth time today.

      I’d never checked her profile out, but I was sure she was the female here with Blaise. They had the same name, and she had a thirsty ass look in her eyes when she peered up at me.

      NicholeIsBae: Do you fuck with a girl named Blaise?

      NicholeIsBae: She has a man already. She won’t like how you get down, but I don’t mind.

      NicholeIsBae: Wow so you do mess with her or plan to… I still wanna fuck with you though… Even though you were rude today…

      So it was the same bitch. Shaking my head, I locked my phone and placed it down on the sink counter.

      Wrapping my towel around my waist, I walked out into the room to see Blaise laid on top of the bed with her heels beside her. She was on her phone, so I climbed onto the bed and snatched it from her hand.

      “That was rude.” She chuckled as my hands went up her dress. “Cortez—”

      “I want you to relax for a quick second, aight?” I spoke lowly, kissing her pillow soft ass lips a few times. She said nothing, but I could tell she was holding her breath.

      Reaching for her panties, I brought them down her smooth brown thighs and kept going until they were off. Pushing her dress up a bit more, I propped her legs onto my shoulders and started to suck on her clit slowly, twirling my tongue around it every now and again.

      “Mmm,” she cooed when I elevated one of her sexy thick thighs so I could let my mouth dig deeper. Her pussy tasted like water, and the scent had me on one. Nah, it wasn’t no stupid shit like strawberries or vanilla, it was just… pussy; clean pussy, which was one of my favorite smells.

      She came quicker than a nigga expected, so I continued to suck on her like I had a point to prove. I felt her caressing my fade as she let out these sexy ass whimpers, so I went harder in the fucking paint until she was letting go all in my mouth, covering my lips and facial hair.

      “Shit,” I grumbled, placing a nice juicy kiss on her lower lips as she let out a shuddered breath. Coming up, I sucked on her lips before sliding my tongue into her mouth to kiss her nastily. “You know I want you, right?” She said nothing as we kissed a little bit more. “Come on; we gotta go.” I squeezed her thigh and climbed off of her to go brush my teeth. I chuckled on the way there because she was still baffled by what had just happened.

      She joined me in the bathroom to use one of the towels to clean herself, before slipping her thin underwear back on.

      After washing her hands, she asked, “Do you have a girlfriend? Or girlfriends?”

      “I got a few homegirls I fuck, why?”

      “Because of all this you’re doing with me. I’m sure your girlfriend wouldn’t approve.”

      “You got a nigga, so don’t worry about all that.” I walked past her out of the bathroom. She stayed in there for a minute, obviously peeved as fuck by my response.

      Walking out, she sat down to put her shoes on and said, “Well after tonight, don’t fucking hit me up, and while we’re out, don’t be all over me because—”

      When she rose up, I was right up on her, looking down into her short ass face.

      “Let’s get something straight right muthafuckin’ now, Blaise. I’m not yo’ current nigga, ya ex nigga, or any other muthafucka in yo’ life that you’re used to coming out ya fucking mouth sideways at. I’m a grown ass man, and you gon’ fucking talk to me like I’m one. I don’t play that bullshit. Say something else smart, and I’m gon’ snatch you up by ya fucking hair and have you on ya knees sucking my dick as an apology.”

      “Okay, I’m sorry.” She backed down with the muthafuckin’ quickness.

      Since I was dressed, I slipped on my watch and bracelet then pocketed the keycard for my room. As I walked by Blaise, I paused, leaned down, and kissed her lips gently as fuck, before taking her hand in mine to lead her out of the suite.

      After Blaise called Nichole, we entered the club since I’d told the bouncer her name and to unfortunately let her ass in. Blaise and I headed up into the VIP section of Canopy as people danced their asses off to “Chanel” by Young Thug. I dapped the homies up and then introduced them all to Blaise as she stood there looking fine as shit. I couldn’t stop thinking about eating her pussy earlier, and low-key wished I hadn’t brushed the taste from my mouth.

      “Nigga.” My brother Manny gave me a look and slapped my hand as Will shook his head.

      “I know,” I replied, laughing at his reaction to beautiful ass Blaise.

      “Teach me yo’ fucking ways,” Manny stressed. “Whole team is solid.”

      “I’m saying.” Siggy gave Manny a look as I brought Blaise into my lap.

      “What does that mean?” She looked over her shoulder at me.

      “Nothing.” I kissed the corner of her mouth.

      By the time her homegirl came up, I had rolled up my weed, so I lit it up and took a deep toke on it.

      “Don’t get that in my hair,” Blaise whined, turning her body in my lap some and swinging her hair to the opposite side.

      “You so fucking bougie.” I laughed, and so did she. “Try it.”

      “I’ve smoked before.”

      “Not with me.”

      She stared for a minute before flashing her pretty smile, and then she put her lips to it. For the next few minutes, we passed the blunt back and forth, and I could tell her little ass was high as shit. Not to mention we’d shared three fucking glasses of Hennessy. I offered for her to have her own glass, but she insisted she only wanted a sip, which was a lie.

      “You lit,” I whispered just before we kissed slowly. Her lips were juicy. I felt her homegirl watching us on the sly as Ozzy got all in her grill, trying to fuck with her. “I wish you weren’t because I can’t fuck you now.” I pecked on Blaise’s neck and collarbone, then between her breasts. I’d never wanted to smash a bitch so badly in my fucking life.

      “I usually only get like this with my friends, because Merlin is like my damn daddy when we go places.”

      “That’s why I’m taking you from him.”

      She shook her head and covered her face for a moment before looking back down into my eyes. I didn’t think I’d ever seen a female this fucking pretty, and I’d seen a lot of cute ass bitches. This one female Maia was a close second, but Blaise was for sure number one.

      “I can’t deal with you, Cortez. I have a baby, and you have a certain lifestyle that I can’t have around her.”

      “Yet you right here, in another state, dealing with me. So what the fuck you talking ’bout?” I started to kiss on her neck as my hand glided up her thigh and under her dress.

      Before she could say anything, I began thumbing her clit as the music continued to blast over the club.

      “We’re in public.” She laughed, giving me a wide grin before moaning softly and nibbling on her plump bottom lip.

      Ignoring her, I leaned my head closer for a kiss, and she reciprocated immediately.
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      A few hours later…

      We left the club around 3 a.m., and I made Blaise come to my suite instead of the one I had her in with her friend. I would have cancelled that shit, but I knew Blaise would have to move all her shit out, and it was too late for all that. So once she got some shit to sleep in and use for tomorrow, it was back to my spot.

      “Let’s shower,” I told her as soon as we got into the room.

      “Together?” She smirked, leaning up against the wall. Her hair was disheveled as shit, but nothing she did could be unattractive at fucking all. She looked happy as hell, and I hadn’t noticed until now that she looked the opposite usually.

      “Of course. Bring yo’ fine ass on.” I walked into the bathroom, pulling her by the hand behind me.

      After cutting the water on, we started to undress, and I expected her to be like most females, all shy and shit when naked in front of a new nigga, but she wasn’t. Her body was insane like a muthafucka, and she knew it as she stared me in the eyes while tying her hair up.

      “Just a shower and nothing else.” She smiled and then walked past me to get in.

      I followed behind her like a kid in a fucking candy store, then got right to soaping her body up. She didn’t say shit as I felt on her as if she was my bitch, and she was. I didn’t give a fuck about the nigga she had back in LA at all. And once he got word of what I had his girl out here doing, he wasn’t gon’ do shit about it but get his ass knocked the fuck out.

      Once Blaise and I were both clean, we changed and then got into the one big ass bed I had in here.

      “I swear I’m not trying to seduce you. I really wear this to sleep.” She was sitting, propped up on her feet as I laid down on my back.

      She had on some little ass cotton shorts that were damn near panties, and some kind of bra shit.

      “I don’t mind.” I rubbed up her thighs. They were thick and smooth like butter. A nigga couldn’t wait to be in between them muthafuckas.

      She got quiet for a second and said, “I haven’t cum that hard like I did in the club tonight in months.” She laughed when I jerked my neck back to look at her.

      “Fuck is you talking about? You ain’t been fucked in months?”

      “No, I have, I just haven’t been… you know. Unless he eats my pussy. I shouldn’t be telling you this.” She laughed again, covering her face for a moment.

      “Let me make you cum.”

      “You already did—”

      “Nah, like actually. Every woman deserves that shit. I feel bad for ya pussy right now, on God.”

      “You just want an excuse to fuck me, Cortez.”

      “I don’t need to make shit up, baby. You know I wanna fuck you, but I’m serious as shit. Let me make you cum, and then I’ll stop once you do.”

      I was hoping like hell she didn’t have some phenomenal ass pussy that would make it hard for me to keep my promise, but baby girl definitely needed some good dick.

      “No—”

      “I’m not asking. Come here.” I sat up, throwing my legs off the side of the bed.

      Hesitantly, she crawled over, so I brought her around to sit in my lap. Reaching into the top drawer, I grabbed the condom box I had stashed in there and pulled one out.

      “So you just knew this was gonna happen?” She looked down at the box.

      “No, but I knew it was possible I would fuck somebody.” When I said that, she tried to move from my lap, but I kept her in place. “Aye, one thing you gon’ learn is that I don’t sugarcoat shit. I always say how I feel and answer shit honestly. You asked if I knew I was getting pussy, and I told you the truth, straight up. Regardless of all that other shit though, right now I wanna fuck you until you cum.”

      “Okay.” She nodded. Blaise was feisty as hell, but she just needed somebody to shut her ass the fuck up sometimes.

      After putting on the condom, I laid her on her back to remove her bottoms. Kissing down her stomach, I sucked on her inner thighs before trailing my tongue up the length of her pussy slowly. She was soaking before I even got to that point, so I knew she’d been wanting to get fucked by a nigga for a minute.

      Picking her back up, I made her straddle my lap and then positioned the head of my dick at her opening. She gripped my shoulders as I brought her down onto my dick, forcing my way inside of her. Her pussy was tight as fuck. She was paralyzed at the moment, so I moved her hips up and down as she whimpered, until my dick was gliding in and out with ease.

      “Mmm.” Her voice trembled as she came that fucking quickly.

      “You want another one?” I asked her, and she nodded, face twisted up as I put her legs on my shoulders.

      I began pounding her pussy like I was tenderizing meat, and like the last time, she was creaming down my shaft in only a couple minutes. I fell backward, gripping her hips and enjoying the fuck out of this pussy. I knew she had some good shit, but damn. And watching her ride my dick right now was like a damn dream.

      “Oh my gosh,” she cooed, tensing up before cumming again.

      “Shit, Blaise, baby, get off.”

      She did as I asked but slowly, so I yanked her up and then made her face the other way before bringing her pussy down onto my mouth. It was something about eating her pussy, and now knowing how good the shit felt made it taste even fucking better. Once she let loose again, I licked her clean and then put her on her back.

      “Fuck.” She panted, almost like an aftershock as she breathed heavily while I lied between her legs.

      “Aye, I go to St. Louis tomorrow. You’re coming with me. It’s just for a day, aight?”

      “Okay.” She nodded.

      We kissed for a little bit before getting up to clean ourselves, and then passing the fuck out.
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      My eyes fluttered open to see the beautiful tall ceiling of this Ferrari suite, and last night’s memories flooded my mind right away. Looking over to my left, I saw Belly was gone, so I quickly sat up.

      “Ah,” I whimpered softly. My pussy was sore as hell, which I wasn’t even expecting. Belly was very well endowed and hammered me like it was going out damn style, so I shouldn’t have been surprised.

      But right now, I was panicking because he wasn’t in the room. I came here talking all of that shit about just watching him fight and ended up doing a whole lot more.

      When he offered to make me cum, it was too hard to turn it down, because Merlin hadn’t brought me to an orgasm in months. My attraction to Belly, in conjunction with his offer, was a deadly combination that I fell for. And the fact that he made me cum in a couple minutes had me feeling some type of way. I wasn’t sure if I could leave that dick alone. Plus, his pussy eating skills were for the books. Shit.

      I wasn’t the cheating type at all, but something had just come over me last night; the same feeling I always got when I was around him. And now that damn feeling got me fucked and dumped.

      Grabbing my iPhone, I was surprised to see I had a text from him on my screen. Swiping over, I opened it right away.

      Belly: Had some interviews this morning. We’re leaving this afternoon.

      I smiled, realizing he hadn’t dipped out on me, and then went to text Priscilla.

      Me: I let him.

      Priscilla: Fuck you? How, Blaise? Lmao.

      Priscilla: I actually knew you would. NO ONE just hangs with niggas like Belly. They’ll get you to bust it open. Lol.

      Me: Lmao! I don’t even know how, but he didn’t finish so it doesn’t count right?

      Priscilla: Nope! Lol.

      I put my phone up then went to take a hot bath so I could soak my bottom half. Once out, I brushed, flossed, then rinsed with Listerine, before slipping into some tights, a tube top, and my Yeezy 700’s.

      Luckily, I’d brought a bunch of extra outfits, so I would be fine out in St. Louis. After calling my mother to check on my baby, I left out to head back to my suite to see if Nichole wanted to go eat.

      “Damn, I thought you forgot about me.” Nichole sucked her teeth when I walked into the suite and sat down.

      “Nope.”

      “Why are you smiling so hard? Did you sleep with him?” Her eyes widened as she brushed her hair. She was in a pair of the smallest shorts ever and a tube top.

      “No. We didn’t do anything, just chilled and went to sleep,” I lied. No way was I about to tell Nichole’s ass I let Belly hit… kind of.

      “Hmm, well good. I’m proud of you for not messing around on Merlin.” She put her brush into her purse. “Our flight leaves in a few hours, so if we’re gonna go eat, we should go now.”

      “Oh, it’s just gonna be you. I’m going with Belly to St. Louis for a day.” I stood up.

      “For what, Blaise?”

      “Because I want to go, Nichole. I’m grown. I do what the fuck I want to do when I want to do it.”

      “I get that, but I’m just confused on why you’re traveling with him if it’s not even like that between y’all.”

      “I just told you why. Now come on, I’m hungry.”

      I wasn’t about to explain to Nichole’s ass or anybody else my decisions. I was twenty-three years old and wasn’t about to be living like some fifty-year-old who’d been married for thirty years. I was young, and I liked to experience things.

      And the fact that I’d taken a liking to Belly was another plus. He was fun and very different from what I’d been experiencing with Merlin. Don’t get me wrong, Merlin wasn’t some dried up ass grandpa, but he was nowhere near as carefree as Belly, and that was a turn on.

      At breakfast, Nichole seemed to be bothered, and I guess it was because she really didn’t want me traveling with Belly. I understood she was being a friend, but she was doing way too much. If I wanted to get some side dick, she should be all for it and shut the fuck up; kind of how Priscilla did. This was why I would have much rather she came versus Nichole.

      “You know I could come to Missouri too if you don’t wanna go alone since you don’t know him like that.”

      “I’m fine, Nichole, but thanks.” Just as I was about to speak, my phone started ringing, and I saw it was a number that I didn’t have stored. “Hello?”

      “Hi, is this Blaise Cansino?”

      “Yes, this is she.” I sat up straight, having no idea what this call was for. I didn’t like getting random phone calls when I was away from my baby.

      “Hi, my name is Martha, and I work for Silver Fox Pictures. You recently auditioned for the movie Drain, and we wanted to go ahead and offer you the part of Amanda. Would you be able to come down this Wednesday and discuss the details?”

      “Yes, of course. What time?”

      “Would 9 a.m. be fine? We have a lot to talk about, and then we want to get some photos and things.”

      “Yep, that’s perfect. I appreciate the opportunity. Thank you.”

      “No, thank you. See you soon.”

      I was smiling so damn hard that Nichole frowned in response as if I were weird. This Drain movie was something I really wanted because it was going to a few theaters and Netflix. It wasn’t some worldwide theatrical release, but it was definitely a start. This would be my first film that went to theaters, and the feeling of my hard work finally paying off was euphoric.

      “I got that part; the lead part I auditioned for.” I finally said something since Nichole was still staring.

      “Damn, congrats,” she replied somewhat dryly.

      I doubted Nichole was exactly happy for me, but like always, I never saw her ass as a friend per se; just an associate. I just kind of kept her around when I needed a companion if Priscilla couldn’t come. By saying that, I didn’t expect much from Nichole. I didn’t trust her because only a fool would, hence why I didn’t mention somewhat fucking Belly, but she was useful for things like this Vegas trip and when I needed a lunch or nail shop buddy.

      We ordered some brunch and just talked while we ate. Hurriedly, we went back to the room so Nichole could get her things and get to the airport.

      “Where did this big ass bouquet of roses come from?” Nichole frowned as we walked further into the room.

      On the brown wooden desk, there was a glass vase with red roses inside. There had to be about 75 to 100 of them, and they were so vibrant and beautiful.

      “No idea.” I walked over and grabbed the pink card sitting in them, then opened it slowly in case this was for Nichole from her man, Ian.

      You better like this shit. - Belly

      I laughed a little louder than I wanted to, so I covered my mouth to lower the volume.

      “What?” Nichole asked, taking the card from me as I surveyed the flowers. It was so beautiful that I wanted to post the picture I took on Instagram, but I knew I couldn’t. Them blogs, Merlin, and everybody else watched me like a hawk. And once Merlin saw a bouquet of roses, knowing he didn’t give them to me, he’d go berserk. “He gave you this and you didn’t sleep with him?” Nichole added.

      “Yup.” I half smiled, admiring the arrangement. “Come on, bitch, you have to go.” I turned to give Nichole a look. After staring at me strangely like she’d been doing all weekend, she scoffed then got to gathering the rest of her things.

      Belly was quite the charmer with his rude ass…
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        * * *

      

      St. Louis, Missouri…

      It was around 4 p.m. when we got to St. Louis, so after dropping our things off at the hotel, I went with Belly to a meeting almost. Technically, he was just picking up some shoes, but the sneakers were the latest collaboration between the Off-White brand and Nike. Belly was the first person to get an exclusive pair.

      I watched as they took pictures of his sexy ass, along with the designer and a few other people in which he signed things for.

      “For you.” He handed me a box of shoes as we left out with his manager and them ContraBandz niggas in tow. Will, who I learned was his sports photographer, was there too. His brother Manny came along to Missouri, but he was back at the hotel sleeping.

      “Aww, thank you. You’re so sweet.” I giggled, flipping the custom Nike box top open to survey the shoes. They were dope as hell, and I knew they’d be hard to get because the Off-White Nike collaborations were always gone in seconds.

      “Kill it,” Belly replied to my coo, making me chuckle as we climbed into the all-black truck.

      We put our shoes and other merchandise up in the nice ass Four Seasons hotel room, and then Belly and I decided to go have an early dinner before going out tonight with everyone.

      We ended up at this rooftop restaurant inside of the hotel, and it was such a nice atmosphere. You could literally see almost everything because the restaurant was on the eighth floor.

      “So is this a date?” I asked. The sun was setting already, so the temperature was perfect for what I had on. I wasn’t dressed up because this ‘dinner’ was unexpected, but I did have on a tight pink dress.

      “Yeah. Come sit over here,” he replied.

      I got up to sit by him on the couch portion connected to the table, and he moved a little bit before putting his arm around my shoulders.

      “Do any of your other family members come see you fight? Or just Manny?” I asked once the waiter placed our drinks down and left.

      “Nah.” He moved his arm away from me, making me think I’d asked the wrong thing. “Just Manny, but he’s one of my cornermen, so he kind of has to be there.”

      “Is he all you have?”

      “You nosy as fuck.” He chuckled subtly, taking a sip of his bourbon.

      He wasn’t dressed to impress either, but the simple gray shirt, dark jeans, and gray Chucks looked sexy on him as usual. Tonight he just wore a watch and bracelet with no chain. And his smell, it was rogue and woodsy with a hint of sweetness, making it so perfect. I’d gotten used to it by now, and I loved it. I had to figure out what it was.

      “I’m sorry. You’re just so mysterious in a way, so I wanted to know if you had any family.”

      He looked straight ahead for a minute, at the white people seated near the small fountain, laughing. He wasn’t staring at them per se; it just seemed like he was thinking.

      “I had a brother, but he’s not around. My pops, I don’t know where he is. He was always a drinker, especially when money wasn’t there. He got me into boxing actually. But yeah, when I was seven, he and my mom broke up, then when I was sixteen, he disappeared from my life altogether; he just left one day and that was that.

      My mama… she and I don’t really fuck with each other like that. Growing up, I was into a lot of shit outside of boxing, and some bad shit happened, so I’m not her favorite son, I can say that.” He looked to me and I nodded slowly.

      “Okay, we have the grilled chicken croquettes for an appetizer.” The waitress appeared and set them down. “Enjoy.”

      “Thank you,” I said lowly since she was already skating off. “What did you do outside of boxing? Gang banging?”

      “How you know?” He gave me a half smile. He was so handsome, and the way the light shone down on his smooth, deep brown skin was heavenly to look at.

      “I grew up in LA; most of y’all niggas are gang bangers.”

      He laughed.

      “Yeah, you right. Neighborhood Piru… Rogers Park.”

      “See, I be knowing.” I tossed my hair back, and he just smiled. “Also, I saw that NH Belly tattoo on your hand earlier.” I chortled when he made a face at me.

      “Had me thinking you was a gangsta bitch and shit, but you a muthafuckin’ fraud.”

      “I’m not!” I chuckled. “Even if I didn’t see it, I would have known. You gave me banger vibes back at the t-shirt store.”

      “Whatever, fraud.”

      Chuckling, I asked, “Why the nickname Belly?”

      “The word belli with an ‘I’ means war… conflict. That’s why it’s in words like belligerent, bellicose, rebellion. Growing up, I was always fighting and going at it with niggas, so people started calling me Belly, but with a ‘y’ because that ‘I’ shit is gay.”

      “Wow. I wasn’t even close. And you have like an eight pack now, but I assumed you were fat as a kid or something.”

      “Nah.” He grinned, sipping his drink again. “So why you fuck with a nigga that ain’t ready to murder muthafuckas when you leave his side?”

      “Huh?”

      “I took you… at the party, and he ain’t even think twice about it.”

      “Oh.” I shrugged. “He’s like that when he’s at those industry events. He’s into them, trying to do business instead of relaxing, so his mind is elsewhere.”

      “My mind was on my fucking match the whole time, but I kept an eye on you.” He looked down into my face seriously. I looked away because I had nothing to say. “Made sure you stayed put the whole time, next to your ciabatta bread titty having ass homegirl.”

      My jaw dropped at his insult on Nichole’s boob job.

      “Do not say that about her. Mine aren’t real either.”

      “I don’t mind fake shit at all, long as it looks good to a nigga. But you need to check on her ass because them muthafuckas are about to burst open.”

      Snickering, I replied, “Don’t be mean to my friend.”

      “She’s for sure not ya fucking friend, Blaise.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “Whole time we were in Vegas, she was messaging me, trying to fuck with me. Granted she’s been in my DM’s for months, trying to get fucked, but she was doing the most to try to get in front of you and on me.”

      I was usually never surprised by Nichole’s antics, but I didn’t think she’d try to fuck a nigga that was clearly interested in me on the low. Then again, this was Nichole, a homegrown hoe through and through.

      “That’s Nichole for you. I know how she is.”

      “Well as long as you peep game, it’s all good.” He sat back, looking good enough to eat. “Who’s your baby’s father?”

      “Five-Star, the producer,” I answered begrudgingly. “I thought everyone knew that, unfortunately.”

      “I’ve heard different things, but I wanted to know from you. Am I gon’ have to fuck him up, or does he let you be?” he inquired nonchalantly, so I knew he’d do it.

      “He’s cool,” I lied. “We broke up before I even had my baby.”

      “Why?” he quizzed immediately after I said that.

      “He was cheating on me too much. I tried to work it out because I was young, stupid, thought I was in love, and pregnant with his baby, but it didn’t work. And after I ended it, he just hated me and was mean to me, or roughing me up all the time, so yeah… that’s done.”

      When I was finished talking, Belly kissed me. His lips were cold and juicy, making my clit throb slightly. After a few more pecks, he pulled away, so I wiped some of my gloss off of him. To be so rough, I loved how soft yet passionate he kissed. It was so good that I hated to kiss him while out, because it always got me wet.

      “Niggas are stupid as fuck. I definitely ain’t the best nigga, but I’m not about to have a female pregnant with my kid and doing dumb shit. I’m not making no muthafuckin’ babies until I’m ready to do that whole family thing, which will probably be never.”

      “Never?” I was a little bummed to hear that when I shouldn’t have been. I had a man.

      “Unless it’s yo’ fine ass.” He pinched my chin, grinning hard and showing off his perfect smile. I knew he was lying, but for some reason, it made me feel better. “You private as fuck on social media; I like that. I mean, as far as your personal life, because you do post a lot of sexy pictures.”

      “I only post bikini shots here and there though.”

      “You’re sexy as fuck even with clothes on. The way you position ya body and shit, your facial expressions… You’re just sexy naturally, so it comes off in ya pictures, even the fully clothed ones.”

      “Well thank you.”

      “You blushing and shit. Fuck you blushing for?” He smirked. I was so embarrassed that I looked away and took a sip of my wine.

      The food finally came, and we continued to talk over dinner. Belly was a very interesting person, and to my surprise, I liked being around him for reasons other than his good looks. It was a bittersweet feeling because just this quickly, I was starting to like him, but I shouldn’t have been. Outside of the fact that I had Merlin, Belly had ‘friends’, and that wouldn’t work for me.

      After dinner, we went back to the room so we could change for the club tonight. I was honestly happy as hell that I’d come out on this random trip, because I’d been having a lot more fun than expected; those multiple orgasm sessions being one of the most fun.

      “Come here,” Belly commanded as soon as I removed my dress. I only had on my panties at this point.

      Walking over in the lowly lit room, I watched him stare me down in awe. Once I got close, he started to kiss me, passionately but hungrily, while backing me to the bed. Throwing me down, he took off his shirt, then his jeans, before removing his boxers. He climbed between my legs after grabbing a condom, and began removing my panties.

      “Cortez, I have a boyfriend,” I whined.

      “Too late for all that shit.” He started to suck on my nipples, toying with my nipple rings, and then made his way down until he was face to face with my pussy.

      Slowly, he kissed on my thighs as my middle ached, yearning for his mouth. Finally, making eye contact with me, he took my clit into his mouth and began sucking. My back arched as my hands grasped the bedspread, while he held my legs a part. I was drenched already, so the sound of him eating my pussy could definitely be heard.

      “Cortez,” I whimpered, feeling my body become stiff and my knees slightly knock.

      Roughly, he re-parted my legs, groaning out of pleasure while eating me. I let loose right into his mouth, and he rose up a little, going harder. I couldn’t do anything but scrape at his fresh haircut as he brought me to another orgasm. Pulling away, he licked his lips slowly while staring down between my legs.

      “Top it off.” He nodded down to his dick once he was standing.

      Crawling toward him, I got comfortable on my feet and took his dick into my mouth. Gripping my hair, he tilted my head back and began fucking my face as he nibbled on his lip. He was so tall, solid, and sexy with a nice amount of ruggedness.

      “Shit. I wanna feel yo’ throat,” he grumbled, gliding in and out of my mouth as he looked down at me.

      I let him take complete control, allowing him to fuck my face as I let my saliva flow and my tongue snake around. He pulled me off, flipped me over, and pressed the top half of my body into the bed, before putting the condom on. He groped my ass cheeks with his strong hands, then spread them before forcing the tip in.

      Grabbing my waist tightly, he began pounding me hard, making our skin clash and clap. Right when he got me on edge, he slid out slowly as hell, making me cum all over him.

      “Oh my gosh.” I panted. My body collapsed, so he pinned my hands to the bed and pummeled my pussy from behind like it’d be his last time.

      As I sniveled and cried, he sucked on my lips, never slowing up no matter how many times I came.

      “You tired, Blaise.” He groped on my ass as he kissed down my completely wet back.

      I couldn’t respond as he bit my ass cheek before lifting my bottom half and sucking my clit very gently. It was nice and slow, yet because I was sensitive at this point, I came in seconds.

      Turning me onto my back, he pressed my thighs into my body and then slid back in. He watched himself for a few moments, going in and out of me, before he let my legs down and lowered himself. He latched onto my body tightly as I locked my legs around him, and as he kissed me hungrily, he beat my pussy up to the point where I was silent.

      “Fuck,” he growled, propping himself up a bit to go harder. Soon enough, he and I were releasing together.

      After breathing heavily for what seemed like forever, we finally got up to shower. It wasn’t until after he tore me apart doggy-style under the water, did we actually wash off and get out.

      Once dressed, we met up with his friends and then went to the club hand in hand. I had no idea what I was doing but… I liked it.
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        * * *

      

      My plane had finally landed back in LA, and your girl was feeling relaxed… content. I was about to see my baby, I had a fun weekend, and I got the part in that movie. Only thing I could complain about was the soreness of my body, but the reasoning behind it had me smiling.

      BZZZ! BZZZ! BZZZ!

      As soon as my phone caught service while I was walking through the airport, I saw I was being tagged in a bunch of comments on Instagram and had a few messages. Tapping one of the comments, I saw an article had been posted to one of those gossip blogs with the headline, Is Boxer Belly Smashing Five-Star’s BM Blaise? Attached they had pictures of me backstage at his Vegas fight, me going into the St. Louis club with he and his ContraBandz gang, and then the picture of my sneakers.

      “Shit,” I mumbled.

      I decided to wear the collaboration sneakers on the plane, and posted a picture of them on my story, just because they were dope. I didn’t think about the fact that these shoes were exclusively given to Belly early, and now people were connecting the dots. Them damn blogs were like the Feds, clocking my location, my background, and every damn thing.

      At least they had no photos of us kissing, holding hands, or anything of that nature. It just looked like we were hanging out, so I wasn’t too worried.
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          Two days later…

        

      

    

    
      As I spit out my mouthwash into the sink, Kharla walked into my bathroom with my iPhone in her hand since it was ringing. Taking it from her, I ignored the dumb ass look she had on her face and answered it.

      “Sup.”

      “Hey, Belly, man, your mother missed her payment for the rent again.” my mama’s landlord spoke into the phone.

      “And? Fuck you telling me for?”

      “Well I know usually when she misses a payment, you come through for her, so I was just—”

      “Don’t call my muthafuckin’ phone no more with this bullshit, Norman, aight? One more time, and I’m gon’ fuck yo’ ass up. You want ya money, you talk to Christine yaself.”

      “Yes, sir. I apolo—“

      I hung up the phone before he could finish and placed it down onto the sink. My mama and I kept our distance from one another, for good reason, and I hated when niggas tried to involve me in her business, because for some stupid ass reason, I would get the urge to step in. Me stepping in only made our relationship worse, so I got to a point where I just stopped fucking with her ass. Shit had been smooth since then.

      Walking out of my bathroom and into my bedroom, I grabbed some fresh boxers just as Kharla plopped down onto my bed and breathed heavily. I knew she wanted a nigga to ask what was wrong, but I honestly didn’t give a fuck so I continued on, taking out my socks and whatever else I planned to put on for training this afternoon.

      “Cortez,” she finally snapped.

      “What?” I didn’t look her way as I continued pulling out my gym shit.

      “Who is this girl they’re claiming you fuck with now? Blaise?”

      “Google her if you wanna know who the fuck she is.”

      “Cortez, you know what I mean.” She came over to where I was by my dresser. “Did you seriously fly her out to Las Vegas and St. Louis?”

      “If that’s what that shit say, then that’s what I did. Fuck you questioning me for? I ain’t yo’ nigga. I fuck you and have a meal or two with yo’ ass when I feel like it. None of that bullshit gives you the authority to question me about another bitch. It’s like you slow or some shit.”

      The tears pooling in her eyes did nothing for me, so I kept eye contact with her as I pulled my basketball shorts up.

      “I know you fuck other girls, and Sienna plus the others were already enough, but now you got this one, and you’re flying her places? Why can’t you just sleep with her and let that be it? I’m here for all the other stuff.”

      “’Cause sometimes I get bored with yo’ ass.” I moved around her to put my shoes and shit on, and felt her staring at me.

      “Yet you fucked me last night.”

      “Yeah, because ya pussy and head game is on point. Shit don’t have anything to do with me fucking other females. Now get the rest of yo’ shit. I gotta go.”

      With an attitude, she snatched her purse and small duffle bag, before we both left out of my crib.

      “I can come watch you train. I don’t have anything to do today.”

      “Nah, you good.” As we walked, I saw she was acting all somber and shit, so I stopped her, turning her to face me. “Aye, Kharla, when I first started fucking with you, I had this exact energy. I’m telling you right now, the same shit I always have; this situation between us ain’t gon’ ever change. When I wanna smash a new bitch, I will, and when I wanna fly her out or do whatever the fuck it is that pleases me, I will.

      So either you gon’ fuck with me and act like you know what it is, or you gon’ leave me the fuck alone. I got much more important shit to deal with, so I have no time to even pretend to give a fuck about the bullshit you attempt to dump on me. You ponder on that and make a decision.”

      “I don’t need to think, Cortez. I want you.”

      “Move yo’ car so I can get out,” was all I said in response as I hopped in my whip to leave.

      I went straight to the gym to train for a good three hours with Victor, then I headed home for a quick shower before going to my mother’s apartment complex off Eucalyptus.

      We both stayed in Inglewood, not the best area at all, but it was home. It was crazy to me that my mama and I stayed in the same city but acted like we didn’t even know one another.

      After parking along the street, I hopped out and entered, looking for the landlord’s office so I could drop the rent money off in secret. I didn’t wanna see my mama or for her to see me, because I knew it would be some shit, and I wasn’t in the mood. As I tread toward the office, I saw the door was open, so I slipped in, only to see my mother in there already with Norman, talking.

      “Belly, I swear I didn’t call again—”

      “Calm yo’ scary ass down, nigga.” I hissed at Norman, irritated by how much of a bitch he was and at the fact that my attempts to not run into my mama had failed. Her scoffing upon seeing me didn’t help either. “Here, muthafucka.” I handed Norman the envelope.

      “That better not be for my spot! Give him his fucking money back. I don’t want it!” she barked. The anger in her fucking eyes was something else.

      “Are you sure, Mrs. Khalil? You’re behind, and if I don’t have the money by the end of the week, you’re going to have to look for a new place.” Norman stared her down with worried eyes.

      “Fuck it.” She stormed out, bumping me along the way.

      “You’re welcome, Christine,” I said as she passed me.

      “Make this the last time you drop by here to pay my rent. I don’t know how many times I have to tell your stupid ass that. No wonder your father beat on you. You don’t listen, and you’re worth nothing. I wish he was here now to tear your ass apart.”

      “Doubt it. I get paid to fuck niggas up, you ain’t heard?” I grinned, finding her irritation comical. I admit her words did sting a little bit, but I was used to the shit by now.

      “Yes, well hopefully you’ll end up like one of those who died in the ring. Now that’s a match I will come see.”

      I didn’t have a response to that, so I just stood there, watching her walk away. Once I’d gained some composure, I left out as well and just sat in my car for a little over twenty minutes.

      Afterward, I took my ass home, made some tacos, then smoked about three blunts. By the time I was done, I looked to see it was 8 p.m. Grabbing my iPhone, I dialed up Blaise. I wasn’t in the mood for Sienna, and Kharla’s over attached ass wasn’t even a muthafuckin’ option. I was gon’ have to cut that bitch off completely before I murked her stupid ass. I had two other options, but I was feeling Blaise.

      “Hello?” She answered softly like she didn’t want someone to hear.

      “I wanna come scoop you.”

      “Umm, to do what?”

      I laughed, making her do the same.

      “You. Why you ask so many fucking questions? You know I like it when you just do what the fuck I tell you to.”

      “Nigga, please.” She giggled. “Okay, I will text the address. I just put my baby to sleep, so I have to be back in the morning before she wakes up, around 9 a.m.”

      “I got you.”

      I hung up the phone and waited for the address, thinking about how different Blaise was from Kharla as far as that mother shit went. Kharla would drive her fucking kids to the lake and drown their asses if it meant she could come fuck with me. I wasn’t around too many women who put their children first and shit like Blaise, so I low-key admired her bad ass for that.

      I brushed my teeth then put on some gray sweats, a wife beater, socks, and some slides before slipping my hoodie on. By that time, Blaise had sent me the address, so I drove over to her nice ass condo in Beverly Hills.

      Getting out, I entered, and the lobby looked like a damn hotel. I had no idea baby girl was living like this, but then again, she stayed in some nice shit from what I saw.

      Me: I’m in the lobby.

      Bad One: Okay, coming.

      About five minutes later, she was walking up in some snug ass tights and a short ass top that showed her stomach. I was hypnotized by her fucking body, so when she got close enough, I scooped her ass up, making her squeal as I kissed on her neck.

      “You didn’t have to come in, you know,” she said as I opened the door for her, letting the cool night air hit me.

      “I did. It’s late, and niggas is weird out here, even in the nice areas.” I opened the door to my Range for her. “I ain’t know you had it like this,” I added once in the driver’s seat.

      “Oh. I’ve been living here for a while, so I guess I’m used to it. My daughter’s father paid for it.”

      “How much was this shit?” I quizzed, pulling from the curb.

      “Over one million dollars, I’m sure. I remember it being a little over when he bought it for me.”

      “That’s how you know ya pussy is good, baby.”

      Laughing, she replied, “How?”

      “Any nigga blowing that kind of money on a girlfriend, it’s because her pussy is good as shit. Plus, I tried it, and I can vouch. You’d have to give me a little bit mo’ head for me to blow that much bread though.” I smiled, making her laugh.

      “Shut up.”

      We listened to music, talking only a little bit here and there before we ended up at this beach house in Manhattan Beach. It belonged to the owner of the boxing gym I trained at. He was always traveling and shit with his bitch, so he gave me the okay to come through whenever I wanted. He’d given me a set of keys a while back, when I used to live at home and had to deal with my pops, so that I could get away if shit got too bad.

      “Wow, you live here?” Blaise tilted her head back as we stepped inside.

      “Nah, this shit ain’t mine.”

      Turning to me, she frowned and asked, “It’s not? Then why do you have a key? Is this some bitch your fucking house? Because—”

      “Because what?” I backed her into the wall of the hallway. “Exactly. You just like them fucking poodles that do all that barking but won’t pop shit.” I set the keys down. “The owner of the gym I go to stays here. Come on.”

      I led Blaise to the bedroom I always slept in and had been sleeping in since I was a teenager, then closed the door. The lights were off, but since we were on the beach, the lights from the pier in the distance made it so we were able to see enough.

      “Where do you live then? With a woman?”

      I chuckled, placing my phone on the dresser and kicking off my slides.

      “You must think all I do is sit up fuck with different bitches.”

      “Well.”

      “Well I don’t. I do have to box and shit so I can’t fuck all day, contrary to popular belief.”

      “I know.” She chuckled, removing her shoes.

      “I do get my fair share, but I don’t slide up in any and everything. I live in Inglewood by the way.” I sat on the bed and pulled her with me. Falling onto my back, I let her straddle me, with my hands caressing her hips.

      “Why do you live in the hood still? You make good money.”

      “It’s my home, so I’m used to it. And you’re right, I make good money, but until I make great money, I don’t wanna move. Niggas go broke by expanding their expenses every time they get more bread. You’re supposed to do the opposite, that’s how muthafuckas get rich.”

      She nodded, looking down into my eyes.

      “So why didn’t you take me there?”

      “I was already coming here, so I brought you.” I sat up, so she tossed her arms around my neck before we kissed. My hands gravitated toward her fat ass for a hard squeeze, making my dick brick up.

      “You know I’m not a cheater, Cortez.”

      “I know, just unhappy.”

      “I am happy. I just got a new role in a movie that pays well, my baby is healthy, my mama is happy for now.”

      “I meant unhappy with that muthafucka you call ya man. And congrats on the role, that’s dope. Can’t wait to be up at the theaters letting everybody know I got some pussy from the star.”

      “You better not!” Her jaw dropped, and I could see the smile in her eyes.

      “Oh now that you a for real actress and shit, you don’t want niggas to know how hard I had you cumming? I tore yo’ ass up. I saw how you was walking.” I snickered, prompting her to roll her eyes. “I know how you like to get fucked.” I licked on her neck and started sucking because I’d learned that got her pussy dripping the quickest.

      “I love the way you fuck me, and I don’t want to,” she whispered as I massaged her ass roughly yet slowly as she straddled my lap.

      I pulled her short top off, then my hoodie and wife beater. Putting her to the side, I removed her tights and panties together, before standing up to take off my boxers and jeans. Grabbing a condom from my drawer set in here, I ripped it open and smoothed it down carefully, then climbed between her legs.

      “Anybody been in it since me?” She shook her head ‘no’, and I could tell she was holding her breath in anticipation of me entering her. Placing her legs in the nooks of my arms, I positioned my dick at her opening and applied pressure. “Shit,” I moaned with only the tip in. She was tight as fuck, so I had to work my way in.

      Gripping the headboard for leverage, I pressed harder until I’d barged my way completely inside. Her nails were digging deeply into my back, as I fucked her slowly, tonguing her down in the process.

      “Uhhh,” she cried softly, as I yanked her first orgasm from her body. She was sopping wet yet choking my shit, and I was ready to nut already. This was definitely one million dollar condo box.

      Once I felt like her pussy was more accepting of my size, I kept her legs locked over my forearms and pinned her hands to the bed before battering her pussy with no mercy. I watched in awe as she stared up at me, whimpering and giving me sex face after sex face. No matter how many times she creamed on my dick, I kept beating her shit up like I had beef with her pussy. Her nectar was dripping down onto the sheets like a muthafuckin’ waterfall, sending a nigga over the edge, as our bodies clapped together.

      “Oh fuck,” I grumbled, knowing I was near my peak. This shit was about to drive a nigga even crazier than I already was.

      Unable to move, Blaise lied there, taking every fucking inch I was giving her as I relentlessly beat her shit down until I filled the condom up. I nutted so hard I had to bite down on her bottom lip to keep from shouting out like a hoe.

      Pulling out, I looked down to see the condom drenched entirely, making me lick my lips before sucking on her pussy for a little bit. She sniveled and cooed while I did so, and after a few seconds, I came up to peck her soft lips.

      “Cortez,” she murmured, running her hand down my abs as she breathed hard as shit with her eyes closed.

      Gripping her chin and making her open her eyes, I said, “No matter who you give this pussy up to, it’s mine.” Rubbing my hand between her legs, I gently slid two inside, making her gasp. “You hear me?”

      “Ye—yes,” she stammered as I sped up, forcing her to cum.

      Taking my fingers out, I tasted her, then lowered myself to tongue her down.

      “Shit is good, huh?” I spoke against her lips.

      She smiled weakly before I slipped my tongue back in her mouth. After kissing for a little bit, I helped her up so we could take a quick shower. Once out, I got a bottle for us to drink out of.

      “How do you figure I’m unhappy?” she asked as we sat on the balcony outside. The waves were loud as fuck.

      “’Cause I don’ fucked you in three different states already. If you were good, I wouldn’t have been able to do that.”

      She stared off over the balcony for a little bit and then said, “Everything was okay until he asked me to have a baby. I’m not having any more babies, and he doesn’t understand that.”

      “Why?” I frowned.

      “Because one is good enough, and it was a very stressful experience. I love my baby and would never give her back or change the fact that she’s here, but the way her father treated me, I could have done without. He either acted as if I didn’t exist and wasn’t carrying his child, or he’d trash me in public, and it was too much.” She glanced at me and added, “Merlin is nothing like Five-Star, but I still don’t wanna have his baby or any of that.”

      “You with his ass ’cause he got money, huh?”

      She looked to me with a worried expression as if I’d found out a secret she ain’t want nobody to know. I’d asked before, but she didn’t answer me.

      “No.”

      “You are. It’s cool though. You pretty as fuck, so it’s normal for you to only fuck with niggas with cash to blow on you.” I took a sip of the Hennessy, then brought her over into my lap. “I ain’t that rich yet, but you gon’ still fuck with me.”

      “I am. I don’t care.” She shook her head for emphasis, which made me chuckle. “I thought all professional boxers were rich though.”

      “Hell nah. You gotta fucking work ya way up to that shit. We all start out making bullshit, but if you get ya name out there and people start being interested in seeing you fight, your pay can increase.”

      “Is that why you’re so cocky?” She smirked.

      “Nah, that’s just me, but it helps and shit.”

      “I kind of like it.” She kissed me.

      “Soon, I’ll have some shit like this of my own and have hoes all up and through here.” I laughed when she rolled her eyes and attempted to move from my lap. “Or just you.” I kissed the corner of her mouth and felt her smiling hard as shit.
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      “You got family or just ya mama and baby?” Belly inquired as I sat in his lap.

      He smelled so good. I’d learned it was Bleu De Chanel that he wore. And the way his arms felt around my body made me feel unbelievably comfortable. For the first time in years, it didn’t matter to me that a man wasn’t balling out of control. I liked him because he was… him.

      “Yes, just my mother and my daughter. I’ve pretty much been on my own since I was sixteen though. My mom messed her hip up, and after that, we had to live off of her disability checks which wasn’t much.”

      “Fuck was you doing for money at sixteen?” I felt him look at the side of my face, so I gave him eye contact for a moment.

      “At first I had a job at this shoe store, but when that wasn’t enough, I did little modeling jobs on the side. I was way too young to be doing some of the lingerie and half naked gigs I was getting, but they didn’t care, and we needed the money.” I shrugged.

      I never thought about how peaceful living on the beach could be.

      “You been taking care of ya mama all yo’ damn life?”

      “Almost.” I chuckled to lighten the mood.

      He kissed my temple and quizzed, “You hungry?”

      “Yes.”

      Standing up, he helped me do the same and then led me back into the house. We went down to the large kitchen and scoured the fridge to find something we could agree on. Chicken burgers, a side salad, and sweet potato fries was the winner, so he took everything out. I tried to help, but he wouldn’t let me, so I just watched his sexy ass move about. For dessert, he made some boxed brownies since that was all that was here.

      “Them upscale ass restaurants ain’t got shit on this, watch.” He smirked at me, just before we were about to take the first bite.

      “It’s so good.”

      I was surprised by how bomb this was. I’d never had a man cook for me before either.

      “You like it?”

      I nodded, leaning over toward him for a kiss, before we both resumed eating.
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      The next morning…

      Belly dropped me off at home around 3 a.m. I hadn’t realized how quickly the time had flown by when I was over there. It surely didn’t seem like we’d been chilling for five hours straight, but we definitely had. Luckily for me, that sex and good food made it so that I was able to knock right out when I came home, allowing me to get in a few hours of sleep before Island woke up.

      I’d already showered and brushed my teeth, so I headed upstairs to do the same for my baby so we could have breakfast before my job this afternoon.

      “What time did you get in?” My mama appeared in the doorway of Island’s room as I got her out of the bed. She was still knocked out, so I laid her on my chest.

      “Umm, a few minutes before 3 a.m.” I put Island down, then moved past my mother to go run her bathwater. Of course, my mama followed me.

      She’d been staying in her old room at my condo, because I felt like Merlin would try to snatch back the house he’d bought for her.

      Ever since those pictures of Belly and I had leaked, he’d been upset with me, and rightfully so. We hadn’t talked much, because all he did was text me and say he was done with my hoe ass. I knew he expected me to beg him and plead my case, but I wasn’t in the mood for his bratty behavior. Yes I was wrong, but I had bigger things to worry about, and Merlin’s money staying close wasn’t my priority anymore.

      And on top of all that, Five-Star was back in my text messages, pissed at the fact that I was possibly fucking someone new instead of coming back to him.

      “You need to be trying to work things out with Merlin. I want to go back to my house.”

      “Ma, I can’t worry about Merlin right now. I have a gig today, and then I have rehearsals for that film for the rest of the week, plus two more auditions. I need—”

      “No, what you need to be doing is making sure you keep that man happy. You haven’t been dating him a year, and look what he’s done? He bought me a house! Imagine what else if you stick around. He can take care of all of us, and we won’t have to lift a finger.”

      “I know you may be okay with that, but I want to work.”

      “Who is this man that’s got you acting dumb, Blaise? Is it the same nigga you flew all around with?”

      “I’m not acting dumb, first off, and secondly, it doesn’t matter.” I shut the bath water off and went to grab Island. She was awake now and at her toy box. “Good morning, cutie!” I squealed and scooped her up to kiss her plump cheeks. “You are just radiant in the morning, girl.” I tickled her, and she laughed loudly.

      “Blaise, if he doesn’t have the same cash flow as Merlin, leave him be. That’s all I’m gonna say. You won’t be just fucking things up for yourself, but for me too.” My mom spoke as I passed her to the bathroom. Before I could respond, she went back to her bedroom.

      Ignoring her negative energy, I gave my baby a bath then brushed her teeth, before taking her to the kitchen so we could have breakfast together. Once we were both stuffed, I dressed her and took her with me to this job.

      Island was pretty well behaved because she was a shy baby. She had her moments though when she got upset, but it was rare, so I did like bringing her with me to work if it wasn’t something too serious. My mother watching her came in handy for those other times, so it was the only reason I tolerated her damn mouth at this point.

      Today, I was doing a photoshoot for this rap group’s single cover. It was me and a few other girls, but they’d be in the background with me in the forefront. The pay was nice, and it was some good exposure, so I agreed when they hit my manager up about it.

      “Okay, stay right here, and mommy will be right over there, okay?” I told Island as I placed her in the chair with her baby iPad. I was about to get my makeup done, so I couldn’t have her in my lap.

      “Okay!” She smiled, making me do the same.

      I loved my baby so much, and it kind of hurt to know her father had really no interest in her. When he came to see her once or twice on a good month, he acted like he loved her, and of course, posted her all on his Instagram story. But once he was out the door, it was like he never thought about her.

      As I took my seat to let them start working on my face and hair, my phone buzzed.

      Belly: I been thinking about fucking you all muthafuckin’ day.

      Me: Does that mean you miss me?

      Belly: I don’t know about all that shit. I need that before I go to New York on Friday.

      Me: Okay.

      Belly: You can send me a pussy flick though…

      Me: Nigga lol.

      Island was well behaved the whole time I got my hair and makeup done, but mainly because when she got restless with her iPad, I made conversation with her. Not sure of everything we talked about, but it flowed well.

      While they got the set and my outfit ready, I gave my baby her lunch, which had her knocked out by the time I was dressed.

      The shoot went very smoothly, which surprised me, because I felt like Five-Star would show up to sabotage things since I’d been ignoring his texts that didn’t involve Island.

      By the time I was leaving, it was a bit cold out since it was nighttime, so I put Belly’s Adidas hoodie on that he’d given me last night when he dropped me off. A smile covered my face after I put it on because it was drenched with his scent, which was nice. I liked him way too much, and sometimes the thought of it gave me an uneasy feeling.

      “You looked beautiful during the whole shoot, Blaise.” One of the men in the rap group named Ronny licked his lips at me.

      “Thank you.” I gave a subtle half smile.

      “Don’t forget to let me know if Merlin is messing up.” He grabbed my hand, which I slowly took from him.

      “He’s not.”

      “So you ain’t fucking with old boy, the boxer?”

      “No. Goodnight, Ronny.”

      “Goodnight, baby, and remember what I said. I’m ready to marry yo’ ass!” He hollered the last part since I was already out of the building with my baby.

      As I put Island in her car seat, I heard some heels clicking against the gravel covered parking lot, so I turned to see a woman. She was light skinned with curly blonde hair and a shapely frame like me, only hers looked like she had some help from a surgeon in certain areas. Suddenly, I remembered she was the girl Belly showed up to that industry party with. She was also in that video Nichole sent to me.

      “Can I help you?” I frowned since she was still coming up to me and not saying anything. I quickly shut the back door of my Infiniti truck, locking the doors just in case something popped off.

      “No, I just want to talk,” she said softly. She was a very pretty girl but looked like her damn dog died; it was something in her eyes. “My name is Sienna.”

      “Okay?”

      “I just came here because I saw the rumors about you and Cortez, so I wanted to know if they were true.”

      “What rumors? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      She whipped out her iPhone and began moving stuff around, her acrylics making sounds every time. Finally, she showed me her screen and began scrolling through the screenshots of different gossip blogs, posting about Belly and I possibly fucking around.

      “I was just at his match, and we happened to go to the same club, that’s it.”

      “Oh, I was just making sure, because he’s my man. I’m not sure if he told you that. We’ve been together for a little minute now.”

      “Good for you.”

      Why was I annoyed that someone was claiming him? He was just supposed to be a fuck buddy… hell, not even that, but I found myself getting angry with this girl for even speaking on him being hers.

      “Yeah.” She nodded, looking me over suspiciously. Inhaling nervously, she added, “You know I saw your name in his text messages, and that’s his jacket you have on.” She pointed.

      “It’s an Adidas hoodie that a lot of people have.”

      “And the Off-White Nikes? The ones he got access to early?”

      “You know what, Sienna, you need to question your man if you think he’s fucking other bitches, not me.” I moved past her, rounding my car so I could get to the driver’s side.

      “Blaise, you have that guy Merlin. I love Cortez, and I’m asking you nicely to please leave him alone.” I stared at her as tears pooled in her eyes. She was surely young, around my age, but because I’d lived a lot of life for someone at twenty-three, she seemed immature. “I love him,” she cried, bottom lip quivering slightly.

      I didn’t have anything to say, so I opened my car door and climbed inside. Cranking my car up, I turned on my heated seats, checked on Island, and then drove off.

      The whole way home, I couldn’t stop thinking about Sienna, so after I arrived, bathed, fed, and put my daughter to sleep, I called Belly.

      “Sup, sexy,” he answered in his alluring and raspy voice. He sounded faded, so I knew he’d either been drinking or smoking. Plus, there was music booming in the background.

      “You’re out?” My brows dipped; I saw them in the large mirror of my bedroom.

      “Yeah. It’s the homie’s birthday, so we at the strip club. What you need though? It’s loud as fuck in here.”

      “Who is Sienna? Is she your girlfriend?”

      “Why?”

      “Just answer the fucking question!” I barked.

      “Hold on… excuse me…” I heard him say to whomever he was with. After a few moments, the music in his background died out like he’d left the room to go somewhere quieter.

      “Corte—”

      “What the fuck I tell you about yo’ smart ass mouth, Blaise?” he cut me off angrily.

      “I—”

      “Like I told yo’ ass before, I’m not that nigga. You ain’t about to be talking to me crazy and shit. As for Sienna, it don’t matter who the fuck she is. I’m a single man, that’s all you need to fucking know. I smash who I want to.”

      “OK, well I don’t wanna fuck with you anymore. Have a goodnight, and enjoy those hoes dancing for you.” I hung up.

      He was so fucking annoying! He’d only fucked me and spent time with me on a few occasions, yet the mere thought of him with other girls infuriated me. This couldn’t be right. He was so charming yet a complete asshole, with no regard for people’s feelings, and I didn’t even know that combination was possible. Plus, he didn’t even attempt to call me back. I felt sick.

      As I sat on my bed thinking, my phone rang. I looked to see it was Merlin, so I picked up.

      “Hey.”

      “Hey, are you busy? I’m in the lobby of your condo, and I wanna talk to you.”

      “Okay, come up.”

      “Cool.”

      I went into the living room after removing that stupid ass hoodie and checking on Island. My mama was asleep already, thankfully, with her television blasting from her room. By the time I’d gotten a bottle of water from the fridge, Merlin was at my door.

      “Hi.” I smiled shyly, opening the door widely enough for him to come in. He was dressed to impress as usual, with his neat dreads up in a bun.

      Once we both sat down, it was silent for a little bit.

      “So explain to me what these pictures are about.”

      “Merlin, it’s been a minute and—”

      “I don’t care, Blaise. I wasn’t ready to talk to you right away. All you told me was you were going on a girl’s trip with Nichole, and then I see pictures of you and this loser ass boxer.”

      I almost laughed at the ‘loser’ comment because Belly was far from that. However, now wasn’t the time to defend him, and I was mad with his ass anyway.

      “I wasn’t with him. I was just walking with his people and stuff.”

      “Blaise, you were with him and his CBG crew, that says enough. And then how you get them fucking sneakers?”

      “I went to the fight with Nichole, and he did invite us out to the club. As far as the shoes, I guess because we were cool the whole time, he decided to give me a pair.” I lied through my teeth.

      “So you ain’t fuck him?”

      “No, Merlin, I didn’t fuck him. And honestly, I don’t know if I want to be with you anymore.”

      Exhaling heavily, he replied, “Baby, I know I been on yo’ head lately about a baby and how you carry yourself, but I’m just trying to elevate you.”

      “I don’t want you to elevate me. I like being sexy, and I like to have fun. I enjoy wearing thong bathing suits… I just am how I am. I didn’t get with you to be elevated, Merlin. When you met me, I was like this. You wanted me because this attracted you.”

      “I know, and I just don’t want other niggas attracted to it. But whatever I need to do to keep you happy, I’ll do.” He touched my leg.

      “Okay.” I nodded.

      Grinning widely, he reached into this bag he carried all of the time, and pulled out a box. Opening it, I saw a Rolex watch.

      “An I’m sorry gift.” He handed it over.

      “You planned to give this to me all along?”

      “Yeah. I knew you hadn’t done what the pictures looked like, but I get jealous when it comes to you, so I knew I’d need to apologize.”

      After looking over the nice watch, I put it to the side. Five-Star had bought me plenty of watches before, so I wasn’t too impressed, but it was nice.

      “Thanks, baby.” I touched his face for a kiss, and once our tongues tangled, he started rubbing all over me.

      “I missed you, Blaise.”

      Standing, I led him to my bedroom then closed the door. Our kissing continued as we stripped out of our clothes, and once we were naked, we fell right onto the bed. As he kissed me, I finally started to get wet, so he dipped his head between my legs.

      “Merlin, not so hard,” I let him know. He was sucking so roughly I thought he was gonna take my clit with him.

      “My bad, baby.”

      He kept going but didn’t really improve, so I pretended to cum and then made him get from down there. Flipping over, I arched my back after handing him a condom, then watched over my shoulder as he put it on.

      “Oh my gosh,” he moaned once he got inside of me.

      I lied my head on the pillow as he humped away, and for some reason, I wasn’t feeling it. Merlin wasn’t bad in bed, he just didn’t make me cum all the time, so I wasn’t sure why this was so terrible.

      Over it, I started throwing it back on him, making him cry out, and he came in under a minute.

      As he breathed heavily, I moved and got up to go to the bathroom. After peeing, I quickly hopped into the shower and heard Merlin come in to clean himself. By the time I was out, he was gone, and when I got to my bedroom, he was knocked out.

      Grabbing my phone since I wasn’t tired, I scrolled on Instagram and ran across a post of Ozzy, one of the niggas from Contrabandz, on the explore page. Tapping it, I saw he was showing how turned up they were inside of some big ass mansion with drinks and stuff everywhere. In the background, there were some hoes laughing and smiling all in Belly’s face, and the sight made my stomach drop to my knees. It was obvious they took some strippers home.

      “You good?” Merlin scared the shit out of me.

      “Yes. Goodnight.” I pecked him and then put my locked phone on my nightstand.

      I wish I’d never met Belly.
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      “Ahh, mmm,” Sienna called out as I pounded her walls.

      Once she came on my dick for the tenth time it seemed, I commanded, “Turn over.”

      Promptly, she turned her ass over as I removed the condom. I nodded my head down, so she fell right in line, jacking my shaft and sucking on the tip. Right when I was ready to nut, I pulled back and let it out on her face.

      Hopping off the bed, I went to flush the condom and turn my shower on, before bringing her a towel to clean up with.

      When done, she asked, “Where are you going, baby?”

      “Club. They asked me to appear. And since I’m getting paid to pop free bottles and shit, I’m going.”

      “Oh.” She brought her knees up to her chest. “Can I come? If not, can I stay here for the rest of the night. I can’t go home.”

      “Why?”

      “Someone told me West came by looking for me, so I’m afraid.”

      West was her nigga she had when I started fucking her, the one who was knocking her ass around all the time. I thought when I stomped a mud puddle in his bitch ass he’d learned his lesson, but I guess not. Clearly, the muthafucka wanted more.

      “You got something to wear? If not, you can’t roll.”

      “I do.” She hopped out the bed and dug into her big ass purse, pulling out a dress.

      “Come on.”

      Placing the dress down, she followed me to the shower so we could wash up. I gave her a guest toothbrush so she could handle her mouth while I did mine, and then we got dressed before dipping out.

      The whole ride to Hollywood where the club was, Sienna was chipper as fuck. She always got like this when I spent time with her ass.

      We pulled up on the spot, and there was a long ass fucking line outside that a nigga wasn’t about to stand in. I was a hood celebrity anyway in LA and doubted that I’d have to.

      As I’d expected, the bouncer let Sienna and me in with no issues after raving about how much of a fan he was with his dick-riding ass. I immediately spotted my brother Manny along with my ContraBandz niggas, and Will too. Of course, Will’s thirsty ass girl Dionne was right with him.

      “What’s good?” Ozzy smiled as I dapped him up along with everyone else. I didn’t say shit to Dionne’s ass of course.

      “You can’t speak, nigga?” Dionne spat as I walked to a spot on the couch in our section and sat down. Sienna sat right with me.

      “Nah, I didn’t wanna smell yo’ breath,” I replied, looking at my phone to see who’d texted me.

      “You gon’ let him talk to me like that?” I heard Dionne lighting into Will’s ass as the homies and Sienna laughed.

      “Sienna, why you don’t ever bring a friend for me to fuck with?” Manny inquired with a frown. Shit was comical. “The ones as fine as you though.”

      “It’s plenty of girls here, Manny, and I don’t have many friends,” she responded, chuckling. I smirked, seeing her smile so widely.

      Sienna was beautiful as fuck, but despite having all these pretty hoes around, I found myself occasionally thinking about feisty ass Blaise and that bomb she had between her fucking legs. She was a hustler too, which I knew most niggas found as a turn off, but that shit was sexy as fuck to me. The way she finessed niggas and did whatever the fuck she needed to, to take care of her people was dope as shit. Then again, I’ve always been a nigga of a different breed, so my taste in females wasn’t gon’ be no ordinary shit.

      If I was gon’ fuck with a bitch exclusively, it would possibly be her fine ass. I wasn’t built for all that monogamy and being in love shit though, so me and baby girl would never be anything but some ‘fucking friends’.

      “Whatever homegirls you do bring him, tell them hoes to have their own condoms because this nasty muthafucka don’t use ’em,” I interjected.

      “Man, that was only like eight or nine times I didn’t. I’m getting it together though. Watch. I’m gon’ buy a box tonight.” Manny nodded, just before we both burst into laughter.

      “Fuck out of here.” I chuckled as I started to break down the weed. Will came and sat on the other side of Manny, and when I looked to my left past Sienna, Ozzy, and them, Dionne was mad as shit. “Needed a break from chitlin breath over there?” I fucked with him, making Manny, Sienna, Ozzy, and I laugh. Dionne, Cole, and Siggy weren’t in earshot.

      “Get off my girl’s head, man.” Will sucked his teeth. “That’s why she mad now, telling me she don’t wanna look at my ass.”

      “She stay mad.” Manny shook his head.

      “’Cause of this nigga!” Will put his hand out to me. “We was cool ’til you came in here talking shit.”

      “Nah, her ass be talking shit every time she exhales. Bitch new nickname is Number Two.”

      “You stupid as fuck, bruh,” Ozzy chimed in, cackling with the rest of us.

      “Aight, I’m done.” Will got up to leave as we all continued to roar with laughter.

      “Man, sit yo’ cry baby ass down. You niggas be too hurt over these females.” I finished rolling the blunt so I lit it, shaking my head at Will’s ass who ignored us and left with Dionne in tow. “Shit, fuck it.”

      Laughing, Manny said, “You know that nigga sensitive. You can’t say shit to him.”

      As the music played and the drinks flowed, niggas started to mellow out and just enjoy the scenery. Sienna was in my lap, and I was so high I didn’t remember when she got in. As she danced on me with my hands on her hips, I saw she had her phone out, recording herself for her Instagram story. She made sure to block my face out.

      Her muthafuckin’ ass never hesitated to do that recording shit when out with me, trying to send a message to other females I busted down. What she failed to realize was them bitches didn’t give a fuck just like I didn’t. She could post a marriage certificate and them same hoes would be trying to suck me up as soon as I landed from my honeymoon. That’s why I didn’t trip when bitches did thirsty shit like this, because it wasn’t gon’ throw a wrench in shit I had going on. Only thing I didn’t fuck with were them bedroom sleep shots. I’d punch a bitch in her fucking collarbone if she tried to post me while I was sleep.

      Scanning the club, I noticed right next to my section was that hoe ass nigga that Blaise called her boyfriend. I knew nothing of his ass really, except that he was in the music business or some shit. Didn’t know what he did specifically or who he fucked with, and I didn’t give a fuck either. I noticed the nigga was looking my way though, ever so often, as his homeboys talked to him, but until he moved something, we ain’t have a problem.

      About twenty minutes later, I was ready to get the fuck up out of here, so I chucked the deuces to the homies and led Sienna out so I could get some pussy later.

      “I love the way you fuck me, baby.” Sienna giggled when I grabbed a handful of her ass. I was horny as fuck. The perfect nut would be in Blaise’s box, but Sienna was the next best thing. “You always make me cum multiple times.”

      “That’s the goal.” I hit ignore on Kharla for the sixth time tonight and pocketed my phone.

      As we waited for valet to bring my whip, I noticed Blaise’s boyfriend and a few of his homies walking into the somewhat deserted parking lot since it was late. I paid his ass no mind.

      “Aye, you Belly?” he stopped to ask. He was to the side of me, so I was looking straight ahead as I chuckled. Nigga was a couple inches shorter than me, but he had some weight on him.

      “That’s what I heard.” I looked his way finally.

      “You know my girl, right? Blaise?”

      “Why?” I turned my lip up. He needed to get to the muthafuckin’ point and quit pussy-footin’.

      “As you know, some pictures came out online of her with you and your crew going into a club out in St. Louis, and she also had on them shoes everybody knows you got dibs on two weeks earlier than the public.”

      “So what the fuck you wanna know, muthafucka? You wasting my fucking time right now.” I hissed as Sienna hugged my arm tightly.

      “Relax, bruh. I wanna know if you fucked my bitch while she was in ya presence.”

      “Is that what she told you?”

      “Nah, she in fact said the opposite. She said it was some friendly shit, and that you ain’t hit.”

      “Then get up out my face asking shit you already know, nigga. I’m twisted as fuck right now, and in a minute, I’m gon’ fuck you up for being in my space with this bullshit.”

      I wasn’t about to put Blaise out there if clearly she ain’t want the muthafucka to know. Whether he knew or not it didn’t change the fact that I’d hit and multiple times. Plus, I wasn’t the type of nigga to brag about the females I’d fucked anyway.

      “It’s cool, y’all.” Merlin put his hand up to stop his two homies who’d started coming toward us like some bodyguards.

      “I wish y’all niggas would. I’ll knock all three of y’all on ya asses,” I said just as the valet nigga brought my truck up to me.

      “Whatever, nigga.” Old boy sucked his teeth as Sienna and I walked to my car.

      “Aye!” I called after him. “Yo’ girl is pretty as fuck though, so if I get the chance to, I’m gon’ fuck the shit out of her. Be her side nigga.”

      Merlin did and said nothing; he just waved me off before getting into the Lamborghini truck the valet brought up. Nigga had no idea I’d already fucked his bitch and put a mark on her pussy. By now, Blaise knew no other nigga could fuck her like I could.

      “You don’t mess with her anymore, right?” Sienna asked as soon as we were both in the car and pulling out of the lot.

      At the red light, I just leaned over and kissed her cheek, which made her smile hard as shit… It also shut her the fuck up.
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        * * *

      

      Three nights later… Around 8 p.m.…

      I got so much beef, I could barely sleep. Paranoia got me losin' all my Z's, all day…

      A$AP Rocky’s “Bad Company” had everybody going crazy at this festival shit the ContraBandz homies and I were at. My brother Manny came too, as well as Will’s weird ass.

      A lot of muthafuckas of a certain caliber were here, so you know these females had little to no clothes on in this cold ass LA night weather. I didn’t mind looking though.

      “Got damn it’s a lot of fine bitches,” Cole commented, damn near about to break his neck staring down this one hoe.

      “For real,” Manny agreed.

      “I’ve yet to see one that don’t look like her pussy got a muthafuckin’ odor, so I’m good at the moment.” I shook my head.

      We headed to the area that was reserved for me and my peoples, and before we could even sit down good, our hostess brought her happy ass up to bring us bottles and take any specific orders.

      Siggy and Manny gave her a few as I sat back with a cup of the Hennessy. She returned fairly quickly, and as she put down the last drink she reached a napkin out to me, which I took. I saw it had her number written down.

      “Aye, come here!” I yelled to her back.

      “Yes?” She cheesed, coming up close.

      “I don’t need this.” I reached the napkin back out to her.

      “I think you do need it, Belly, trust me. I can reward you for all those fights you win.” She cheesed so I could see every tooth in her mouth. Her top row looked like they were having a damn shoving match.

      “Nah, I promise I’m good. I feel like you’ll scrape the skin off my dick with them crowded ass teeth,” I replied seriously. No way was my dick going in her fucking mouth, and that was the only thing I’d get from her because her pussy looked bony in them damn shorts, so I had no interest in fucking.

      “Fuck you.” She tossed her hair behind her shoulders, but my mind was elsewhere by that time.

      The festivities continued, and while looking down, I noticed Blaise with the same female that I’d met her with, and that thirsty hoe Nichole. Before I could get up, I saw she was going to the bathroom, so I polished off my glass and went down to follow her ass.
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      I finished washing my hands in the bathroom, then rushed out because the restrooms were all the way in the back where it was dark and scary.

      “Ah!” I screeched when I ran into a hard, tall, and dark figure.

      “Where you going?” I heard Belly’s voice.

      “Move, nigga!” I tried to get past him, but he wrapped his arms around my body, with one hand at my waist and his other hand grabbing my ass while he kissed my neck.

      I couldn’t stand his ass, but I was horny as hell right now from the way he was touching me.

      “I miss all this,” he groaned.

      “Cortez, get off of me!”

      I kept trying to get him away, but he was way too strong.

      “Leave with me,” he had the nerve to say before kissing my lips. My body tingled like a fool at the feeling of his juicy lips on mine as he continued to caress on my booty.

      “I’m not going anywhere with you. I have a man.”

      “Oh, that’s your man?” He stared me in the eyes, still holding me tightly.

      “Yep. And as soon as I leave here, I’m going to him.”

      “Nah, you coming with me, Blaise.” Before I could say anything, he put his hand up the back of my dress and into my thong. “Pussy is wet as fuck.” He sucked on my lips as he slowly moved his fingers around. I felt like I was losing my breath, and my body was weakening. In no time, I was cumming just from him slowly rubbing my clit and tonguing me down. “Come with me.” This time he said it with finality, so when he let me go, I followed him like a puppy dog.

      Nichole and Priscilla were looking at me with surprised expressions as I passed them. Priscilla had a sliver of a smile, and Nichole’s was strange… just like in Las Vegas. Only now I knew why Nichole made those faces; she was jealous.

      “Blaise, don’t you have to be at rehearsal early!” Nichole shouted.

      “Nope, 2 p.m.!” I replied just as Belly took my hand into his large one.

      Thankfully, no cameras were around, and it didn’t look like too many people were sober enough to pay attention. As soon as Belly opened his passenger side door for me, I hopped in to get away from the cold night air. Right when he got in, he turned on the engine and then leaned over to kiss me.

      “Come here.”

      “No. I don’t know who that mouth has been on.” I pouted. He made me angry because I didn’t understand why he was even able to make me angry.

      “I promise, other than the weed, the last thing it’s been on was yo’ lips, and before that, yo’ pussy.”

      Slowly, I looked his way, so he stole the kiss before buckling up and pulling off. During the ride, we listened to music, a mixture of hardcore rap, conscious rap, ratchet rap, and then some R&B. He was annoying me by rubbing my exposed thigh and occasionally holding my hand because it made me feel some type of way.

      About thirty minutes later, we pulled up to a cozy little house out in Inglewood, so I guessed this was where he lived. He parked under the carport, got out, and then came to help me do the same.

      “Is this where you live?” I quizzed.

      “Yep.” He pushed the front door open for me to walk in, and then he came behind me.

      I surveyed the living room as we walked through it, seeing how simple it was. This was for sure a bachelor pad. It was good seeing that he was clean, and when we got to his bedroom, I was proud to know it didn’t smell like old socks and balls.

      I went to his bathroom, which was surprisingly spotless and smelled nice, to freshen up since he’d caught me off guard with that cum session earlier. After washing my hands, I returned to his bedroom.

      “I see you don’t spend much money on household things.”

      “Nah, just the basics. I’m trying to save my money up, and then when I get the crib I really want, I’ll fix that shit up all nice.”

      I smiled because he was smiling. He was so handsome.

      He was lying on his bed, watching me as I removed my shoes, so I took my time placing them down onto his rug. Finally, I climbed onto his huge bed with him, and he wasted no time bringing me close and slipping his tongue into my mouth. He got on top of me and in between my legs, before pushing my dress up and grabbing on my panties.

      “Cortez, we can’t. I’m with Merlin.”

      “You was with him the last time I fucked you.”

      “Yes, but we were on bad terms. We made up and I need to be… right.”

      He just looked down into my eyes for a few moments, not saying anything.

      “You let him fuck you?”

      “We made up, Cortez.” I didn’t know why I couldn’t say the actual words, but he knew what I meant.

      Getting off of me, he removed his shirt, jeans, and boxers. He stood there naked, looking like a mahogany Greek god with his chiseled muscles covered in tattoos. Putting his hand out, he helped me out of the bed and undid the zipper of my dress. Once it fell to the floor, he removed my panties and then brought me down into the bed with him again.

      “Baby,” was all he said as he groped my body while in between my legs. He kissed on my neck, collarbone, and breasts, making me so horny.

      “Cortez…” I wanted to stop him, but I was ass naked, and he was between my thighs. I felt his big ass dick hardening by the minute against me.

      “He don’t know what to do witchu.” He kissed down my stomach, making my nectar literally seep out from my lower lips. Why couldn’t it feel like this with Merlin? I knew him longer, and we had history.

      Again, I was about to protest, but his mouth was on my clit, sucking gently but with the right amount of pressure. So instead of moving, I let him spread my legs wider for more access. When I came, my knees buckled, but Belly kept them apart to continue eating until I released again.

      Coming up, he licked and sucked hungrily all over my body until he got to my nipples to take his time.

      “Oh my gosh,” I whimpered, despite him not doing anything but putting his mouth and tongue all over me. I was hot as hell and drenched between my legs.

      “I bet he don’t take his time,” he uttered before sucking on my ear.

      I felt the thick head of his dick at my opening, just before he plunged inside of me, letting out a subtle groan. He was definitely bigger than Merlin.

      “Fuck.” He rocked in and out of me, and I was so wet that you could hear every time he glided inside. “I ain’t gotta ask you who this pussy belongs to, Blaise.” He pinned my hands to the bed, intertwining our fingers.

      “Mmm.” I sniveled from the pain mixed with pleasure. “It’s yours,” I told him anyway via a whimper, because it was the truth. This nigga had spoiled my pussy, because my own man couldn’t even get me to be on the verge of cumming anymore.

      “I know,” he whispered cockily, vacuuming my lips into his mouth as he pounded me.

      Once I released on him, he pulled out, put a condom on, then flipped me over to hit it from the back. For the rest of the night, we hung out, talked, and again, he cooked for me before taking me home.
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      That weekend… Friday to be exact…

      “Girl, he’s turning me into a person I’m not; I don’t cheat.” I chuckled, looking at Priscilla.

      We were out to lunch since we both had some free time. We brought our kids along too since it was such a nice day and the park was close by.

      Priscilla had one boy and one girl by this rapper named Rafi. They’d been together a while, but they weren’t too public at all with their relationship. In fact, I never saw pictures of them pop up on blogs or anything, and they never posted one another. I aspired to be that secretive, but somehow, I was always out here getting caught, even when I saw no cameras. Thankfully, nothing too incriminating regarding Belly and I had been posted yet.

      “Yeah, I can tell you like him, but honestly, I’m afraid for you. He’s not exactly prince charming.”

      “Ugh, I know. His reputation is horrible.”

      “So what are you gonna do? It sounds like you really like this guy. I mean, I’ve known you for some years, Blaise, and you’re not exactly the type to sleep with multiple men at once.”

      “I know. And I don’t even like sleeping with Merlin. In fact, I haven’t had sex with him since this last time. I’ve been feigning illness.”

      We both burst into laughter.

      “Okay, so old boy must be good as hell in the bedroom then…?” Priscilla raised her brow, tousling her long curly hair. The sun illuminated her chocolate skin.

      “Very. And honestly, I can’t even describe it. I thought Five-Star was the best I’d ever have, but Belly gets to my mental and my physical.”

      The fact that I let this man fuck me raw for even a second scared me. Since Five-Star, if any man even looked like he was about to go in without a condom, I shut it down.

      “No wonder he has so many hoes acting a fool.”

      “I know.” I rolled my eyes. “That’s why I can’t with him. I’m gonna change my damn number and stay in the house so he can forget me.”

      We chortled heavily together just as the waitress brought everyone’s food. For the next hour or so, we ate and talked, with the kids too, occasionally, and then took them to the park to tire them out.

      After parting ways, I took a sleeping Island back to my condo where my mama still was, because I wanted to go meet Merlin at the studio to talk. I didn’t want to be with him anymore; I couldn’t.

      “Excuse me, Miss Cansino,” the front desk guy Gary called after me. We usually got packages and any notes left by mailmen and visitors from him.

      “Hi, Gary.” I turned away from the exit of the building and walked back over to him.

      “I didn’t want to bother you while you had your sleeping daughter. These came for you.” Gary bent down and came up with a bouquet of white and red roses. “The guy, the umm boxer. He’s a young one, very good.” Gary had his eyes squinted, trying to remember.

      “Belly. Cortez.”

      “Yes! He’s the one who brought them. Threatened to lay me out if you didn’t get these.” He laughed. I’m sure he thought Belly was joking, but I was pretty sure he wasn’t.

      “Well thank you.” I giggled happily as I looked the roses over, taking the card out.

      Just a thank you for that pussy last night. – Belly.

      I laughed before rushing the flowers up into my condo and putting them in water. I hurried out because I didn’t want to deal with my mom asking about where they’d come from.

      I left out to get my car and then headed straight to the studio. I got there a little earlier than when I told Merlin I would be there, but it was only twenty minutes, so I decided to just go inside.

      On the way up, I kept going back and forth, wondering if this was what I really wanted. Merlin had been a cash flow safety net for me, but on the other hand, I felt horrible for having cheated on him. Not to mention I was unfortunately developing feelings for the man I’d cheated with.

      The thought of Belly brought a smile to my face, especially remembering the flowers I had back at home.

      Me: Thank you for the roses baby.

      Belly: Lay up with me tonight.

      Me: Okay.

      The warmness that took over my body was unexplainable. I hadn’t had this feeling since Five-Star, and I didn’t know if that was a good sign or a bad sign. And stupidly, I was starting to think I was his only and special, because of how he treated me and the time we spent together. That was every woman’s worst mistake when dealing with a man like Belly.

      As I walked, staring down at my phone, my smile dissipated at the sound of two people arguing. I recognized the male voice because it belonged to Merlin, and eventually I realized the female voice was that of his artist Chantal. I was about to walk in, but their tones seemed to be heated, and their conversation halted me once I’d caught on to the subject of it.

      “You want your career, or you want that damn baby?” Merlin asked angrily. ”Huh!”

      “Why can’t I have both?” she cried.

      “Because you got a fucking career to think about, Chantal! What the fuck you mean?”

      “My single is still at #2 after being at #1 for weeks—”

      “And you think because of that one damn song you can have a baby? Either you get an abortion, or I’m terminating the contract between you and Superior.”

      I felt bad for the girl because I remember when I was pregnant with Island and how my agent back then told me if I didn’t get an abortion, I wouldn’t make it. As badly as I wanted my career to flourish and as depressed as Five-Star had me while I was with child, I just couldn’t get rid of my baby. I wasn’t far along and knew nothing about her, but I loved her too much already.

      “Why are you acting like you don’t care about me?” She started to sob hysterically.

      “Look, just because I fucked you one damn time doesn’t mean we got some kind of special relationship going on. I told you it was a mistake, and I was pissed with my girl. Plus, you got a nigga.”

      I couldn’t listen anymore, so I entered the studio room. Both parties looked to me with gaped mouths and wide eyes.

      “Don’t stop now. Continue.” I smiled, shutting the door behind me. “So how long y’all been fucking?”

      “Blaise, it ain’t even like that, baby. I swear to God it was once,” Merlin pleaded, walking toward me. I put my hand up to stop him.

      “Get out before I knock your ass out,” I threatened Chantal. Only reason I didn’t beat her ass was because I’d been fucking Belly, so I was wrong too, and I’d planned to dump Merlin’s ass anyway. A little part of me wanted to snatch her up by that cheap teal wig though.

      “So sorry, Blaise.” She grabbed her things and rushed past me like Florence Griffith Joyner.

      “Blaise, baby—”

      “Merlin, look, I was coming up here anyway to let you know that I think it’d be best if we parted ways.”

      “Over that?” His brows furrowed. “Blaise, we were on the outs and—”

      “No, not because of that. I’m just not happy with you, and I haven’t been for a while. You try to control me… change me, and I don’t want that.”

      “I don’t try to control yo’ ass. I’m trying to better you. I told you that.”

      “Well I don’t want a man who thinks I need that much improving, so like I said, I’m done with you.”

      Moving closer to me with his lips tight as hell, he gritted out, “What new rich nigga you don’ ran into?”

      “What?” I looked him up and down. “Merlin, get out of my face.” I backed away since his big ass was coming at me like a serial killer.

      “You’re breaking up with me, so it must be because you met some nigga with a similar cash flow.”

      “I’m leaving.” I turned, but he grabbed me up and hemmed me to the wall.

      “No matter what nigga you go lay up with, just know you ain’t nothing but a slut. You’ll never be wife-able, because all you like to do is be a fucking hoe. You only twenty-three years old, and how many niggas you don’ fucked?”

      WHAM!

      My only response was to punch his ass dead in the face. He stumbled backward, cupping his nose with blood gushing through his fingers. He stared me down with bucked eyes, and I saw they were watering, so that hit must have hurt. Without another word, I left the studio room and proceeded on with my day.
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      Belly had just finished a fight against this guy they nicknamed Fright. Even though he and Belly were what for what in weight and height, I was afraid while watching, that Fright would hurt him. Every time he did land a punch on Belly, I cringed, and my stomach felt queasy. I’d only known this boy for almost two months now and cared that much. I could only imagine if I started to fall in love, but I doubt that’d happen. I was in some deep ass like however.

      Anyhow, per usual, Belly came out on top, finally knocking Fright right on his big ass for the last time.

      When the fight was done, Priscilla and I were invited to the back by Carson, and when we arrived, I saw a bunch of people surrounding Belly with microphones. He looked so sexy, covered in sweat and shirtless. The sight made me simper a bit.

      “I have never been to a live boxing show, but that was interesting as hell,” Priscilla commented.

      “Told you. I felt the same way, but it’s intriguing.”

      “Especially when one of the contenders are blowing your back out.”

      She laughed heartily when I nudged her.

      Just then, Carson waved us over to come closer to where Belly was giving responses to certain questions. I guess he was almost done.

      “Just one more question and that’s it,” Carson called out to the reporters.

      “So, Belly, did you think you’d beat Fright or were you 50/50?”

      Belly jerked his neck back as to say ‘negro please’, then replied, “Fuck you on? You must have never heard of a nigga. I knew from jump I was gon’ have him on his ass. Y’all muthafuckas be easy.” He turned away, and when we made eye contact, to my surprise, he leaned down to kiss me before taking my hand.

      Carson led Priscilla to the refreshments table as camera flashes bounced around everywhere. Once Belly and I got into his dressing room, he kissed me a few more times before going to wipe the sweat off.

      “You did good, baby. I admit I was afraid because the guy is the same size as you. Actually five pounds heavier according to the announcer.”

      He chuckled softly, walking over to me.

      Placing me on the vanity attached to a mirror, he got between my legs and said, “No nigga will ever KO me in that ring, Blaise, and I need you to know that.”

      “Never?” I half smiled.

      “Never. I’m gon’ be the greatest to ever do this shit.”

      “I know.” I nodded, cupping his face. I believed him. His moves in the ring seemed so calculated yet so smooth.

      Pulling away, he walked over to his bag and pulled out a burgundy one with Cartier written on it. He handed it to me, and for a minute, I just stared, making him laugh.

      “You gon’ stare at me or open the shit?”

      Placing it next to me, I reached inside and opened the box to see a gold Cartier bracelet. Engraved on the inner part was Belly.

      “Cortez, I know this was like $3,000.”

      “More like $6,000, but don’t trip. My pay per fight got increased to $55,000, and I knew I’d have a bonus coming in for this win.” He took it from me and slid it onto my wrist. “I know you’re used to more expensive shit, but I don’t give a fuck.”

      I’d gotten plenty of nice things from Five-Star, Merlin, hell, all of my rich exes, but for some reason, this bracelet made me feel a certain way; like it meant a lot to me. The fact that he wasn’t rich but he still wanted to get me something nice. And also, he didn’t attempt to front like he was so wealthy and try to live beyond his means to impress me. Plus, the engraving was a nice touch; very personal, and something no one had ever done.

      “How many girls have you done this for?”

      “None. You’re the first one a nigga wanted to spend his money on. I’d already planned to get you something when I got a re-up on money.”

      I nodded as I looked it over.

      “Cortez, you buy me roses, cook for me, get me this bracelet, say certain things… I could go on, but then you turn around and say stuff like you’re single and can smash whomever you want.” He gave me a look that was asking me to clarify my point. “What I mean is, you do all this stuff, and I start liking you more and more, and then you hurt my feelings by playing me.”

      “I hurt ya feelings?” He wedged himself further between my legs and kissed on my neck while hugging me. “I do shit for you because I like you, baby, that’s it. But as far as being in a relationship and shit, and being faithful, I don’t know if I can do that. I know I can’t; at least not right now. But I’ll always make you feel special as fuck, no matter what I’m doing.”`

      “Okay, well then, I think I should leave now. We probably shouldn’t communicate anymore.” I nudged him and hopped down. I didn’t know why I was so hurt, but I definitely was.

      Before I could get to the door, he grabbed my hand and yanked me back to him. Snaking his strong arms around my body, he started pecking me nice and slowly.

      “Don’t leave me, Blaise. Work with me,” he whispered in between kisses. My knees were weakening, so I wanted to get out. “I don’t wanna be forced to fuck up any nigga you call yourself dealing with.” His lips trailed to my neck, forcing my eyes to close. “I’ve only been fucking with you these past couple of weeks.”

      “Just try your best,” I replied, surprising myself.

      We kissed for a little longer before he went to the bathroom in here for a shower. We were going to dinner with his people and Priscilla at Catch LA; this was the restaurant all celebrities went to pretty much.

      As I waited for him, I looked over my bracelet with a smile just as my phone started going crazy. When I saw they were tags on Instagram, and under a gossip blog’s photo, I already knew what was up. Tapping one of the many notifications, I saw they already had the footage of Belly leaning down to kiss me. Luckily, a reporter was in the way, so the caption just said he and I appeared to have kissed. Thank God.
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      Just as I stuffed my third cookie into my mouth, Blaise and Belly had come walking out of his room. They were so cute together, and I hadn’t seen Blaise smile like that since when she was with Five-Star. I just hoped this one turned out differently, because Five had done her extremely dirty.

      “I didn’t even get a chance to introduce you two.” Blaise grinned. “Cortez, this is my friend, Priscilla.”

      “Nice to meet you.” I stuck my hand out to him.

      “You not a hoe like that other bitch, are you?” he quizzed me boldly, prompting me to glance at Blaise whose jaw was on the floor.

      “Cortez, really? No, she’s Rafi’s girlfriend; you know, the rapper,” Blaise explained.

      Belly gave me a weird look before replying, “Oh, that’s yo’ nigga? Cool. You ain’t answer my question though.”

      “No, nigga, I am not a damn hoe.”

      “Aight.” He threw his arm around Blaise, making her cheese. “I can’t have my girl around no females with giving tree ass pussies.”

      “Okay.” I laughed along with Blaise who elbowed him lightly.

      “I’m your girl now?” she asked lowly, and he just tilted her head back to kiss her a few times.

      “Let’s go eat!” Belly called out, and a group of men that I recognized as part of his little crew started over.

      We followed them out, and I hooked my arm with Blaise’s, giving her a look that made her roll her eyes.

      “What?” she inquired.

      “I don’t even think I’ve seen Five-Star make you smile this much. Are you sure he’s done with that girl that stepped to you?”

      She shrugged and responded, “I’m not sure, but he’s mine.”

      Nodding, I held her arm tighter as we continued to the car. It was a stretch Escalade in all black, and Belly held the door open for us before coming in after with his boys following. The ride there was pretty fun, especially because somehow we finished off three bottles of champagne. I loved hanging out with Blaise because she was always doing something, and meeting new people, yet she wasn’t some groupie type like Nichole.

      We arrived to Catch LA, and I was so caught off guard by the people taking video and pictures with their phones. Yes, I was dating a famous rapper, but we didn’t go places together for me to experience this; we’d usually just meet up, so I’d already be inside waiting for him or vice versa.

      We were finally able to make it inside, and we took up this big area by the window since it was a nice amount of us. Only a few minutes later did two guys I saw at the match earlier show up.

      “That is Will, Belly’s photographer and friend. That one is Manny, his half-brother,” Blaise whispered to me as the two men sat down. Some dude named Cole was next to me and eyeing me like a dessert plate.

      “Anybody ever tell you how fine you are? You know my favorite sauce to get at Baskin Robbins is chocolate,” he whispered to me and licked his lips when we made eye contact.

      “I have a boyfriend, but thank you for the compliment, I guess.”

      “Anytime. And I don’t mind you having a man.”

      “That’s good to know.” I turned to my other side to give Blaise a look, which made her laugh. Just as she was about to talk though, Belly turned her to kiss her lips. If they weren’t boyfriend and girlfriend, then I didn’t know what the fuck a relationship was.

      The waitress finally came, and after fan-girling over Belly like a little child, she took our drink and appetizer orders. That didn’t take too long to come, at least it didn’t seem like it since everyone was talking and laughing.

      “So can I get your number?” Cole inquired. He was an okay looking guy, but a bit too short and stout for my liking. Plus, I wasn’t available.

      “Man, leave her alone. None of y’all niggas have respect for relationships,” the one Blaise told me was named Will said irritably. He’d been making faces all night, so I got the impression that he stayed annoyed 24/7. I was sure his blood pressure was high.

      He was a light caramel with short curly hair and a tiny mustache going over his top lip. He was at least six two from what I saw when he walked in, and he was pretty lean but not skinny.

      “Here this nigga go with the fucking speeches.” Belly sighed as everyone groaned.

      “It’s not a speech. It’s about the fact that we need to carry ourselves differently and stop glorifying taking other niggas’ women. What is the glory in that?” Will frowned, scanning the table for an answer.

      “I’m gon’ need about four more drinks to get through this shit,” Manny said, turning his head repeatedly, looking for the waiter as everyone chuckled. Will of course sucked his teeth.

      “The glory is gettin’ pussy, don’t matter if she got a nigga or not.” Belly shrugged, and Blaise gripped his jaw angrily, making him grin.

      “Exactly. But knowing she another nigga’s bitch is an ego booster.” The one named Ozzy cheesed as everyone except Will and Blaise laughed.

      “Baby, I was joking,” I heard Belly say lowly before kissing Blaise’s cheek a couple times as she looked over the menu.

      “You agree with this?” Will looked dead at me for some reason. What the hell did I have to do with any of this?

      “Well, I’m not a man, but it’s obvious that men take pride in being able to say they’ve smashed a taken woman. Women aren’t really the same, at least not respectable ones.”

      Will nodded as he took a sip of his water.

      The rest of the dinner was nice, because you could tell everyone was relaxing and having a good time, even irritable Will. It seemed like not even a minute had gone by, but it was 1:30 a.m. by the time we were getting up from the table. Usually, Catch LA had table time limits, but they gave us no issues because of Belly.

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.” Will came out of the restaurant after me, along with everyone else.

      “Priscilla.”

      “You dance?” He cocked his head with his eyes squinted.

      “Yeah… how’d you know?”

      “I think I saw you doing background at an award show; it was televised.” He nodded, looking me over. The dress I was in was very tight, so it made me slightly uncomfortable to have him eyeing me.

      “You saw me?” I chuckled. “Out of everybody on stage?”

      “Wasn’t that many people, just a few of you ladies, and you did well.”

      “Thanks.” I gave him a half smile, just as my phone started ringing. I saw it was my boyfriend, Rafi, so I quickly answered. “Hey, baby.”

      “It’s almost 2 a.m. Where the fuck you at? You were going to a damn boxing match and to get some food. How the fuck does that run until two in the morning?” Rafi hissed.

      “I told you I’d possibly be out late because this was an outing with Blaise.”

      “And this is why I don’t like you hanging with her. She still be on the prowl and shit.”

      Rafi and I had been together for six years, and the relationship moved fast. We were never super public with our business, but most had an inkling that we were together. Rafi was a private man, so he didn’t like his life out there, and I respected that, so I did what I needed to do to make sure our union wasn’t super public.

      It was fine, but I’d be lying if I said some days I didn’t envy those people who could shout from the rooftops about their love. At least I was allowed to post our babies on Instagram and stuff, but Rafi never did, which was fine; I didn’t expect him to. But I just wondered how much longer would we have to be so secretive. Hell, Nipsey and Lauren London were private, but even they showed some public affection here and there occasionally.

      “She is not on the prowl, Rafi. I will talk to you when I get home.” I quickly hung up, frowning hard until I realized Will was still watching me. “Men act so crazy when they have to play mom for the night.” I giggled.

      “You got kids?”

      “Yes, two of them; ages five and three.”

      “I see. Well, the next match that Belly has, you should come out again. I mean, if you want to.”

      “I probably will. It was fun.”

      Will smirked just as the car came around, so we all got in. I didn’t expect him and Manny to since they didn’t come with us, but whatever. The car dropped Belly’s friends, brother, and Will off first, then I was last.

      “I’ll text you,” Blaise let me know as Belly stood outside of the car, holding the door open for me.

      “Okay, don’t forget!” I giggled.

      “Have a good night,” Belly said to me, and I waved in response.

      I rushed up to the front door of the huge home I resided in, in Beverly Hills, and slipped my key in. As soon as the door sounded off, Rafi came to the top of the stairs looking pissed. Ignoring him, I put the alarm on then started up the stairs.

      “If you think you’re about to be doing whatever the fuck Blaise does, you got me fucked up, Priscilla.” He followed me into the bedroom.

      “It was one night, Rafi, damn!”

      “So what! The kids were hyper as fuck all night, and I had to deal with the shit by myself for hours while you did God knows what!”

      “Okay, and I do the shit every day, while you jet set, travel, and do whatever the hell else you need to, Mr. Rapper. I even bring them to dance rehearsals and have them backstage at performances, but now since you had them one night, at home, it’s a big deal! Boy, bye!” I threw my YSL pumps to the side and stood up off the bed to go to the bathroom, but he blocked me.

      “From now on, you and Blaise can only hang in the day time, and with the kids. You’re a mother, so going out, staying late, and shit ain’t on the agenda for you no more.”

      “You’re a father, so does the same apply to you?”

      “Nah, it doesn’t. I’m a man. Plus, part of my job is being out late at night. Your little dancing gigs can’t pay the bills for this mansion and all this other shit you got. That’s me, my songs, my tours, and my appearances. So like I said, that shit doesn’t apply to me.”

      “Rafi, I am not going to only go out in the daytime like some wife from centuries ago.”

      “Yeah.” He nodded. “You will. And I’m done talking about the shit.”

      Without another word, he climbed into the bed, so I just headed to the bathroom. As I removed my makeup with my cleansing balm, I began to ponder.

      I loved Rafi and would do almost anything to keep our lives together, but at times he could be so controlling and condescending that it made me dislike him.

      Finishing the removal of my makeup, I undressed then hopped into the shower. Once I was clean, I brushed my teeth and went to check on my kids to make sure they looked okay, because the way Rafi was talking, I expected them to have bullet wounds. After kissing them goodnight, I went back to the bedroom where Rafi had the lights off. Getting into bed, I turned my back to him.

      Moving my hair, he hugged me tightly from behind and whispered, “I’m sorry for how I came off, but you gotta understand that we both can’t be in the streets, Priscilla. I need you holding everything down while I make the money. You get me?”

      Turning to face him, I replied, “Yes.”

      “That’s why I love you.” He kissed me slowly, then pulled back to look at me. “You’re so beautiful.”
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      Atlanta, Georgia…

      “Damn,” I grumbled lowly as I fucked the shit out of Kharla while this other bitch whose name I forgot, rode her face.

      Kharla flew her ass out here to see me per usual, but I told her if she wanted to chill, she needed to bring a friend. I said the shit, thinking she wouldn’t come through and would leave me the fuck alone, but baby girl surprised me.

      I nudged old girl off Kharla’s face before flipping Kharla over and killing her shit from the back as she cried out. Just before I nutted, I pulled out, slid the condom off, and the other bitch came over with her mouth open for me to let loose in.

      Stepping back, I went to the bathroom to take a shower and heard both females come in. The bitch with no name pulled the curtain back some, with Kharla behind her, and tried to jump in with me.

      “Nah, I’m good, and I don’t have a condom in here.” I stopped them both, closing the shower back.

      I finished cleaning up about twenty minutes later, and then brushed my teeth just because a nigga wanted to feel fresh before I knocked out. I wasn’t around here eating pussy or no shit like that unless it was Blaise. I’d definitely eaten Kharla’s box, Sienna’s too before, but that was a long ass time ago, and I’d lost that urge with them. Blaise was another story though.

      “I sent Jessica home. She was talking about seeing you again when you came to Atlanta, so I had to put an end to that. It’s enough of us,” Kharla let me know once I came out in the hotel room. She really thought she could stop shows around this muthafucka. If a bitch wanted to fuck with me, and vice versa, it would happen regardless.

      “You can dip too.” I got down onto the bed, grabbing my phone. “I’m about to make a phone call.”

      “I don’t mind. I’m gonna shower anyway.”

      “Don’t be moving a lot and shit. Be quiet as a muthafuckin’ mouse, or I’m kicking yo’ ass out the room.”

      “Okay!” She laughed, thinking I was joking.

      I tapped Blaise’s name and waited as the line rang. About four rings in, she finally answered, and I was low-key pissed for having to wait so damn long. Was I actually jealous? The thought of her ass being on a date or some shit bothered me for a quick ass second.

      “Where you at?” I asked right away, making Kharla look at me as she quietly dug through her duffle bag.

      “I’m at home, Cortez. I just got here from rehearsal an hour ago, and I had to bathe and feed Island.”

      “Oh, just making sure you wasn’t out doing some shit to piss me off.”

      “What would that be?”

      “Entertaining other niggas, fuck you mean?” I frowned, and I felt Kharla stop looking in her bag to stare me down. I didn’t give a fuck. She’d just better keep the shit on mute.

      “Are you entertaining other women?”

      “Nah, not any women. A few hoes, but no women. I promise you.” I chuckled when she sucked her teeth. “I’m fucking with you, baby.” I felt the need to lie; another red flag. I always told women what it was, but right now, I couldn’t, and I didn’t know how to feel about that bullshit.

      “So then you miss me?” I could hear the smile in her voice, so it made me do the same.

      “Yeah, I miss yo’ ass. You wearing that bracelet every day, right?”

      “Of course. I know daddy worked hard for it.”

      “Now my dick is hard, Blaise. I come home in two days, a little after 6 p.m. I need you to come through around 9 p.m.”

      “I can do that. I can’t wait.”

      “Aight. You need something? Anything? Your baby?”

      “No, I’m fine, but thank you, baby.”

      “Aight, goodnight. Take care of my pussy for when I get back and all that good shit.”

      “Goodnight!” She laughed.

      Right when I hung up, Kharla came out wrapped in her towel. She was frowning hard as fuck, snatching up her underwear before slipping them on. I continued handling shit on my phone, then by the time I was done and on Instagram, checking my DM’s, she was next to me.

      Ignoring her, I went to Blaise’s profile to see she’d posted a photo a few days ago in some little ass bathing suit that only got my dick hard. I’d never found a bitch this sexy in my damn life, and the shit went beyond how she looked. Plus, the pussy was dangerously good.

      Blaise was the first female that had me slowing up my strokes occasionally so a nigga wouldn’t nut early as fuck. Definitely made sense why niggas were dropping bands on her ass. But that shit was over, ’cause I was never letting her ass go.

      “I can’t believe you,” Kharla finally spoke up as I set my phone on my nightstand next to me.

      “Believe what?” I felt my lip turn up.

      “You haven’t even had your dick out of me for five minutes and you’re on the phone with another bitch and telling me to be quiet.”

      “On the phone with another what?”

      “Woman,” she quickly corrected but had a surprised look on her face almost. “So what, you’re in a relationship with her or something? And why do you be taking her to dinners and buying her things?”

      “It really ain’t none of ya fucking business, but yeah, I just might get in a relationship.” I took down some of the water I had next to me.

      “So what does that mean for me?”

      Swallowing the water, I shrugged. “I don’t know what me getting a girl has to do with you. We ain’t together and ain’t never been together.”

      “People kept trying to tell me you were fucking with her, and I saw the evidence on her little Instagram stories, even though she was trying to be discreet.” Kharla shook her head. “If you make her your girl, we’re still gonna fuck around, right? It won’t be long before you throw her away.”

      “Aye, get up outta here. Go sleep in the living room.”

      “What?”

      “Get the fuck out. You talking too fucking much, and the shit is aggravating.” I snatched the covers off of her lap.

      “Okay, Cortez, I’m sorry,” she whimpered, tears in her eyes. She was weak as fuck at times. Shit was unattractive as hell. “I won’t bring it up anymore, I promise.”

      “Get the fuck out. I’m not gon’ ask you again.” Finally, she got her ass up out of the bed and stormed out of the bedroom portion to the living room area of the suite. “Come close my muthafuckin’ door!” I barked, cutting the lamp off.

      A few moments later, she was closing my door, so I fluffed my pillow to knock out.
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      Back in Los Angeles… Manhattan Beach to be exact…

      “Cortez, I could’ve driven. You didn’t have to send a car.” Blaise smiled as soon as I answered the door of the beach house we’d chilled at before.

      “Stop trying to interrupt my fucking flow. Come here.” I pulled her in and scooped her up as I closed the door. She had on this gold colored dress that complemented her sweet brown skin. Her hair was doing that wavy shit, and messily hanging down her back. “I love when you got your shit like this.” I touched her hair as I carried her upstairs.

      “Why? ’Cause it’s the natural look?” She smiled, pecking me.

      “Yeah, reminds me of how you look after I’m done fucking the shit out of you.” She just laughed, tossing her head back as I pressed my lips against her neck. “You smell good as shit. I’m hungry as fuck for yo’ ass.”

      “I missed you,” she whispered, cupping my face as we kissed.

      We ended up in the bedroom, where I placed her to her feet and then began helping her out of her shoes and then dress. She lifted her hair so I could unhook her bra, and then I got down to remove her panties. I pressed my lips against her pussy a couple times, then the lower part of her stomach as she caressed my fade.

      “Come on.” I led her to the bathroom, and when I opened the door, her mouth fell open seeing the tub filled with rose petals. I had the heated light on, so it was sort of dim in here, and the balcony windows next to the tub were slightly open.

      She turned to stare up at me for a few moments, then tilted her head back for a kiss before I helped her to the big ass tub so she could get in.

      “What’s this for?”

      “You always doing shit for people, so I wanted to do something for you. When yo’ ass is with me, I want you to chill… relax… not have to worry about shit or what people need.”

      “Okay.” She spoke so lowly it was nearly inaudible.

      I leaned down to peck her, and she held onto the sides of my face for a moment to keep me there. Finally, I pulled back and left her to enjoy her bath while I checked on the food I had. I hadn’t done this much shit for a female ever, but for some reason, Blaise just made me want to do certain shit.

      By the time I had the food on the plates, Blaise had walked into the kitchen in the white robe I’d provided for her. I held the chair out at the table, and she smiled before coming over to me to sit down.

      “I tried to light these fucking candles, but I guess my lighter ran out of fluid from all the blunts I took to the face over the weekend.”

      “It’s fine.” She laughed as I sat adjacent to her, before we said grace. “Did your mother teach you to cook?” She surveyed the pesto chicken pasta.

      “Nah. My mama wasn’t the ‘teach her kids how to cook’ type.”

      “Oh, I remember you said you guys weren’t close. I’m sorry for asking.” She touched my hand.

      “You good, I’m not tripping.”

      “I won’t forget again. So you learned to make all this stuff on your own then?” She swirled her fork in the noodles.

      “Sort of. Watching them cooking shows that be on late as fuck became a habit of mine. We didn’t have cable or nothing fancy, so I had to find shit to watch, and the cooking channel was it.”

      “I can’t imagine you watching that.” She chuckled, covering her mouth. She was so pretty I had to kiss her neck while rubbing her smooth buttery thigh under the table.

      “Yep, believe it or not. I went to school in the morning, ditched about two hours later to do stupid shit with my NHP niggas, then I would go train all fucking evening before going home to shower, eat a sandwich, and watch the cooking channel.” I grinned at her since she was doing the same.

      “You ditched every day? I hated guys like you in school. I was there and they weren’t, yet we all graduated.”

      “Well you wouldn’t have hated me then, because I for sure didn’t graduate.”

      Blaise looked to me with a baffled expression as she placed her wine glass down. I’d never told anybody that shit and didn’t know why the fuck I was telling her ass. It’d become easy as fuck to talk to baby girl though, so it just came out.

      “You didn’t graduate high school?”

      “Nah. I made it to eleventh grade, but by that time, I was in the streets heavily, and boxing was taking up a lot of my time, which was important since I used the little fight money I was making to help with the bills and shit.” She didn’t say anything so I added, “You don’t fuck with niggas without diplomas?”

      “I fuck with you.” She ate some more then added, “You’ve been fighting for a long time.”

      “I know; since eighth grade. I would be much further professionally had I not been into gang banging and shit. All them jail stints and bullshit held me back, but when I got focused and stepped back from that life a tiny bit, shit started popping off quickly.”

      “A tiny bit? So you’re still involved?”

      “Not nearly as much. I still live in the hood though, so I’m around it. I just ain’t deep like I used to be.”

      “Good. I don’t want anything happening to you. I always say if someone gets killed in LA, it’s usually in Inglewood or South Central.”

      “True as fuck.” We laugh simultaneously. “You stopped fucking with that other nigga completely, right, Blaise?”

      When she told me she and that nigga made up and that he got some pussy, I was hot as a muthafucka. But I had to play it cool since I didn’t understand my fucking feelings.

      “Yes, I did.”

      “He hit you up?”
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      “No,” I lied.

      I knew Belly was crazy and would be itching to fuck Merlin up. Plus, I was never going back to Merlin, so it was no point in me saying anything.

      “Cool.” He kissed my hand.

      We finished dinner and kept talking, learning more about one another, but I could tell he thought I was feeling differently about him because of the whole high school thing. I didn’t though. I still liked him the same; maybe even more because I was appreciative of his honesty. So many men fronted for me, but not Belly.

      After we ate, he cleaned our dishes then we went up to the bedroom. Belly cracked the doors so we could hear the ocean outside, and then we disrobed before getting into the bed. He wasted no time getting in between my legs and tonguing me down.

      When he started to go down on me, I made him come back up and asked, “Cortez, did you sleep with anyone while you were in Atlanta?”

      The longer he stared at me, the bigger the feeling of queasiness got. I already knew the answer by now, but I was hoping he’d prove me wrong.

      “It was only once and—Blaise!” He tried to grab me when I pushed him off of me and got out of the bed. “Where the fuck you going?”

      “I’m going home.” I looked around for my underwear. When I finally spotted it on top of my dress in the chair, I snatched them up.

      I heard him getting out of the bed, and I felt him coming closer to me as I slipped my dress on. I didn’t need the bra, thanks to my breast job. I only wore it because it matched my panties, which I knew Belly would see. I felt so stupid.

      “Why the fuck you going home?”

      “Because I don’t wanna do this anymore! I’m not going to play your girlfriend while you sleep with whoever the fuck you want to!”

      “It was once, Blaise! Fuck! And I told yo’ ass I would try! Try! We not even together, and you acting like you fucking crazy!”

      “Yes, you said you would try, but you didn’t!”

      “How the fuck you know!” he growled down in my face. His handsome mug was contorted.

      I didn’t care how tall and built he was, so I stood my ground. We were chest-to-chest damn near.

      “Because I know! You probably didn’t even think about me once. You just slid your dick into the first bitch that got you hard!” I shoved him as powerfully as I could. I felt like I was about to cry, but I refused to.

      His demeanor calmed down at the sound of my words.

      “Blaise… don’t leave.”

      “No, fuck you, and fuck whatever this was. Don’t call me, text me, nothing. Whatever bitch or bitches you have waiting for you, call them up, because I’m done with you.” I threw my purse over my shoulder.

      “Blaise, it’s after 1 a.m.” He grabbed me from behind, and as soon as he did, I started to cry silently. “Baby, don’t cry.” He kissed down the side of my face while walking me back to the bed. Lying me down, he removed my shoes and then got in on the other side of me. “I’m sorry.”
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      A few days later…

      I’d been busy with rehearsals for the past few weeks, and next Monday, we would start shooting actual scenes, so the director gave us two days off. I told my agent, Ivory, to make sure that I stayed booked, and so far, she’d been doing great. By saying that, today I was doing a commercial for a new vodka brand coming out. It was short and sweet, but the pay was nice, so I was excited.

      We’d just finished shooting the second to last scene, which was the club one, so there were a lot of other girls here, not including the ones playing my friends.

      “Okay, just a one-hour lunch, everyone! Main actors get their food first, and then everyone else can pile in!” some young Black guy yelled.

      I was a main, so I happily grabbed my iPhone from my locker and then went to make my plate.

      On the way to the food, I checked my messages to see Belly had been texting and calling per usual. That night I stayed with him, I cried myself to sleep embarrassingly, but the next morning, I left and hadn’t talked to him since. He’d popped up to my condo building and everything, but I just didn’t come down. He had me fucked up, and even when I tried to be understanding, he still didn’t appreciate it.

      After fixing my plate, I went to eat at one of the tables outside since it was such a nice day. Not to mention, too many people were seated inside, and I really wasn’t in the mood to be bothered.

      “You mind if I sit here?” Some caramel skinned girl with brownish red hair approached my table. There were ten other free tables, so I didn’t understand why she chose the one I was at. I hated those super friendly girls I’d meet on jobs.

      “No… it’s fine.”

      “Thanks.” She plopped down and started wiping her silverware. “So how did you get the lead role in this?”

      “Auditioned for it.”

      She chuckled then said, “No. I know, it’s just I find it hard to get any roles where I’m not standing in the background and smiling.”

      “Yeah, I’ve been there. You just have to really get out there and take as many jobs as you can while auditioning for as many as you can. Also, I take one on one acting classes.”

      “Hmm, I’ve never thought about going to class. I don’t think I need it.”

      This is why her ass wasn’t booking shit. Typical bird thinking just because she was cute and could maybe cry on cue that she could book parts.

      “No one does, but you do. Even the best actors still take a few classes and do research. It’s a part of the job.”

      “I’ll take that advice. I’ve actually seen you in a few things, and I’ve noticed you from Instagram, so I know you get a lot of work. You’re inspiring.”

      “Thanks.” I took a sip of my water. “What was your name again?”

      “Kharla. I already know yours of course.” She laughed, so I pretended to go along with her.

      “Right.”

      My phone started ringing, and Belly’s name popped up, so I silenced it, using the side button. Kharla’s eyes darted right to my iPhone screen with her nosy ass, and she was staring for so long that I moved the phone to the other side of my tray.

      “So, Blaise Cansino, do you still date that music exec, Merlin? And your baby daddy is Five-Star, right? How do you pull men of that caliber? I mean, you’re very pretty, but a lot of women are, so I wanna know the secret.” She was smiling so widely that I was waiting for one of her cheekbones to come through her eye socket.

      “I don’t know you well enough, or at all even, for me to be discussing my personal life with you.”

      “Sorry. My mama always talks to me about being so nosy. It’s a horrible habit of mine. I do have to say, I did notice your phone said Belly on it. That’s the crazy, sexy boxer, isn’t it?” I didn’t say anything as I continued to eat my food. “Well, I’m only bringing it up because I heard a lot about him.”

      “Oh yeah?” I inquired dryly, still eating and looking out at the scenery instead of her.

      “Yep. This one girl named Maia, Maia Curls on Instagram, she used to fuck with him, and she was so in love, girl. Got his name tatted and everything while she was fucking him. Then for some reason, he cut her off, and now she is meesssssed up in the head. She’s always looking and sounding depressed, when she used to be chipper. She makes curly hair videos and tries to act normal, but you can see the sadness in her eyes.” Kharla shook her head. “That nigga is known to do a number on women, so I just thought I’d let you know so you’d be cautious if you are dating him.”

      “If you ever want to make it in this industry, you should definitely talk a little less.” I got up with my tray and headed inside to finish my food.

      After lunch, we did a wardrobe change and the last scene for the commercial before we were all free to go. By this time, it was around 7 p.m., so I had to get home to handle my motherly duties before going to this party tonight.

      I got to my condo around an hour later because the location was pretty far, and once there, I made dinner for Island and my mother, then played with my baby a little bit before bathing her and reading her to sleep.

      Since it was already 10 p.m., I texted Nichole to let her know I was about to start getting ready, then ran a warm bubble bath. While in there, I thought about the little story time that weirdo Kharla told me, which prompted me to reach for my iPhone and look up this Maia girl.

      She had about 400,000 followers, so she seemed to be pretty popular, and she was a beautiful girl; reminiscent of Christina Milian in Love Don’t Cost A Thing.

      I noticed from her pictures she looked miserable, even with all the makeup on and curls popping. Tapping one of her videos, I saw exactly what Kharla meant about her attempting to act normal but she was bothered; it was in her eyes. However, that didn’t mean it was because of Belly, so I scrolled down as much as I could and saw she posted little cryptic messages and photos to make it known that she was with him; or so she thought, knowing Belly.

      Shrugging, I exited out of the app and placed my phone to the side. Whatever happened between Maia and Belly had nothing to do with me; I was done with his ass.

      I finished my long bath, then climbed out to spread body butter all over my frame. Tonight I chose to wear a halter style dress that hung low in the middle between my breasts, had the back out, and a split all the way up my thigh. My panties were thin, so I didn’t worry about the split exposing them. I kept my makeup light, and since I hadn’t gotten my hair redone, my loose waves were doing their own thing. Once I had my diamond hoops in my ear, I slipped that Belly bracelet off that I was still wearing for some reason, and then grabbed my clutch. Plus, I already had on a watch, so I didn’t need that stupid bracelet.

      I’d already texted Nichole, so I went to the living room to wait until she got to me. I was so ecstatic that she’d offered to drive.

      “Wow, you look beautiful, baby.” My mother entered my large living room, smiling. “You’re definitely going to catch us something tonight.”

      “Ma, I’m just going to have fun.”

      “What are you going to?” She folded her arms, leaning up against my fireplace.

      “A birthday party for Keenan Wallace.”

      “The NBA player?” Her eyes widened with excitement. “Did he invite you personally?”

      “I mean, I guess. My manager got an email from his people and let me know that I was invited. But I’m sure I’m not the only one.”

      “He’s cute, Blaise, and just got a ninety-million-dollar contract.”

      “Thank you, but I’m fine. I need to stay focused. I’m not really interested in entertaining anyone.” I moved my hair from my face and checked my phone. Nichole needed to hurry the hell up. I wanted to bring Priscilla, but she said she couldn’t come.

      “Baby, you have to remember that I’m a part of this too. Hell, I miss my big house that I can’t even live in because you decided to break up with Merlin.”

      “He didn’t take the house back, Mama. You can go live there if you choose.”

      “Yes, but how long before some people shows up saying I have to get out? And that boxer, what happened to him? Wasn’t he balling? Where is he? Secure Keenan just in case tonight. He’ll like you, Blaise. You’re the prettiest girl in Los Angeles.”

      Nichole: Downstairs.

      “I have to go.”

      I hurried out of my condo and to the elevator, riding it down. I spotted Nichole’s Mercedes outside, so I quickly made my way across the marble lobby to get outside.

      “What’s wrong?” Nichole inquired as she pulled off.

      “Nothing. My mama just trying to hook me up with the birthday boy.”

      “What happened to Belly?” She could barely focus on the road because she kept glancing over at me.

      “You’ll be happy to know that it didn’t go anywhere, and it was never going to.”

      “Why would I be happy about that? I tried to warn you beforehand so you wouldn’t get hurt again.”

      “Well, I’m not hurt, and, Nichole, I know you’ve been trying to fuck him for months. He told me.”

      She got quiet just as she came to a red light.

      “Okay, but that was well before you even talked to him. Once I saw you were into his ass, I left him alone.”

      “Whatever.”

      I wasn’t interested in picking through her lies for the truth, because I didn’t care, and it didn’t matter at this point. Nichole was never someone I would leave alone with my man, well before Belly came into the picture.

      We made it to the club in Hollywood that the party was being held at, and used the valet service. Plenty of pictures were being taken of Nichole and I as we walked to the entrance to be let in. Once inside, we were escorted to the VIP section that I was told was squared away for me. I did expect to be in VIP, but not in my own section, so that was nice.

      Nichole and I ordered a few drinks from the hostess, and once “Big Deal” by Kid Ink came on, we began to dance. Everybody was in the building, from rappers, singers, producers, to football players. I saw a lot of girls dressed in barely anything, so they definitely were here to get chose up. I will say, no basic looking bitches were here, and I was sure Keenan made sure of that. And every time I got a wink or a wave from one of these famous niggas, I acted just like I didn’t see it.

      “Ooh, bitch.” Nichole nudged me, and when I followed her eyes, they were on Keenan walking over to the section we were in. Here we go.

      Just as he was about to step in, none other than Belly appeared, gripping his shoulder and saying something to him, before giving Keenan a pat on the back. Keenan nodded, looked at me once more, and then walked off. The guard didn’t even attempt to stop Belly. What the fuck kind of security was he?

      “So you can’t answer ya muthafuckin’ phone but you can be in here shaking ya ass?” Belly walked up on me with his ContraBandz gang in tow. One of them were eyeing Nichole something serious.

      Seeing him made me angry immediately because I didn’t know why I still liked him and found him attractive. Per usual, he had on a black snapback, a gray polo type shirt, black jeans that weren’t too baggy or too tight, and some gray Chuck Taylors. He stayed keeping it simple, but he was so sexy still. My eyes roamed down his strong dark arms, covered in tattoos.

      “Fuck you! I didn’t answer my phone because—” Belly cut my yelling off with a deep kiss that made me drop my drink onto the couch.

      “I don’t give a fuck why you didn’t answer, just stop fucking ignoring me,” he whispered down into my face once he pulled away.

      I was still a little winded from our kiss, so he took my hand and led me out. I spotted Keenan watching, along with a few of the other men that were trying to get my attention earlier.

      Once I was inside of Belly’s Range Rover, I’d come back to my senses a bit, so I folded my arms and stared out of the window.

      “I don’t appreciate you following me.”

      Chuckling lowly, he responded, “Fuck you.”

      I snapped my neck so quickly to look in his direction that I got a painful crook on the side.

      “No, nigga, fuck you! You know what, just hurry the hell up and take me home!” I felt my chest rising and falling rapidly. If he were shorter and skinnier, I would take off on his ass.

      “I miss you, Blaise.”

      “So!”

      I kept my eyes out of my window, even though I felt him looking at me occasionally as he drove the clear night streets.

      “I want you to be my girl, on some real shit.”

      Finally, I turned to look his way.

      “No, all you’re going to do is cheat but try to hide it, and I don’t have the time for any of that.”

      “No, I’m not; at least I don’t plan on it. And when have I lied to yo’ ass? If I fuck up, I’m gon’ let you know, but I don’t plan on doing that bullshit.”

      “So you’re just gonna go from being a player to faithful cold turkey, and you expect me to fall for that? Please.” I let my eyes look out the front windshield.

      “I gotta change at some point, baby, and what I’m saying is I’m willing to start that shit for you, no other female. If it’s not gon’ be you, then I’m gon’ do whatever the fuck I want. But for you, for Blaise, I’m ready.” His hand went to my thigh before rubbing it gently. I moved it away, so he put it back, then I moved it again, so he put it back again. We kept doing this dumb shit for a few moments before he pulled over onto the side of the road.

      “Don’t touch me!” I spat.

      Taking my hand, he kissed the back of it while tugging me lightly to come over to him.

      “Bring yo’ hardheaded ass over here ’fore I knock it off.” Begrudgingly, I allowed him to pull me over to his lap. Moving my hair from being in between us, he said, “Blaise, a nigga gotta want to change for the shit to work. It don’t matter how much he fucking care about you. Before, when we first started fucking around, I wanted to do me, but I noticed I don’t like not being able to fuck with you, so I can’t have that.”

      “Well what I want and what I need are two different things, Cortez.”

      “I know, and I’m both,” he said cockily.

      “You don’t even know what I need, so how would you know?”

      “A nigga that’s gon’ provide security, sprinkle of that romance shit, and can take care of you mentally and physically.” He raised his brows, which made me laugh. “Financially too.”

      “I don’t need that.”

      “I didn’t say you did, but you don’t want a broke muthafucka; no female does.” He kissed my lips. “A man, not a little ass boy… for you and for ya baby.”

      “Yeah.” I nodded.

      “I want you, and I need you too, Blaise.”

      “Same.”

      “Exactly, so like I fucking said, I’m what you need. Now we together and shit.”

      Laughing, I asked, “We are? I didn’t agree to that yet.”

      “I agreed to it for yo’ ass. So that means if you don’t answer my texts or calls in a timely fucking manner, I’m busting through on yo’ ass like the Kool-Aid nigga.”

      “Yeah, you just proved that.” I snickered before pressing my lips against his. “Are you serious, Cortez?”

      “Very. I ain’t never met a female like you before, and you’re the first one to make a nigga even wanna try to do the monogamy shit.” He turned his hat to the back to lean up and peck me as I rested in his lap.

      We sat in the car kissing for a little while, before I got back into my seat. We then went to get ice cream sandwiches from this gourmet spot close by. Afterward, we went straight to his house to make up…
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          About two days later…

        

      

    

    
      I’d been calling Belly for the past week, but he wasn’t answering my calls or my texts. I was panicking right now, thinking he’d actually gone and made that Blaise woman his girlfriend. I’d been in the running for that position way too long for her to come in and take it. I didn’t even like the fact that she was a part of the harem at the moment, so I damn sure didn’t want her being promoted to girlfriend.

      It was embarrassing because outside of Maia, I’d been fucking Belly for the longest, and everyone expected me to be the one he finally claimed, not some new bitch. Then to make matters worse, he was doing things with and for her that he’d never done for any of us. The expensive dinners, gifts, and spending longer than two days in his presence. All of us knew that the most time you got with Belly was forty-eight hours, and maybe seventy-two if out of the state.

      For the past two years that I’d been fucking with him, I’d fought many bitches and did the most to make sure I was there when he needed me. Anytime he had a fight outside of Los Angeles, I made sure I was there, even if that meant leaving my kids behind and any jobs that I’d been booked for. Sadly, the only time I worked was when he was ignoring me like now, or too busy for us to spend time together.

      And no, I wasn’t your typical dumb fuck buddy bitch that had high hopes for a man who treated them like shit 24/7. Belly had definitely gotten in my head, being nice to me, taking me to get food, and taking me places with him like I was his girlfriend. And the way he fucked me, it wasn’t the way a man sexed a woman he didn’t care about. We had a bond. Hell, I had a whole boyfriend that I loved and had a kid with when I met Belly, but I dropped my child’s father to be with him.

      “I’ll just wait,” I told myself.

      Belly had recruited new women plenty of times in the past, and after about six to eight months, he’d be fucking them over, dropping them altogether, or rotating them along with Maia before he got rid of her, Sienna, this girl named Cadence, and me.

      If he dropped them, they’d be depressed and on suicide watch like a fool, because they actually believed he wanted to be with them and was in love. Me, and unfortunately that charity case Sienna, were the only ones he’d kept around for years now. Cadence was only seven months newer than Blaise.

      The only thing that worried me, other than his good treatment of her, is him mentioning he might make Blaise his girlfriend. He’d never once in the past with the other girls said such a thing. He’d just allow them to get first dibs on his free time until he got tired of them, like Cadence for example.

      Regardless, I was the queen in his life because no matter what, he always came back to me.

      Belly had a fight in two days in Miami, so I flew out here to see him since he didn’t want to answer any of my calls or texts. It was already 10 p.m., and he was coming out to Story Nightclub for an appearance like always. Anytime he came to Miami, New York, St. Louis, or Atlanta, he got big money to show up at the club a few days before his fights.

      “Hurry up!” I yelled out to Maia; yes, Maia.

      We used to work at the same strip club, Belly’s favorite strip club, where he found us. He started fucking with Maia first, but I always thought he was fine as hell, so when she came back bragging on his dick game, I made sure to catch his attention.

      By the time Maia found out I was fucking him as well, she was too deep in love to leave him alone, so she started being extra as hell, prompting him to cut her off. We stopped associating once that happened, but after a while, we started back following one another on Instagram and liking photos here and there. She was still a depressed mess over him, but since he was done with her, I felt safe enough to bring her here with me. Plus, I had no ‘friends’ to bring along anyway, and because Belly was acting iffy, I didn’t want to come out here alone.

      “Okay,” she replied dryly.

      I didn’t tell her why we were coming to Miami; I just said I had a job out here and didn’t want to come by myself. I wasn’t sure if she knew Belly would be here or not.

      As I sat there checking out my fresh manicure, Maia’s phone lit up. I saw the Instagram icon from afar, so I leaned up to get a better look. When I saw it was a message from Belly, my heart sank.

      NHBelly: Yeah I’m out here, why?

      Not able to hold back, I yelled, “Maia, you still communicate with Belly?”

      She came out of the bathroom a couple moments later, tousling her thick, curly hair and nodded.

      “Yes, just not as heavily.” She shrugged.

      “You’re fucking him or just talking to him?”

      “Both, Kharla, why? He’s not your man, and if I remember correctly, I was fucking with him first.”

      “Okay, but he stopped fucking with you! From that point on, he’s been mine! Whatever the fuck y’all had before that doesn’t mean anything!”

      “No, he stopped fucking me as much. And if you honestly think he’s been your man this whole time, you’re mistaken. He and I still converse and have been. It’s just he knows I want a relationship, and he can’t give me that right now, so we have some issues. But he will commit to me soon.” She walked to her purse and started sifting through it. “Get all the fun out of him right now, because he’s gonna be with me exclusively in the next coming months.”

      “When was the…” I had to take a deep breath. “…the last time you fucked him? Couldn’t have been too recent—”

      “Earlier this week. Like four days ago.”

      I was so pissed that I literally felt the fire flowing through me. I felt so blindsided and foolish, thinking this whole time I’d been the longest standing woman in Belly’s life. I thought I was aware of every bitch he had around him currently, but clearly, I wasn’t. My hands were shaking, and my heart seemed to be palpitating as I stared at Maia’s back.

      “Let’s go,” I told her, not wanting to talk about it anymore. I didn’t know if I wanted to beat her ass or Belly’s.

      We left out, hurrying down since the Uber was already outside of our hotel. The club wasn’t too far from us, about twenty minutes, so we seemingly got there in no time. When we pulled up, you could see cars parked out front and hear the music booming from the outside.

      “Thank you,” Maia told the driver as we filed out and headed right up to the front, our heels clicking against the brick sidewalk.

      “Kharla.” The bouncer smirked before allowing Maia and I in. I frequented this club a lot from following Belly out here many times, but I’d also garnered a little bit of fame from doing music videos and being on Instagram.

      Once in, I paused, scoping the scene before realizing I needed to walk some more. Finally, I spotted Ozzy, one of the niggas in Belly’s ContraBandz gang, so I headed over, low-key trying to lose Maia in the crowd. Unfortunately, she kept up.

      “Hey, hey, ladies, you can’t just walk up over here.” Some big nigga stopped us.

      “No, we’re with them,” I replied, giving Ozzy a look. When the dude turned, Ozzy gave him the okay.

      “Have a good night, ladies.”

      Belly didn’t even notice us because he had so many people in his section with him, including some hoes, but lucky for them, they weren’t close to my man. Before I could even make it to him though, Maia was already over to Belly, tugging on his arm to get his attention. I made myself a drink while watching, trying not to act crazy because I knew that would piss him off.

      As I waited, I went onto Instagram to see something on Blaise’s page. I watched her story, and the only thing she showed was her getting her hair done earlier, and her new nails. I was happy knowing she was at home, while my man was out here with me.

      A smirk spread across my face when I saw Maia going off, and Belly looking irritated as hell. A couple seconds later, he was leaning down to whisper in her ear, prompting her to stare up at him angrily before storming out of the section.

      Me: Where’d you go?

      Maia: Back to the hotel. He’s acting stupid, like he didn’t just sleep with me a couple days ago.

      “Bye, bitch,” I said lowly, declining to text back.

      Rising up, I smoothed down my short black dress that left nothing to the imagination, and made sure my long red weave was intact before switching over to my man. “Freestyle” by Lil’ Baby played perfectly along with the sway of my hips. I felt all the other niggas in the section watching me hard, but my eyes were only on my man.

      “Hey.” I sat down next to him as he took down a whole bottle of water. He never drank or smoked this close to a match.

      “Fuck you doing here?” He caught me off guard.

      Ignoring it, I responded, “You know I don’t miss any of your matches, baby. And I miss you.” I slid my hand across his crotch, but he knocked it off. I was a little baffled by his actions because he’d never been this cold to me, no matter how hot and heavy he was with some other hoe, so I was confused. “Daddy, what’s wrong?”

      “Nothing, I’m chilling. I just don’t want yo’ fucking hands on me.”

      “Why have you been acting like this? What did I do?”

      He shook his head to say ‘nothing’, before bobbing to the song that was currently spinning over the club. Finally he gave me eye contact, and the seat of my panties got damp almost immediately. Belly was so handsome, with his deep skin, long ass eyelashes, kempt facial hair, tattoos across his neck, and tall build. Plus, he always smelled and looked nice, even if he wasn’t dressed up.

      “You don’t need to be flying yo’ ass out wherever I’m at no more.”

      “I always do thi—“

      “Well the shit you always do doesn’t need to be done no more. I got a girl, and that shit ain’t gon’ fly. Pop up on me again, and you gon’ regret it like a muthafucka, Kharla.”

      “You got a girl? Who? Blaise?” I got louder than I’d expected, making one of the other hoes in the section glance my way as she danced on Manny. “You just fucked Maia though!”

      “You already knew Blaise was gon’ be my girl. And I hit Maia a couple days before we made shit official.”

      “Really?” I felt the tears welling up. Hearing this and confirming he’d still been fucking Maia was too much for one night. “Oh, so you’re monogamous now?”

      “Don’t worry about what the fuck I am; just know I don’t wanna fuck with you no more.”

      “So you’d rather mess with her, and she’s not even here to support you. I am. I’m the one who dropped everything to make sure I came out here for your match, like always!”

      He laughed.

      “She’s coming, dummy. She just had to get her daughter ready since she’s gon’ be away for the weekend. That’s some facts for yo’ ass. Oh, and another thing. I don’t want a bitch that would drop everything, including her child, to come fuck with me or any other nigga.” His words stabbed me in the chest.

      So that’s why that hoe was getting her hair and nails done. I wanted to whoop her ass so badly I could taste it. How was she able to get him in this position after only a few months? I’d been doing this for years.

      “She only wants you because you’re popular right now. You’re the talk of the town, and she goes after men like that. Look at who she’s dealt with! She only wants you because you’re the new hottest thing!”

      “Yeah? And why you want me?”

      “Cortez, don’t do this.” I felt the tears drip down my cheeks. I didn’t know how to react, because he’d never treated me like this. He’d been rude and brash, and even shady when it came to other women, but he’d never tried to just break everything off. “You told me you cared about me.”

      Standing up, he frowned as if he were disgusted and said, “Go check on yo’ muthafuckin’ kids and stop chasing me, worrying about who the fuck I stick my dick in.”

      I couldn’t even reply before he moved away to go converse with his homeboy Cole.

      Sitting there feeling foolish and embarrassed because other people were around, I couldn’t move. Thankfully, no one could hear what he’d said to me really, but it was obvious we weren’t having a loving conversation.

      Staring at Belly’s back, I took my iPhone out and snapped a picture of him for my Instagram story. I wrote the word ‘mine’ on it, then posted it there and to my SnapChat before leaving out.
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        * * *

      

      Cortez Khalil V. Raymond Foster… Two days later…

      Depressed ass Maia flew home early since Belly had been paying her dust after that whole club thing. Me, on the other hand, I decided to let him cool off. I figured he was stressed from such an important fight coming up, so he was a little off. But now that he’d won, as expected, I wanted to surprise him.

      I admit a little monkey wrench was thrown in my plans when I saw Blaise sitting front row, like she was really Belly’s girl. I laughed to myself damn near the whole match, as I eyed her in those tight ass leather pants, heels, and crop top, like she was the shit. I saw she had a Chanel purse, a couple Cartier bracelets, and a Rolex on… all shit she got from her last men.

      Now that everyone was kind of piling out of the venue, I headed toward the back, damn near mowing people down because I wanted to get to Belly.

      “Carson! Carson!” I called out to his manager who was on his cell phone.

      “Kharla.” He frowned and then told the person to hold on. “Did you need something?”

      “Yeah, I want to get back there and congratulate my boo.” I grinned.

      He appeared to be nervous yet confused, as he looked over his shoulder at Belly’s dressing room.
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          45 minutes earlier…

        

      

    

    
      “Bring yo’ ass here.” I pulled Blaise closer to me.

      “Stop, you’re sweaty still.” She giggled as I rubbed and grabbed on her fat ass while pressing my lips on her neck.

      “You don’t mind this sweat when I’m beating that pussy up.” I kissed her lips a few times. “Speaking of, let’s hurry and get up out of here so I can fuck.” Blaise was quiet as I toweled myself off, so I looked her way to see what was up. “You aight?”

      “Yeah, I just want you to tell me what this is. I’m gonna keep calm and give you the benefit of the doubt.” She placed her phone on the vanity, and when I looked closer, I saw it was a screenshot of Kharla’s Instagram story. In it was a photo of my back with the word mine across it. I hated them bitch ass blogs that posted every muthafuckin’ thing they saw. “I know it’s you because I recognize that tattoo on your tricep.”

      “Yeah, that’s me, but her ass did that on some sneak shit. She came to my section in the club, trying to get fucked, and when I turned her ass down, I guess this was her revenge,” I explained as I stared down at the phone until it went dim. I saw Kharla’s rock head ass out in the audience of my fight, so I couldn’t wait to get my hands on her.

      “So she’s just being thirsty? You told her about me?”

      “Yes and yes.” I hemmed her up against the wall. “I told yo’ ass I was serious. Why wouldn’t I mention you?” Blaise blushed before pushing her hair behind her ears and shrugging. Lifting her chin slightly, I kissed her lips. “Let me shower so we can go eat and shit. I’m ready to give you back shots for hours.”

      Laughing, Blaise replied, “You’re so nasty.”

      I went to shower, using the bathroom within my dressing room, then quickly slipped on my clothes. I kept shit simple with a Gucci polo, some light colored jeans, and the matching Gucci sneakers. Once I had on my hat and watch, I was ready to bounce, but there was a knock on the door.

      “Sup?” I peeked out and saw Carson.

      “I uh…” he scratched his head. “I have Kharla out here, but I know Blaise is—”

      “Tell her to come here.”

      Carson looked at me with a floored expression, before nodding and turning to go get Kharla. I watched as she damn near ran over to me, smiling and shit with her conniving ass. By this time, the amount of people back here was scarce, because the fight had been over for some time, as well as the interview portion.

      “Baby, I—”

      “So you on some sneak shit?” I gripped her chin tightly as hell, making her whimper. I let the door to my dressing room rest on me so that it was still cracked. “Posting me on ya fucking story, trying to piss my bitch off, huh?” I shoved her face, making her stumble back some.

      “Cortez, what’s up?” Blaise came and widened the door, making anger flood Kharla’s face.

      “I hope you know I just sucked his dick two nights ago!” Kharla barked her stupid ass lies.

      “Is that all you got? You went as far as to follow me to an audition and play like you didn’t know him, just to suck his dick? Step your game up, hoe.” Blaise smiled widely with her pretty ass.

      “Bitch!” Kharla tried to run up but I blocked her, before nodding for Blaise to get back into the room. “He’s still fucking us all!” she hollered as I kept her back.

      “That’s still my nigga,” Blaise taunted her.

      “Blaise, get in the room, baby,” I told her sternly, and after smirking at Kharla, she closed the door. “You need to get yo’ stupid ass up out of here ’fore I throw yo’ ass out,” I gritted out into Kharla’s face.

      “Why do you even like her!” She sobbed. “Half of the stuff she has on is from other men!”

      “I don’t give a fuck! That’s just shit yo’ biscuit dry pussy couldn’t afford you. Step yo’ shit up, and you can do the same. Now this is the last muthafuckin’ time I’m gon’ tell you to stop trying to interfere with what I got going on with Blaise. One more muthafuckin’ thing and I’m snapping ya fucking neck. You understand?”

      “Cortez—”

      “You understand?”

      “Yes.”

      I heard the door behind me open and saw Blaise coming out calmly. She walked up to me with a closed mouth smiled, making me kiss her as Kharla stood right there.

      WHAM!

      Before the kiss was even over, Blaise decked Kharla right in the middle of her face, making her head snap back so far I thought the bitch was about to do a backflip.

      “Keep playing with me, bitch, and I’m gonna beat your ass,” Blaise spat as I took her hand in mine to walk her off.

      Kharla was still in shock, holding her nose with teary ass eyes. Bitch could bleed to death for all I gave a fuck.

      “You know she was lying, right?” I draped my arm around Blaise before leaning down to peck her fine ass as we headed to the car waiting outside.

      “Yeah.”

      Once we reached my whip, I held the passenger side door open for her, grabbing her ass as she got in.

      

      A few hours later…

      “Ohh—oh.” Blaise sniveled as I held her body up against the wall, beating her pussy up.

      We were sweating so fucking hard that our bodies were gliding as I kept her legs open. She’d cum so many times my dick was drenched, and I was two seconds from nutting all up inside of her ass. I always strapped up, but we’d been drinking heavily in celebration of my win at the club and shit, so as soon as we stepped into the hotel room, we were only thinking about fucking.

      “Fuck!” I growled at feeling her pussy leak all over my dick every time I plunged deep inside with force. My dick hammering in and out of her walls could be heard all over the room, as our skin smacked together.

      “Cor—tez,” she cried out as I bit down on her lip while busting her walls down.

      Walking away from the wall, I tossed Blaise’s limp body down onto the bed, before flipping her over and putting her ass in the air. Once I slid inside, I snaked my fingers through her hair, yanked that shit back, and started pounding her pussy from behind. As she creamed down my shaft back to back seemingly, I just kept hitting her deeply, loving the way her whimpers and cries sounded.

      “Tell me it’s mine,” I grunted, already knowing the fucking answer, as our skin clapped together loudly as hell. Her pussy was so wet you could hear it competing with her moans.

      “I—it’s yo—yours,” Blaise cooed, and seconds later, I was pulling out and letting loose on her lower back.

      Climbing off the bed, I went to the bathroom to get a warm towel to clean her off with. Once I was finished, we both hopped into the shower, with her needing assistance for them weak ass legs she was working with. After we cleaned up, we retired to the bed.

      “I wanna meet ya baby,” I whispered as I lied between her legs, admiring her brown skin and sexy frame. She didn’t say anything right away, so I asked, “What?” while looking down into her eyes.

      “Nothing, I just… it’s just only certain people can meet her.”

      Jerking my neck back, I got up and stared down at her like she was fucking crazy.

      “Fuck you mean only certain people can meet her? Did yo’ last nigga meet her?”

      “Yeah, he did, but he was the first one other than her own father, Cortez.”

      “Aight.” I lied down beside her, on my back.

      “It’s not like that. I just want to be sure you’re actually for real about us before I introduce the two of you. I don’t want her to meet you, possibly get attached, and then we break up.”

      “I’ve been fucking with you for months!”

      “Yes, fucking with me.”

      As she spoke to me, staring at the side of my face, I continued to look up at the ceiling. She had me hot as shit, and it took a lot for me not to snatch her ass up for coming at me like I was just some dick or still on bullshit.

      “I said aight. Back up off me a little bit; it’s hot.” I nudged her, and for a moment, she kept gaping at me, so I turned my back to her.

      “Cortez.” I ignored her as I closed my eyes. “Cortez, it’s just you’ve already hurt me, so I want to be sure.”

      Her words fell on deaf ears because I was done talking about the shit. I felt her hand touch my bicep as she leaned over my body to see my face. After a while, she gave up and laid her ass down.
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        * * *

      

      A couple days later…

      “Can we share?” this Inglewood hood rat named Jasmine nodded toward the blunt in my hand.

      Bitch was the biggest thot in Los Angeles but could suck the skin off some dick, so she got play here and there. Niggas in the hood called her Jawsmine. She had a son, and I felt bad for the little nigga ’cause he had a skeezer for a mama. The prettiest females were always hoes.

      “Fuck nah you can’t put them lips on my shit. Matter fact, you shouldn’t even be able to talk right now.” I frowned before taking a pull on the blunt.

      Catching my drift, she got down off my couch and onto her knees, unbuckling my jeans. I would much rather be getting some head from Blaise, but since she wanted to act like all the shit I spit to her meant nothing, I was on some fuck her shit.

      Once we got back from Miami, I hadn’t talked to her ass, no matter how many times she hit me. Today, she finally gave up and hadn’t said shit, which was cool.

      After I slipped the condom on my dick, because Jasmine’s mouth had been on too many, she deep throated my shit with no problem. I let my head rock back as she gagged and slurped on it, letting the tip pound the back of her throat.

      “Mmm.” She hummed on it before bobbing like her fucking life depended on it.

      “Damn, bitch. You gon’ fuck around and make me give a fuck about yo’ hoe ass,” I groaned, gripping her hair until I saw it slide back a little bit, so I left that move alone.

      Just a little while later, I was yanking her off, removing the condom and shooting off in her mouth. Like the bop that she was, she swallowed up every drop she caught, before I grabbed the towel I’d prepped on my end table to clean myself.

      “You think I can get some dick, Belly?”

      “Nah, that roast beef pussy ain’t a part of the diet, so you can bounce.”

      She sucked her teeth and started to walk back to my bathroom, but I’d fixed my pants in time to grab her arm.

      “What? I can’t pee?”

      “No, get out.” I walked her to the door to open it, only to see Sienna and my homeboy Rocko in the distance, shrugging with his teeth clenched.

      “Really, Cortez?” Sienna frowned before snatching Jasmine up and damn near yanking her weave off, before a brawl ensued.

      “Aye, Rocko, record this shit!” I yelled.

      As they fought, mainly with Jasmine getting her ass whooped, I closed and locked my front door to let them handle business. I went to wash my hands and dump the towel I’d cleaned with in the hamper, before hopping into the shower again.

      Once out, I quickly slipped on some gray sweats, a wife beater, some socks, and slides, before pocketing my keys and phone then heading over to Blaise’s condo. She had the game fucked up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Blaise

          

        

      

    

    
      Over in Beverly Hills…

      I was sitting with Island watching Disney Junior on demand with her, while looking over my lines. I half smiled, witnessing her crack up at the smallest things on the show.

      “You’re so silly.” I grabbed her to kiss her round cheeks, just as my iPhone rang.

      Placing Island down and handing her, her sippy cup, I grabbed my phone to see it was Belly calling. I was mad as hell because he hadn’t talked to me and had been ignoring me ever since the night of his fight. I didn’t know if we were broken up or what, but I was about to curse his ass out.

      “Yes?”

      “Bring yo’ ass downstairs.”

      “Nigga, I haven’t talked to you in almost three days, and you expect me to just come downstairs ’cause you asked?”

      “Either you come the fuck down here, or I’m gon’ cause a muthafuckin’ scene in this building.”

      “Fine.” I hung up on his ass. “Ma!”

      “What?” She entered my big living room.

      “Watch Island for me, please.”

      “I’ll take her back here with me”

      “No, she wants to watch this, so unless you’re going to change the channel, do not take her with you.”

      “I’ll change it, Blaise. How long before you’re back?”

      “Only a few minutes or something. I shouldn’t be long.” I checked myself out in the bust mirror by the front door. My press was still fresh, but these tights and spaghetti strapped top weren’t exactly up to par.

      I made my way down to the lobby, and when I spotted his tall ass, I tried not to lust over him. I wished he was ugly as fuck so I could just be done with him, but then again, I was attracted to his charming yet frank personality too.

      As soon as I got up to him, he went in.

      “Listen, when I tell yo’ ass I’m serious, don’t ask me about the shit no more. I’ve never in my twenty-five years told a female I was gon’ be her nigga exclusively and be faithful, so for you to question that shit pissed me the fuck off. I want you, not the next bitch or any other female, and when I say that shit, I need you to believe it.”

      “I know. It’s just the rocky start had me… leery.”

      Gripping the sides of my face, he said, “Fuck all that shit, Blaise. I’m yo’ man, and we serious as shit, aight?”

      “No other girls anywhere?”

      “Fuck I just say?” He pressed his forehead against mine as I chuckled.

      Our lips came together slowly, as he put his arms around my body. After sucking one another’s lips for a while, I reached behind myself to intertwine my fingers with his before pulling away.

      “You ready?”

      “Let me get something out my whip.” He tried to let go of my hand to leave out, but when I wouldn’t allow him to, he pulled me with him.

      I followed him to his car parked outside, and waited as he grabbed his bag out, one he frequently carried around before and after his matches, as well as to the gym. Once he had it, he locked his car, then I took him back into my building and up to my condo.

      “Shit is dope as fuck.” He eyed my living room. “This is a muthafuckin’ house, baby.”

      “I know. I thought it was too much when I first got it, but now I’m used to it.” I stared at him as he continued to survey my place, and wondered if me living in a spot Five-Star purchased was going to be a problem. Then again, Belly was a pretty confident man, so this probably didn’t bother him. I’d find out though. “You can have a seat. Are you thirsty?”

      “I’m straight unless you got some Hennessy.”

      “Cortez, you’re about to meet my baby.”

      “Right, my bad. Nah, I’m good.” He gave me the cutest smirk, making me shake my head before going to the back to retrieve Island.

      “Who is out there? I feel like I heard an extra voice,” my mama quizzed me as I scooped Island from the bed.

      “A friend.”

      I quickly left out, placing my baby to her feet, and then leading her into the living room by hand. When Belly saw us, he straightened up a little bit.

      “How you doing, beautiful?” He grinned, showing off his sexy smile. Island hid behind my leg immediately, prompting us both to laugh. “Oh, you ain’t fucking with me?”

      “Go say hi, Island.”

      She shook her head ‘no’, and continued to hug my leg while peeking around it at Belly.

      “So you can stare at me but not speak? Aight, I got you.” He turned to reach into his bag and removed a pretty Black Barbie doll, still in its box. “I guess this shit can go back.” To my surprise, Island came from behind me slowly and started over, making him cheese widely. Once she reached him, he handed it to her and asked, “Can I pick you up?”

      She didn’t respond, so he put his hands out, and she lifted her small arms to accept him. Once she was in his lap, she reached the Barbie out to him, so he began opening it for her. I felt awkward just standing there as they began to bond over the Barbie doll and all it came with.

      “Is anybody hungry?” I questioned.

      “Cookie!” Island shouted like every other time I asked her what she was hungry for. I’d given her a cookie a month ago, and now my baby was a full on crackhead for them.

      Ignoring her, I went into the kitchen to make something simple: barbecue chicken, rosemary mashed potatoes, and steamed zucchini. Halfway through, I heard Island let out a loud laugh, making both my mother and I go into the living room. When I got there, I saw Belly was telling her a story, and even though I knew she didn’t understand half of the shit he was saying, it was hilarious to her. I guess all the animated faces he was making did it for her.

      “We good.” Belly looked to me, then to my mother. “I’m—”

      “Cortez Khalil,” my mom beamed, cutting him off. I recognized that flirty expression on her face from when she’d try to finesse men when I was a little girl. From the time I was seven years old, she’d always taught me I could have whatever I wanted because I’d inherit her good looks. “I’ve seen one of your fights.”

      I remember her saying she’d heard of him, but I had no idea she’d sat up and watched him.

      “You watch boxing, Ma?” I chimed in, going over to sit down in Belly’s lap. He welcomed me, palming my hip with his large hand. It was crazy how his touch always got me feeling some type of way. It was like my body was sensitive to it.

      “Yes, when it’s worth watching.” She kept her eyes on Belly as she took a seat on the recliner adjacent to us. “So this is a real relationship? Or are you still in love with Merlin?”

      Oh, we’re doing it like that, Mom? Okay.

      “I was never in love with Merlin; I was dating him. But to answer your question, yes, this is my man.”

      Belly kissed my shoulder, so I looked down at him to peck his lips. I was getting horny, so I got up from his lap.

      I left the living room to continue finishing dinner, and I could hear my mother in the distance, flirting extra hard. She’d never done this before; she’d just been nice in hopes of helping me secure whoever it was since they were rich. But right now, she was definitely interested in more than what Belly had in his pants pockets; she wanted the crotch part too.

      After about thirty minutes, dinner was finished, so we all sat in my dining room to eat. My mother usually ate in her room, in front of the television, but this evening, she chose to sit with us all. She attempted to dominate the conversation, but Belly wasn’t falling for it, which made me happy. Had she been some random hoe on the street, I would have checked her ass. And if she kept up her behavior, I just might.

      We finished dinner, then I bathed Island before putting her to bed. Belly helped me read her a story so she’d fall asleep, and then we retired to my bedroom.

      KNOCK! KNOCK!

      “Yes, Ma!” I called out since I knew it was her knocking. I was going to talk to her about going back to the house Merlin bought her. He hadn’t asked her to move out, so she needed to take advantage.

      “I just wanted to say goodnight to you two.” She entered, cheesing.

      “Goodnight, Mom.”

      “Goodnight, Miss…?”

      “Call me Ava. I’m too young to have a Miss in front of my name.”

      “You know I’m fucking yo’ daughter, right? And I only wanna fuck with her,” Belly replied, catching my mother and me off guard.

      “Excuse me?” My mom frowned.

      “I’m just making sure we got an understanding and shit.”

      My mom didn’t say anything else; she just backed out, closing my door. I then turned to look at Belly’s crazy ass.

      “I can’t believe you said that!”

      “Yo’ moms wanna suck my dick, baby. I’m just letting her know I ain’t with that shit.” He said the last part a little lower as he leaned over to kiss my collarbone.

      “Don’t talk about my mom in that way, Cortez.”

      He climbed on top of me in my large bed, running his hands all over my thighs and ass.

      “My bad. My mouth is a little reckless, but you’ll get used to that shit. I’m always gon’ be quick to let a female know what it is though.”

      “That’s good to know.”

      He pecked me then stared down at me for a minute.

      “Thank you for letting me meet ya baby. She’s beautiful; smart too.”

      “She is, thank you. And I’m sorry about what I said in Miami, baby. I just really like you and I was afraid that—”

      He started shaking his head before saying, “We can discuss that shit another time. My dick is hard just from looking at you. Take this shit off.”
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        * * *

      

      A couple days later…

      For some reason, Five-Star had taken an interest in Island, so much so that he wanted me to bring her by.

      I tried to get him to come over, but he started bringing up excuses, and since my baby hadn’t seen her father in forever, I wanted her to spend time with him. Especially because she had such a good time with Belly, I feared she might confuse them. Merlin had met her, yes, but he never bonded with her like Belly had done. Hell, Five-Star hadn’t even spent that long with her.

      I knew right now he only wanted to see her because he thought I was pretty much single. Yes, the blogs had posted that Belly and I were at the same places on more than one occasion, but they really had no evidence that we were together other than puzzle pieces thrown out. I kind of liked the semi-privacy.

      “Ready to see daddy?” I adjusted Island on my hip and kissed her cheek.

      “No.” She gave me a subtle smile as she caressed her new Barbie doll.

      I tried to make her leave it at home, but she threw such a fit that I said fuck it.

      “Damn,” Five-Star answered the door, eyeing me.

      “It’s just you here, right?” I inquired.

      I specifically told Five-Star that my baby and I weren’t coming over here if his other baby mamas Tahani or Liza were around. His first baby mama, Monique, was the only one I liked, I guess, and that was because she hated Five-Star, so she couldn’t care less about what he did, as long as he paid child support. Liza and Tahani, on the other hand, were still getting fucked, so they had much invested interest in his personal life.

      “Nah, I told you I’m single, so they ain’t got no reason to even be here with me, Blaise.”

      This nigga was about as single as a married man.

      Rolling my eyes, I walked into his humongous mansion. Both Island and I eyed his many chandeliers hanging from the ceiling in his foyer.

      “Does she have somewhere she can play? You told me you got her some toys.”

      “I did. It’s back this way. I can hold her.”

      Reluctantly, I handed Island over, and she jerked her little body back to get a better look at him. It was sad that she didn’t even know her dad really.

      He kissed her cheek and then started toward the back, so I followed. We ended up in this large room, with a bunch of toys everywhere. It made me smile knowing he hadn’t lied like usual.

      “This is a lot. Does she have a bedroom here, or is this playroom it?”

      “Really, Blaise? I pay you $24,000 a month in child support, yet you expect me to have all that shit. Don’t you got everything?”

      This nigga would never get over how much he had to pay me per month. But that was California for you; Island was to get 10% of his monthly income. I remember the judge telling him that he’d seen many wealthy men go broke, not from spending, but having too many kids and having to pay child support.

      “Yeah, I do, but you’re her father, so she should have stuff here as well. How do you expect her to come spend nights here in the future if she has no bedroom?”

      “You right.” He gave me that ugly ass cynical smirk. “I will make sure I have a bedroom all set up for her for when that day comes.”

      I nodded just as he gestured for me to have a seat on the couch in the room. I did so as he closed the door, before placing Island to her feet. Carrying her doll tightly in her small hands, she went up to the play oven and began toying with it. She was the cutest.

      Five-Star brought his ass right over to the couch with me.

      “What, Jelani?” I felt my top lip touching the tip of my nose damn near because I was so disgusted.

      “You know I’ve been thinking about you—”

      “Jelani—”

      “Listen, Blaise, just listen to me.” He took a deep breath before licking his lips. This nigga thought he was so fine. And when we were first dating, I thought so too. But now, knowing how shady he is and comparing him to Belly, he was incredibly whack and mediocre in the looks department. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot, about how our shit ended, and it bothers me. It bothers me because I love you, and I want a chance to make shit right.”

      “No, there’s no making anything right.” I shook my head to add support to my statement.

      “Baby, we were in love like crazy, still are. I gave you yo’ time, let you fuck with that bitch nigga Merlin, and now you see ain’t nobody else for you.”

      “Jelani, no.”

      “Was our shit that bad? Nah, I gave you everything.”

      “Yeah, you bought me everything, but you cheated on me throughout the whole relationship, got me pregnant, convinced me to take you back just to cheat on me while pregnant, then purposely made me miserable, harassed me, and embarrassed me for the rest of my pregnancy. Then you beat me three days after Island got here because you wanted to break my six-week period, and I wouldn’t agree. Hmm, what else… Oh, I had to sue you for child support, and even now, you see her, what, twice a month?”

      He just stared at me, lips tightly tucked, and his nostrils flared a little bit.

      “Aight, but I’m different now.”

      “It doesn’t matter. I have a boyfriend now anyways.” I pushed my hair behind my ear since his stare was making me uncomfortable.

      “I know you don’t fuck with Merlin no more, but you bet not be talking about that fucking boxer.” The anger in Five-Star’s face was so apparent it was almost comical. He wasn’t even this pissed when he found out about Merlin. I think because he knew he couldn’t punk Belly like he’d done Merlin.

      “Yeah, it is him.”

      “You left me to go be with whack ass Merlin, and now you with Cortez Khalil? That nigga is known for having a harem of females, Blaise. You’re just being put in rotation, I hope you know that. He’s probably with one of them right now, since today clearly ain’t your turn to have him. He’s also a damn gang banger.”

      “Well I’d rather be his side chick than be your only one. I’d take being one of his many over having a faithful version of you.”

      I could tell my words bothered Five-Star because that bone in his jaw was moving about, making it obvious he was clenching his molars together.

      “You’re really letting this nigga fuck you? Knowing he fucks on other bitches?”

      “He’s not fucking other bitches.”

      Five-Star was getting on my damn nerves because he actually had me wondering. A lot of the men in the entertainment industry knew one another, so I was sure Five-Star had heard or seen things. Plus, every time I looked up, there was a new bitch either claiming Belly or about to kill herself because he didn’t want her anymore.

      In the back of my mind, I was always wondering how many there were, but it still didn’t stop me from wanting to be with him. I didn’t want to be too confident, which is where most women fucked up, thinking they were special and had what it took to change a man. Not to mention, I’d witnessed his player behavior. But then again, I was a top-notch woman, and Belly seemed to be able to see that.

      “I’ve ran into a few of the females he rotates, and they sound just like you.” Five-Star chuckled, showing every tooth in his mouth. “I don’t know what he doing to where all y’all females think y’all the one.”

      “Whatever, Jelani.”

      “Baby, I’m ready to be right. I wanna be with you.”

      “No, you go be with Tahani or Liza.”

      “Nah, I wanna be with you.” He slid closer to me, so I tried to move, but he was able to position himself on top of me. “I haven’t touched you in years.” He went for my mouth, but I turned away, so it landed on my cheek.

      “Move, Jelani!” I shoved and pushed on him, but he wouldn’t budge, pinning my hands to the couch. Hearing me scream, Island started walking over to us.

      “Tell me you love me,” Five-Star whispered, kissing down my neck and on my collarbone.

      “Stop, Jelani, Island is right he—” I tried to speak, but he cut me off with a hard kiss. My baby was right up on us.

      “Mommy,” she called my name in her small voice.

      “Go back and play, Island,” Five-Star told her, still holding me hostage against the couch.

      “Mommy,” she said my name again. This time her tone had a tinge of worry within it.

      “I said get yo’ ass over there, Island!” Five-Star roared, making her cry loudly.

      “Jelani, get the fuck off of me!” I screamed.

      “You my bitch, and that’s gon’ be forever. That’s why I’m the only nigga that ever got you pregnant. You know what it is.” His words were somewhat drowned out by Island’s cries, and all I could think about was getting from up under him to console her.

      “Jelani, please, not right now. She’s crying.” I began sobbing myself.

      “Shut yo’ ass up!”

      WHAM!

      He let my wrist go to grab my face and talk shit, so I took the opportunity to punch his ass. It landed on his eye by mistake, but that was enough to get him to clutch his face. Rolling from under him, I hurriedly scooped up Island and rushed out of the room with Five-Star right behind us, squinting and blinking because his eye was in pain.

      I made it out of the door, and once I got to my car, I buckled Island into her seat. As soon as I shut the back door, Five-Star was right up on me, wrapping his big hand around my neck.

      “Jelani,” I whimpered since he was hurting me. His eye was already bruising and bloodshot red.

      “You gon’ forever be mine, Blaise. No matter what nigga you kick it with, that shit ain’t ever gon’ last because ya baby daddy is the man. I run Los Angeles, and whatever the fuck I want, I get, including you. I already put a baby in you. Stopped yo’ ass from working for a good while with that one.” He chuckled, letting my neck go.

      I shoved him and then went to the driver’s side of my car to get inside. Just as Five-Star backed into his home, my phone started to ring, and I saw it was Belly. I hit ignore, but he started calling right back as I was pulling out.

      “Hello?”

      “Why you ignore my fucking call?”

      “It was an accident… I’m so—sorry.”

      “What’s wrong with you?” His tone was still full of irritation, but I could tell he was concerned.

      “Nothing. I just didn’t get this other role I wanted so I’m bothered.”

      “I’m training right now; should be done in a few hours, but I can cook you some food then eat yo’ pussy.”

      I burst into laughter, even though I wasn’t in the mood for it.

      “Okay, your place or mine?”

      “Yours so I can see baby girl. Or you can bring her to the hood, I just didn’t think you wanted to.”

      “She can come; we’ll be safe.”

      “Always.”
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      “Okay, ladies, go ahead and take a break. We’re gonna get back to it in about fifteen minutes!” the choreographer, Zyla, called out with a clap of her hands. “Nice job.” She gave me a wink, and I nodded only, since I was too out of breath to respond.

      We were rehearsing for this singer named Reddi, who was doing a couple shows around LA. She was recently signed and getting her name out there, so her label wanted her to take advantage by doing a club tour in Los Angeles. This was huge, especially because outside of me, it was only two other girls, so I’d get even more exposure.

      Before this, I’d been getting out there a lot, and booking jobs much more frequently. I’d done a couple award shows for a few big artists, and my following on social media continued to grow. I didn’t have two million followers like Blaise, but I was at a cool 800,000, which was still a lot. I was just happy to finally be at a point where I could live off of my dance career and buy myself nice things occasionally. It meant a lot because for the past few years, I’d been with a man who constantly threw in my face how what I did didn’t pay the bills. That wasn’t so true anymore.

      I went to have a seat in front of the large mirror where my bag was, and took my phone and water from it. As I gulped down some water, one of the girls dancing in the shows with me named Dionne, came to sit.

      “These routines are rough, huh?” She chuckled.

      “Yeah, they are. I like a challenge though, and it’s a damn good workout.”

      “So how long have you been dancing? I’ve seen you dance a few times on Instagram. The blogs post you occasionally.”

      “Yeah, I’ve been doing it for forever. I started in preschool; they had a ballet class.” We laughed in unison. “So yeah, about twenty years; I’m twenty-four now.”

      “Nice. Damn, I’m twenty-six, but I started when I was fifteen, in high school. I’ve been trying to get out there, build my following like you, but it’s not working.”

      “Well you got this gig.”

      “Yeah, but I think I only got it because my man knows people. He’s shot a lot of the rich and famous, so he gets favors for me sometimes.”

      I was kind of annoyed to hear that because I’d busted my ass for this opportunity and this bitch got it easily. Hell, my man was Rafi, one of the biggest rappers out right now, but I didn’t use him for anything in dancing.

      “Oh, you said shot, he’s a photographer?”

      “Yep, he is. He’s really good. Do you have a man?” she quizzed, and like every time someone asked me that, I got irritated.

      People should know off the bat who my man was and that I had one, but Rafi’s low-key ass had it to where everywhere I went, someone was asking.

      “Yeah, I do. You’ve heard of Rafi?”

      “Hell yeah! That’s your nigga?” Her eyes widened.

      “Yeah, he is. We have two kids together. We like to stay under the radar though so no one really knows.”

      “You know what, I actually did hear through the grapevine that he had a baby mama and two kids.”

      “Well, that’s good, I guess.”

      “Yeah. We should maybe hang out sometime. You can give me some tips on how to get on your level, but the right way.”

      “Okay, sure.”

      Dionne and I chatted for a little bit longer until Zyla and the other girl dancing with us, Brittany, came back into the room. We got right back to work for the next three hours, and I knew my knees were bruised as usual.

      “Bye, girl, I’ll text you!” Dionne called out just before I opened the door to my Mercedes truck.

      “Okay.”

      I hopped in and massaged my aching knees for a few seconds, before checking my iPhone to make sure my Aunt Vivian hadn’t called about my babies.

      Vivian was like my mother, since my own had passed away from cancer when I was in eighth grade. It was one of the worst times of my life, and because I was so young, I had no idea how to deal with so much pain.

      My mother was the greatest parent I could have ever asked for, so to lose her at one of the most important times in my life, becoming a teenager, was devastating. Thankfully, my Aunt Vivian and mom were close, so close that she was my God parent too, so she immediately took me in and treated me like her own daughter, since she didn’t have one of her own. I appreciated and loved her so much.

      Once Vivian let me know my kids were good, I decided to go home and take a hot bubble bath. I was sore already, so she agreed to keep my children for the night.

      My bath was just what I needed, and after rubbing lotion all over my body, I slipped into a thin nightgown then laid out on the couch to catch up on some TV.

      Halfway through, I saw I got an Instagram notification. It was just a follower of mine, posting one of my dancing videos to her story, so I just sent her a heart.

      Since I was in the app, I decided to look around and ended up on one of those blogs. Not interested, I was about to leave until I saw an image that looked like Rafi. Tapping it to enlarge, I saw the headline which read Are Rappers Rafi and Yesenia a Couple? I blinked repeatedly at the picture, which was just her standing awfully close to him in the studio. Swiping over, I saw she was near him by his tour bus, then a few more photos of her being around him in a different area.

      I knew he’d worked with her on a couple songs, but this bitch was with him in different states according to these pictures.

      I immediately went into my recent calls to hit his ass up, but I heard the front door alarm ding, letting me know he was finally home. Hopping up, I met his ass in the foyer, unable to contain my anger.

      “Are you fucking this hoe?” I asked, showing him the pictures.

      He looked with his lids low and replied, “Nah, Prissy, come on now. I worked with her and that’s it.”

      “You worked with her in LA! This photo is in Philly!” I swiped over to show him the one of her backstage at his show.

      “She showed up.” He shrugged.

      I couldn’t do anything but shake my head as I felt tears welling up. I’d been with this man for years and had sacrificed everything from my free time, to my body, and my damn career, yet here he was, possibly fucking some other bitch while I played the good wife.

      “Fine, Rafi.” I turned away, but he hugged me from behind, kissing my neck after pushing my long hair to the side.

      “Baby, I promise you, it’s just a coincidence. She travels and shit too for her music, and it just so happens she was in the same city as a couple of my shows. We on the same label, so it’s not that farfetched.

      I love you. I wouldn’t cheat, and not with her of all people.” He turned me to face him.

      “I’m tired of being low-key, Rafi. It was fine before we had a family, and when you needed to have a certain persona, but the industry isn’t the same. You can have female fans and be a family man. Plenty of rappers do it.”

      “Nah, I know. I just wanna protect you, Baby Rafi, and Penni. Once people find out who my girl is and who my kids are, they’re gonna be on your shit.”

      “I—”

      “Prissy, I love you more than anything, baby girl. If I knew for sure that you’d be straight if everyone found out about you and me, then I’d let the world know. And what does that shit matter anyway? We know we’re together, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “All that extra shit is just extra shit.”

      I said nothing and just nodded my head, so he picked me up, wrapping my legs around him. Carrying me up the stairs, we went right into the bedroom, with him climbing on top of me.

      “You’re not going to shower?” I asked.

      “I was, but I ain’t want you thinking it was because I was out sleeping with Yesenia’s ass.” He half smiled, making me giggle.

      “No, you can shower.”

      “Okay.” He pecked my lips a couple times.

      As I waited for him to get clean, my mind kept going back and forth, wondering if he was hiding something or being honest.

      For the six years that I’d been with Rafi, he’d always been honest and about me. I’d never found him texting other girls, or had women approaching me about sleeping with my man. It was one of the things that made me fall so hard for him; the fact that I knew he would never do anything involving being unfaithful. Even when we broke up for a hot second, after I had our daughter, Penni, he stayed single while I dated this music producer for a few months; it was how I met Blaise.

      By saying that, I needed to trust him and remember the man that he was. It was easy to let these blogs and social media overall get into your head and make you believe every little thing. A lot of times, things appeared to be one way, but in reality, it wasn’t even close to the truth.

      “All clean.” Rafi returned, smiling. His caramel complexion was so clear and smooth, his body was lean but not too skinny, and he kept his hair short. His mustache was very thin, but I liked that. Too much facial hair wasn’t my thing.

      Dropping his towel, he got on the bed and helped me out of my gown and panties. Lowering himself, he positioned his dick at my opening before pushing inside of me while sucking my nipples.

      “Damn,” I moaned, not realizing how horny I was.

      His slow strokes soon turned to fast ones, making me cum minutes later. We began kissing hungrily as he continued hammering my middle, causing me to release yet again, with him following suit moments later.

      

      “Shit. I love you, Prissy.”
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        * * *

      

      A few nights later… Saturday…

      Tonight, I was able to convince Rafi to let me out. That sounded horrible, and it was. I just played nice by making him some food and giving him head like a bitch that worked the streets nightly. Right after he came, I asked, and he gladly agreed to let me have some fun.

      It was so embarrassing having to literally get permission from him, but I didn’t want to lose my man over something as simple as wanting to go out with my friends.

      “You look so pretty.” Blaise nudged me as we walked into the club, with the bouncer holding the door.

      “Thanks, so do you. I’m happy I’m not the only one in a short ass dress tonight.”

      Don’t need money, got my own. I got bags, bags to blow. Hold up, boy, I don’t need your dough… But you could spend it on me if you want…

      Mya’s “G.M.O.” was currently playing, so Blaise and I began to bounce a little to the beat as we headed to the section where Belly and all his boys were. They were deep as hell, and you could tell all of them had a little money. I wasn’t quite sure what them ContraBandz niggas did, but Blaise gave me the impression that they didn’t do shit; they were just Belly’s gang banging friends that he refused to leave behind. I guess that was admirable, but where I’m from, we called that a moocher. Niggas always had a few of them in their circle, including Rafi.

      When we got to the top, Blaise had the biggest grin on her face when Belly turned to greet her with a drink in his hand. He wasted no time kissing her in the mouth and grabbing her ass so roughly that I even felt it, so I turned to let the hostess know I wanted a drink from the bar.

      “All the shit is on one tab,” Belly let her know, and she nodded at him with a flirty smile.

      “Thank you,” I told him.

      “Ayyyyeee!” Everyone in the whole section and seemingly the whole club hollered out in excitement when “Same Squad” by P-Lo came through the speakers.

      The hostess brought my drink along with Blaise’s a couple moments later, so after getting them from her, we began to dance to the upbeat track along with everyone else.

      I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been able to have fun like this, so I was already happy that I’d come. Blaise and I ordered two more cocktails, as we danced to a couple more songs, and then Belly pulled her down into his lap. When I saw his hand go between her legs before they started kissing, I turned away yet again.

      As I looked around, I spotted that guy Will again. He looked nice, and didn’t appear to be irritated like last time. He was even wearing a little bit of ice.

      Tonight was a celebration for his birthday, so I guess he had reason to be chill. His curly hair was shining like crazy, and his light skin was bright as hell up here in this dark section. I was staring so long that he eventually looked up from his phone and caught me, nodding his head upward to say ‘hello’.

      Feeling bold, I went over to his side of the couch and sat down to say, “How are you enjoying your birthday?”

      “It’s cool. I’m just waiting for my girl to get here.”

      “Oh, okay.” I felt some type of way, but I couldn’t describe what I felt. I didn’t like him or even know him to like him but I did think he was a cute guy; prettier than I preferred, but still fine. “Is she working or something?”

      “Nah, she just takes forever and a damn day to get ready sometimes,” he replied sadly. “You look nice though. I saw you having a good time with ya homegirl.”

      “Oh yeah, Blaise. She brings it out of me.” I giggled, taking another sip of my drink. “And thank you for the compliment.”

      “Anytime. You said you had two kids, is it with that rapper Rafi?”

      “Ye—yeah, how’d you know?”

      “I hear things. But—”

      “Aye, where all the Hennessy go?” the one named Manny quizzed.

      “Cole taking that shit down like water. Y’all gotta chill. We ain’t even been here long.” Will sucked his teeth.

      “Fuck all that, nigga. We giving out Henny dick tonight, on some real shit,” Belly replied, making everyone burst into laughter, even Will, which was surprising. Belly was the only one with a cool expression, and I guess that was because he was being… serious.

      “Hell yeah,” Manny replied, still chuckling.

      “Baby! Happy Birthday!” someone screeched, and when I looked to see who it was, I saw Dionne, the girl who was gonna be dancing in the shows with me. What are the odds that this would be his girlfriend?

      Will hopped up with an angry expression on his face, before storming over to her. I saw him going off but couldn’t hear because of the music.

      “Damn, Will, chill the fuck out, man. It’s a party!” Manny yelled out in reference to him going in on Dionne.

      “This my one night, and you had to be late!” Will called after Dionne since she’d slipped around him.

      “You’re so extra, Will.” Dionne ignored his antics and started toward us to have a seat. When she walked by Belly, she spat, “Move, nigga!”

      “Bitch, I’m twisted as a muthafucka. I’ll fuck around and punch you in that bee’s nest you call a wig, you keep fucking with me.”

      Blaise looked to him with her eyes wide, as everyone roared with laughter except him. I covered my mouth to suppress mine once Dionne sat next to me with a distressed look on her face.

      “Quit talking about my girl, man.” Will came to stand by Belly.

      “I ain’t talk about her, I said I was gon’ punch her ass,” he replied calmly, which was funny for some reason.

      “Fuck this shit.” Will turned and left just like that.

      “Nigga stay leaving.” Manny laughed then looked to me, showing off a smirk that I guess he thought was sexy and pulled all the women. “Aye, Priscilla, how you doing?”

      “I have a boyfriend,” I responded, causing everyone to chuckle. Blaise had already told me about thirsty Manny.

      “What are you doing here?” Dionne asked softly, despite me having just chortled at her expense a little bit ago.

      “I’m friends with Blaise.”

      “Oh.” She gave Blaise a look, one I couldn’t quite describe, and then turned back to me with a fake smile.

      What a night…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Belly

          

        

      

    

    
      Deep Throat D: Why are you always dogging me in public? I miss when we were cool, Cortez. But I get you wanna keep it low-key.

      Deep Throat D: I still got THAT for you, whenever you need it…

      As I swished around the Listerine in my mouth, I stared at the texts that bitch Dionne had sent me this morning. I hadn’t let her suck my dick since my last Golden Gloves fight which was almost two years ago, yet she still was trying to get me to fuck with her. That was the only reason I came at her ass the way I did, because she was a hoe, and that nigga Will didn’t wanna see the shit.

      He was the type of muthafucka to wanna fight you if you brought the shit up, and I wasn’t in a place in my life where I could go to jail again. Jail in boxing meant a title strip, and I’d be damned if all my handwork went to shit over some wide throat ass female and her love-sick ass boyfriend. All it would cause in the end is me killing Will’s ass, and it wasn’t worth it.

      “Baby, the food is ready! Come on!” Blaise scared the shit out of me, walking into the bathroom.

      Seeing her ass made me smile. She had her hair pulled back into one of them ball shits at the nape of her neck, so it was out of her face. Even though I hated them big ass circle things hanging in her ear, anything looked good on Blaise. Her white dress was hugging her shapely body, and the way my cheap ass bathroom light illuminated her already glowing ass brown skin was a fucking shame.

      “Come here,” I spoke lowly, pulling her into me. I didn’t care that she had that stupid shiny shit all over her full lips.

      “I made this big feast for breakfast, and you’re not going to eat it?” she asked in between kisses as I groped her.

      “Aight, lead the way.”

      “You’re not gonna put some clothes on? Or at least some bottoms?”

      “You not gon’ give me head at the table?”

      “No, crazy!” She laughed. “Now put something on, and I will be waiting for you in the kitchen.” She switched out with my eyes locked on her ass.

      “Could at least play with my balls while I grub,” I called after her as I left my bathroom to go put my boxers and jeans on. I slipped on my wife-beater, along with my socks and sneakers, then headed to the kitchen to see Blaise waiting for me with a smile.

      I went to sit down next to her, and after she prayed over the food for us, we dove into the pancakes, eggs, chicken sausage, biscuits, and fruit. I’d fucked plenty of females and none of them had ever cooked for me. I knew the fact that I rarely let them hoes stay the night had something to do with it, but shit, they could have at least offered on their way out.

      “So where are we going today?”

      “Barbecue close by. You gotta put on some shorts with that dress though,” I replied before putting my last piece of waffle into my mouth.

      “Shorts?”

      “Yeah, that shit you got on is too short. Them bicycle ones look cool with what you got on.”

      “Cortez, this dress does not look cute with bicycle shorts on. I’m gonna look like a little ass girl.”

      “That’s perfect. Then them niggas ain’t gon’ wanna fuck with you.”

      “Baby, I don’t have any bicycle shorts here though. And I’m pretty sure you don’t have any either.”

      “I got some basketball ones for you.” She stared at me so I stared back at her ass. “You can’t come with me in that shit as is, Blaise, nah. You gon’ have me killing my homeboys and shit. I fuck with them niggas. I ain’t trying to do that.”

      “Fine.” She rolled her eyes, so I kissed the corner of her mouth.

      Since we had some time, after I put my shirt on, we went by her crib so she could change her clothes. Her new dress came down to her knees but was still pretty tight. I wasn’t tripping though because I enjoyed looking at her sexy ass. And most of the niggas that would be at the hood barbecue knew what it was, but for the niggas that needed reminding, I had no problem solving that fucking issue.

      We made it to the homie Troy’s crib right around the corner from Rogers Park about forty-five minutes later since it was a little bit of traffic coming from Blaise’s. As I parked my whip, I saw it was packed the fuck out with a bunch of niggas in his front yard playing cards, eating, and just shooting the shit. I saw plenty of hoes too.

      “This is some real hood shit,” Blaise commented just before I got out of the car. I made it around to her side to help her out.

      “Told you. But ain’t nothing gon’ happen to you. I got you.”

      “I know.”

      Holding her hand, I led her across the street to where everybody was and began dapping up the niggas I knew before heading inside of the house.

      “Damn, Belly, who this?” Troy walked out of his kitchen just as Blaise and I entered the house.

      “My girl, Blaise. Blaise, this the homie, Troy.”

      “Nice to meet you.” Blaise smiled widely, making Troy raise his eyebrows before looking at me.

      “Nice, bruh,” was all he said before we both laughed. “Why you ain’t bring her homegirls?”

      “Nigga, yo’ baby mama is a basket case; ain’t nobody got time for that shit. Gon’ have me snapping her damn neck because you wanna fuck with other females.”

      “Shit, gone snap her fucking neck. Been tired of that bitch.” Troy paused then looked to Blaise before saying, “I ain’t no disrespectful ass nigga. I just call all females bitches.”

      “She already know. I been put her up on game.”

      “I know all Inglewood niggas are naturally disrespectful.” Blaise chuckled.

      “Just to the hoes, baby; not fine ass females like you,” I told her.

      “Exactly. Y’all can have some of this food. They ordered all this shit, and everybody needs to eat it.” Troy pointed behind himself to the kitchen.

      Blaise and I went to the kitchen to make plates of food, but since I was piling two up and her only one, she was finished before me and waiting.

      “You comfortable?” I inquired over my shoulder as I put another rib onto my plate.

      “Yes, I’m fine. Thank you for asking.” She neared me and tilted her head back for a kiss, so I complied.

      We headed out to the front where the tables were, and everybody was chilling, eating, listening to music, and playing some sort of card game. I held one chair out for Blaise, then took the one adjacent to her before we began eating.

      “Aye, you’re Blaise. You got a baby with that producer nigga,” this whack ass muthafucka named Donovan called out from the table next to ours. “Five-Star, yeah.”

      “Nah, wrong person, muthafucka,” I interjected just as Blaise was about to speak. “This is Blaise, an actress and my girl.”

      “Oh, I know, I was just—”

      “All that other shit you talking ’bout gon’ get you fucked up, bruh.”

      After I stared his ass down for a little bit, he turned to Blaise, palming his chest. “My bad. I ain’t mean no disrespect, beautiful.”

      “It’s fine.” She sipped out of her water bottle.

      We continued eating, conversing with one another and a few people in earshot. Troy and this one bitch he was fucking, I guess, came to sit with us after a while.

      “Oh, hi.” Sienna appeared, taking the last seat at the small flimsy square table. “I thought you said you weren’t fucking him.” Her eyes were right on Blaise.

      “I lied, now what?” Blaise snapped.

      Shaking her head constantly, tears began to flow down Sienna’s cheeks in abundance, making me groan.

      “So when is her turn up, Cortez?”

      “Sienna, this ain’t the fucking time. Don’t piss me off. Get up out of here. I’ll holla at yo’ ass another time.”

      “You promise?” she whimpered.

      “Okay, I’m about to fuck her up, and you.” Blaise rose to her feet, taking her earrings off, so I got up too, forcing her to sit back down.

      POP! POP! POP! POP!

      Before I could say anything, an all-black whip appeared, rolling by slowly as hell. Suddenly, the back-passenger side window rolled down, and a nigga with a mask on put a gun out of the window then started blasting.

      Quickly, I threw Blaise down into the grass before getting on top of her and knocking the table over to block us and whomever else. Niggas were screaming and running as I damn near smothered my girl to make sure nothing even grazed her, because if it did, I was gon’ be on a fucking mission tonight.

      Finally, the bullets stopped, and I heard tires screech, so I slowly rose up off of Blaise, making sure she was good along the way. When I finally got to my feet, I saw them niggas were gone, so I helped her up and fixed the table as everyone kind of settled and calmed the fuck down. Turning my head every which a way, I saw nobody was hit, not even cry baby ass Sienna.

      “You know them niggas heard you was coming through.” This nigga Ronald looked to me.

      I already knew what was up. Niggas had been wanting to take me out ever since this boxing shit started blowing up for me.

      It was a known fact that once you got successful, to get yo’ ass out the hood, but this was where the fuck I was from. Shit, I still resided in Inglewood, but it seemed like every fucking day, the shit got more and more dangerous. I never understood the fucking hate. You’d think muthafuckas would be happy that a nigga made it out, but nah. I had a few that were, like the niggas here at the barbecue, but I knew half of them muthafuckas were showing fake love.

      “Come on.” I took Blaise’s hand and started back toward my whip across the street as Sienna called after me. As soon as we both got in the whip, I pulled off, putting my seat belt on, on the way. “Sorry about that bullshit.”

      “No need. I appreciate you for protecting me.”

      “That’s my fucking job.” I reached for her hand and kissed the palm of it.

      “So you plan to holla at that bitch later?” Blaise got right to it.

      “How the fuck we get from you thanking me to now questions about that bitch back at the barbecue?”

      “Because you said you was gon’ holla at her later, and I wanna make sure I understood you correctly.”

      “Yeah, I probably will.” I glanced her way. “You happy now?”

      She just shook her head as she stared out the window. We both didn’t say a word to one another, until I pulled up to my crib, and after I helped her out, she walked to the edge of the curb, swiping on her phone.

      “Blaise, come in the house.”

      “No, you can go holla at that bitch. I’m calling an Uber to come get me and take me home.”

      “Blaise, if you don’t get yo’ ass in the house, I’ll do the shit myself. I’m not in the mood for no bullshit.”

      When she gave me her middle finger over her shoulder, it took everything in me not to snatch that ball she had her hair in and fling her across the muthafuckin’ grass. Instead, I snatched her up and threw her over my shoulder, carrying her into my crib and then placing her to her feet.

      “I’m leaving! You gave me this whole stupid ass speech about how serious you were and how you wanted to meet my daughter!” She went off as I stood there, towering over her with my arms folded. “Yet now you plan to holla at that hoe! If that party wouldn’t have gotten shot up, I would have beat her ass! Now I’m gonna—”

      “Shut yo’ ass up.” I got in her face, and immediately, she stopped fucking talking. “When I said holla at her, I meant get her ass in check. You so fucking paranoid thinking every nigga is yo’ bitch-made ass baby daddy, but I’m gon’ tell you right now to cut that shit out, Blaise. I have no muthafuckin’ reason to spit game at yo’ ass. I been fucked, even raw dogged a few times, so what could I possibly be trying to get from you by lying to yo’ ass? I fuck with you, you my girl, and you the only bitch I give a fuck about.”

      She stayed silent for a few moments, her pretty face still knotted up. Eventually, it relaxed.

      “I’d rather you yell at me. It’s scarier when you talk so coolly.”

      We both chuckled before I pressed my lips against hers.

      “A nigga ain’t trying to get loud with you. You get loud enough for the both of us when I be digging you out.” I let my teeth sink into my bottom lip.

      “No I do not!”

      “Yeah you do, and I got some cheap ass walls in this house, so I know the neighbors be hearing yo’ ass.”

      “Fuck you.” She snickered.

      “Aight.” I swooped her and let her legs wrap around me.

      Using one hand, I loosened my belt and jeans, then pushed her panties to the side. She had my dick so hard that it was poking through my boxers, so only a slight movement had me out there. Pressing her firmly against the wall, I forced the head of my dick into her opening. Inhaling her whimpers and cries, I pushed the rest into her slippery snug walls.

      “Oh…” was all she got out before she fell silent, cupping the back of my head with her small hand as I pounded in and out of her.

      “Shit,” I grumbled, liking the way her pussy choked my shit.

      Gripping her ass cheeks roughly as fuck, I used my body to make her legs spread wider and hammered her pussy as hard as I could. She creamed down my shaft, but I continued, giving her deep ass strokes that forced her lips to part every time.

      “Cortez…” she whined, as I sucked her lips, still giving it to her.

      I was hitting it so hard you could hear, and I knew I was close as fuck to busting my nut.

      “You ain’t going no fucking where, Blaise. You understand?” I beat it up. Just as I pulled out slowly, she was releasing, her small shapely frame trembling as she did so. “Finish the job,” I commanded, helping her to her knees.

      Straight away, she took my dick into her mouth and began sucking me up. I grabbed the fuck out of that bun, making it unravel, then started fucking her face. I made sure to tilt her head back some so I could see her eyes, as she slurped and moaned on my dick while toying with my balls. She made sure to let me tap the back of her throat, and when she held it there for a few seconds, that shit took me out. After releasing all into her mouth, she took it down, then stood up slowly.

      “You forgive me?” she asked bashfully as if she hadn’t just sucked my dick like a porn star.

      “Fuck yeah.” I picked her up to carry her to the shower for round two.

      After we got out, we laid up in my bed. I gave her one of my t-shirts to sleep in because she told me she ain’t want to wear her gown shit.

      “You’re so handsome to be a fighter.” She trailed her finger over my chest as I channel surfed in the dark bedroom.

      “What, fighters are usually ugly or some shit?” I pressed my chin into my chest to look down at her.

      “No.” She laughed. “I just expect a lot of bruises and scars; that kind of stuff.

      “I get that occasionally, but not like I used to when I was first in this shit. I’ve learned to protect my mug a little better.”

      “Did this hurt?” She touched the bullet wound on my arm and then the one on my side.

      “Want me to show you?”

      “No, nigga! What the fuck!” She grinned widely, making me do the same.

      “Yeah, it definitely did. And worse than usual because I opted out of the medication for the shit, so even after they fixed me up, I was in a lot of pain all the time.”

      “Why did you opt out?”

      “Shit affects ya sperm count, and I can’t have that. I need to make sure every time I bust it’s potent.”

      “Yet you don’t want kids.”

      “I do, eventually… some day. I just want whomever I nut in to be somebody I can deal with and shit. Too many of the homies got crazy ass baby mamas. I already know myself. By the time my kid is two months, I’ll be driving that bitch down to a lake and being a single father.”

      Blaise laughed heartily, shaking her head.

      “You’d kill her. I’m sure my baby daddy wants to kill me; he actually told me he wanted to years ago after our child support fiasco.”

      She chuckled, but I couldn’t follow suit. I ain’t know much about that nigga Five-Star, but I’d heard through the grapevine that he was a flossy bitch. That was well before I started fucking with Blaise, but now that she was mine and I was developing some deep ass feelings for baby girl, I was gon’ keep an eye out. I’d never been in a relationship before, but I was pretty sure it was my job to beat his ass.

      “Nah, he won’t lay a hand on you.”

      “Does it bother you when people bring him up? Like at the party?” She looked up at me as she laid on my chest.

      “Not even a little bit. I just don’t like that nigga Donovan, and what he was saying was disrespectful as fuck. Acting like you one of them females who are only known for being a nigga’s baby mama. You got ya own shit popping.”

      “Thank you for seeing it that way. I feel like nobody does, and he only made it worse, portraying me as some slutty gold digger the whole time I was pregnant.”

      “That’s just how bitch ass niggas act when they know they can’t get that good shit no more.”

      “So if I break up with you, I’ll be a hoe then?” She chuckled, and so did I.

      “That pussy is good as shit, so even though I ain’t no bitch, I can’t make no promises. If you ain’t pregnant with my baby then, yeah, I’m calling you all types of hoes and thots.” I cheesed, and she did the same but rolled her eyes. “Nah, I’m fucking with you. But if I did get you pregnant, I wouldn’t disrespect you like that, even broken up, which won’t happen. And no other muthafucka will either.” I looked her over, admiring her full lips, brown skin, and messy, dark wavy hair. “I ain’t trying to break up though. I know if I recognize that you the shit, other muthafuckas will too.”

      Without a reply, she reached up to touch the side of my face before crashing her soft ass lips against mine.
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          One week later… a little after 8 p.m.…

        

      

    

    
      “These are really nice; good angles too.” Belly’s manager Carson looked over the photos I’d taken from his last fight. “He’s gonna love them.”

      “He does. I sent the digital files to him earlier, and also to his website designer.” I nodded.

      “Nice.” Carson looked up from the photos. “You know Cortez is getting a lot more exposure now. He’s been working hard, and every time I look up, his offers for fights are increasing. He’s got a lot of opportunities lined up and—”

      “Carson, what you trying to say?”

      “That we’re gonna be doing a lot of work, and you’re going to need to be there to capture it all. I know you still shoot other people, but you may not have the time, if you want to keep this job.”

      “Nah, I know. But Belly is a priority, so his shit will always come first. And when I can’t hold down his shit and others, I’ll let them go.”

      “That’s all I wanted to hear.” Carson shook my hand before grabbing his jacket to put on.

      As he left, I filed my pictures for the next hour and then sat down for a second to think.

      Reaching into my bag, I pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniel’s and drank some straight from the bottle. I needed to take my ass directly home to where my girl was, but the urge to do what I usually did was taking over. Feeling too weak to overpower it, I took one more swig then put the cap back on the bottle, slipping it into my bag.

      After gathering all of my shit, I locked my studio up then hopped into my BMW, speeding off. I pulled up to my destination about forty-five minutes later since it was a little ways out but drove past to park around the corner. After changing gears, I grabbed my hoodie from the back seat to slip on and cover up a bit.

      Ever since Belly had started gaining notoriety, his camp had too, including them ContraBandz niggas, Manny, and myself. I’d always known niggas in the industry, but I never had normal people actually recognize me on the streets until Belly.

      I hit the corner and made my way down the sidewalk, until I reached a nice ass family sized house on the corner. The neighborhood, Woodland Hills, was upscale as fuck where niggas with a nice amount of change lived.

      “Welcome back, Mr. Dade,” this woman named Geena answered the door, stepping back to let me in. “I thought you weren’t coming back.” She gave me that knowing smile, the same one she always gave whenever I told her ass this was the last time, or whenever I’d show up after having said so.

      “This one will be.”

      She simply nodded and then led me to the large den area where there were a fleet of bitches, some in lingerie, and others in small ass shorts and tops.

      “Take your pick.” Geena took a seat in her usual recliner, before putting a glass to her lips.

      I scanned the room, and my eyes landed on this one girl I always chose, Swan, so I waved for her to come to me. She was light skinned with long blonde curls, and an okay body, nothing close to Dionne’s, my girl. But Dionne was a dancer and had been in shape since the day I met her.

      “Missed you.” Swan winked up at me before slipping her hand into mine and then taking me up the stairs to one of the bedrooms.

      I’d been fucking with prostitutes for about a year now, and the shit was just like a damn drug habit. I had a beautiful ass girlfriend at home, but for some reason, I’d rather fuck a hoe than her. And no, I wasn’t just a sex addict, because regular bitches didn’t turn me on, only actual working girls. I never cheated on Dionne with the females that hit on me at clubs, or after Belly’s matches… only the women that worked here at this brothel and others across the globe.

      It had nothing to do with Dionne’s and my sex life either, because she definitely pleased me. I just liked what I liked and that was prostitutes.

      I tried it out once after Dionne pissed me off, forcing me to go for a drive one night. And after that one hit, I was hooked. It started with once a month, then twice a month to now four and five times a week.

      I’d tried to stop many times, but if I even went forty-eight hours without smashing one, I would find myself angry as hell and just irritated for no reason. I would think about it all day, and end up coming through like tonight.

      Hookers just did something for me, and I couldn’t get enough. To make matters worse, I was getting way more money lately, making me want to blow more here. I’d spent at least a cool $25,000 in the past four months.

      “How do you want it tonight? Rough or slow?” Swan started to undress.

      “Slow.”

      I began removing my clothes as well as she went to lock the door. Before I took my jeans off, I peeled away some cash for her then put the rest back up. Swan took the money and placed it in her small silk bag, before lying on her back, spreading her legs wide.

      Getting onto the bed, I hovered over her and began kissing different places on her body. Once my dick was so hard I felt like I would nut without any contact with the pussy, I reached into the drawer to grab one of the many condoms in it. Tearing it open, I slid it down before diving deep inside of her.

      “Ooh,” Swan cooed, nibbling on her lip as I rocked in and out of her walls.

      “Fuck!” I grunted. I never lasted long with Swan, or any of the other bitches who worked here, and at the brothels across the US when I traveled with Belly.

      I started going faster, clenching my teeth to hold out, and once I felt her cum, I let loose as well. My body jerked violently as I collapsed down onto her, kissing her soft lips.

      Rolling off, I lied on my back to catch my breath as she removed the condom for me. She walked off to the bathroom within the room, leaving the door open so that I could see her flush the condom and then pee. After washing her hands, she came back to the room and slipped her lingerie gown and shoes back on.

      “Are you satisfied?” she inquired with a bright smile.

      “I am. Come lie down. I got extra for you.”

      She paused but then kicked her heels back off to get on the bed with me. I stretched my arm out, so she lied on my chest, allowing me to hook it around her shoulders.

      “Do you lie with all the girls after sex, or just me?”

      “Just you so far. Am I the last one of the night? You were rushing out of here like you had somewhere to be.”

      “It’s pretty late, but men still come through until about 3 a.m.”

      “I want you to stay the night with me in here. I don’t care about the cost.” I looked down at her. “Aight?”

      “You don’t have to be home?”

      “Nah.”
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      The next morning…

      I ended up fucking Swan a few more times throughout the night, and then headed home in the morning a little after 9 a.m. I meant to leave earlier, but I was able to slip out of there seemingly unnoticed.

      I felt rejuvenated as fuck now that I had gotten my fix, and was hoping that my multiple rounds would keep me satiated enough to not double back tonight. I was always disgusted with myself and disappointed afterward, but then I’d be right back to it less than two days later.

      “Oh shit,” I mumbled when I entered my condo to see Dionne on my couch. I’d forgotten that she told me she was gonna cook for me last night and that she wanted me to shoot for her and her co-dancers this afternoon.

      “Where the hell have you been?” She squinted her eyes.

      Dionne was sexy as hell with long brown hair, a body that women paid for, and she worked hard. Only complaint I had on her was that she liked the spotlight and attention too much, but I guess that came with her dreams of being a dancer. My addiction made me abhor anything that could possibly put me on front street.

      “I… shit… I was out doing… catching some night shots and shit ran over… by a lot.”

      “Night shots for what?”

      “New gig. I got a job shooting in a dark area and I wanted to scout some places. But let me shower right quick and then we can head to the dance studio, aight?”

      “Will, I cooked a damn feast for you last night, and that’s the night you chose to go scout locations? And until 10:30 a.m. in the damn morning?”

      I’d tried to change the subject, but the shit clearly hadn’t worked.

      “Just slipped my mind, baby. I apologize. But I don’t want you to be late, and y’all need these pictures, right?”

      “Hurry up, Will.”

      She sat back and folded her arms, but I just hurried up my stairs and to the bathroom. I took a quick shower then brushed my teeth before getting dressed. Once I’d tamed my curls and sprayed on some cologne, I was ready to go.

      “Let’s go, baby.” I leaned down to kiss Dionne’s lips, but she turned away from me, then strategically maneuvered her body so she could stand without touching me.

      “I smelled perfume when you came in earlier.”

      “How? I ain’t been around nobody with any damn perfume on.”

      Dionne said nothing as she left, so I followed her out and to my car. She chose to drive herself in her own shit.

      The dance studio was in Hollywood with their horrible ass parking, so after paying one of them valet niggas a grip to park, we headed inside with all my shit.

      “Hey, guys, sorry I’m a little late,” Dionne announced as we entered the big dance room with mirrors all around.

      Immediately, I spotted Blaise’s friend, Priscilla. I’d seen her before, dancing on TV and occasionally on Instagram. She looked good in them tights and sports bra, to the point where I caught myself staring hard. She was the first woman I found sexually attractive outside of straight up and down professional hoes.

      “No worries,” The woman who I assumed was the choreographer since she was standing up front, facing Priscilla and the other female, spoke up.

      “Priscilla, you already know my man, Will. But Brittany and Zyla, meet my man. Will, this is Brittany, and our choreographer, Zyla.”

      “Nice to meet you, ladies.”

      “He’s gonna take pictures of us all as we practice. It’s just something for my portfolio.” Dionne set her stuff down.

      “Yeah, so, ladies, just do as you normally would. Don’t mind me. I will just take some natural photos,” I let them know as I began to piece my DSLR together with the right lens.

      They practiced for about an hour, and I took pictures the whole time. About two hours later, it was lunch, so Dionne and Brittany agreed to pick up some food, and Zyla dessert.

      “I got some good shots of you.” I showed Priscilla the viewfinder screen of my camera as I looked through them.

      “That’s nice. You think I could have them, or would Dionne not like that? I never thought about building a portfolio, but it’s a good idea.”

      “It is, and it shouldn’t be a problem.” It got quiet for a little bit, so I broke it. “There is a match Belly has coming up; you should for sure come. I can get you tickets.”

      “Wow, umm, sure, I guess that’d be cool. Is that fine with your girlfriend?”

      “Yeah, man.” I chuckled, making her do the same. “It’s just tickets to a damn boxing match. Then you can hang with us after like last time.”

      “Sure, okay.”

      “You know—”

      “Got the goods!” Brittany burst into the room with Dionne behind her, so I canceled my next statement.

      I’d get to chop it up with Priscilla more at that match.
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      “Okay, day three is a wrap, everyone!” the director called out before quickly walking off. She was always on the move, and if you had a question, you had to damn near chase her down.

      “You’re doing a great job.” My co-star Brenden smiled down at me as we walked off the set. He looked a lot like Boris Kodjoe.

      “Thank you.”

      “Yeah, when they told me that the actor opposite me would be a newbie somewhat, I was a bit wary.” He walked alongside me.

      “Why?”

      “Because in the past, new actors were so hard to work with it. It takes forever to get a good scene because they’re either too nervous to get in character properly or too up their own asses to realize they’re not doing a good job.”

      “Oh.” I chuckled. “Well I’m happy to know I’m neither of those. And I’m only a newbie to films of this caliber. I’ve done a few lower budget ones that went straight to TV.”

      “Yeah, I know.” He nodded with a smile as we stepped outside where the trailers were. “Hey, so pretty soon we’ll be doing more intimate scenes where our characters become a couple. If you’d like, we can take some time out to practice together. I’m thinking just us.”

      “Yeah, okay. Thanks for offering, Brenden.”

      “Anytime.”

      We gave each other quick smiles just as I walked up the steps of my trailer and pulled the door open. I spotted a big bouquet of red roses, which made me stop and leave the door swinging.

      “Oh my gosh.”

      I walked over to pull the card, and when I saw Belly’s initials, I couldn’t help the grin that had covered my face. I swear when you meet and associate with him, you’d have no idea he did things like this. It was nice though. He didn’t do the sweet thing a lot, because he said it was hard for him, but when he did, it always made me feel warm inside.

      The roses had definitely improved my day, because all morning, he and I had been all over the gossip blogs. It was because last night Belly posted a photo on his story of my hand, palm up, resting in my lap. He intended to show that my bracelet read his name and nothing else, but of course, those Inspector Gadget ass blogs had to go the extra mile, figuring out it was me by my nail color. The picture literally only showed my wrist, hand, thighs, and one of my feet since my legs were crossed, but they figured it out. Per usual, neither of us addressed it, so in my eyes, it was all speculation.

      After packing my bag back up, I grabbed my flowers and headed out to my truck so I could leave. It was a little after 6 p.m., and I was going to have dinner with Nichole and her little sister, Izzy. It was supposed to be just Izzy and me, but Nichole found out and invited herself.

      Ever since I’d met Nichole, her baby sister had taken a liking to me. I wasn’t sure why, but she was always messaging me for or about something and leaving comments on my pictures.

      Once I’d dropped home to shower and change, I drove to Hollywood where this restaurant named SUR was. It was an upscale place with low lighting and a very eccentric atmosphere.

      “Oh my gosh. I thought you weren’t coming!” Izzy hopped up when she saw me and rushed  me for a hug. Izzy was two years younger than me and three years younger than Nichole.

      “Of course I was coming, girl.” I laughed, letting her go so we could sit down.

      “Bitch, we been waiting like fifteen minutes.” Nichole rolled her eyes playfully. “Anyway, how has your day been?”

      “I know what you’re getting at, Nichole, and it’s been alright. I’ve been ignoring that stuff they post on social media like always.”

      “Well you got his hoes in a frenzy.” Nichole slurped her wine with her eyes wide.

      “What you mean?” I cocked my head, looking back and forth between Nichole and Izzy.

      “I sent this to you on Instagram, but I don’t think you saw it.” Izzy slid her phone over to me, since she was sitting beside me.

      Looking down, I saw it was a screenshot of some Instagram comments. The picture belonged to some girl named Cadence, and someone had commented saying she was probably depressed her man had gotten a girlfriend. When Cadence asked Who is my man?, the original commenter responded with Cortez Khalil, he’s fucking Blaise Cansino now. I wasn’t tripping until I read Cadence’s reply saying, I’m not hurting. I’ll still get my time with daddy.

      “Let me go to this bitch’s page.” I handed Izzy back her phone. Of course Five-Star’s harem comments invaded my mind.

      “She deleted the original comment. Now it just says, ‘girl you don’t know anything’ or something along those lines. I’m happy I follow her so I caught it.” Izzy sighed.

      “She’s clearly a little upset, but that’s okay.” I chuckled, making Izzy do the same, and Nichole shrug.

      After I ordered my cocktail and some appetizers for the table, I went to Cadence’s page just to check. She was a pretty girl, but clearly she was like Nichole; only had hundreds of thousands of followers because she was cute. I wasn’t going to bash that though because at one point, that was me too.

      While there, I went to check the comments of that particular picture, and sure enough, that one comment was changed.

      I locked my phone and decided to put that small shit to the back of my mind. I believed Belly when he said he and I were it, but I admit these women had me wondering about a few things. Like Five-Star said, they all seemed to believe they had claim on Belly.

      “So, Blaise, next time you go to a match, you think I can come along?” Izzy asked.

      “Yeah, I don’t see why not. Cortez is starting to make a lot more money per fight, so he’s fighting less. He said that’s how it works in the professionals. But his next one, I got you.”

      “You probably won’t even like it, Isabella,” Nichole told her. “I sat front row, and I wasn’t that into it.”

      “Well, we don’t like the same things anyway, Nichole. Blaise and I have more in common than you and I.” Izzy nodded just as the waitress set the plates down.

      “True,” Nichole replied after staring at her baby sister for a few moments.

      “How are you and Ian?” I quizzed Nichole.

      I hadn’t seen her flaunt any new expensive things on social media, which gave me the impression that they’d died out. Yes, Nichole had her own money, Instagram was her job, but not NFL player money.

      “We’re good. He’s flying me to Houston.” She beamed. “He has a game coming up; you should come with me.”

      “I will see what I can do. Can I bring Priscilla?”

      “Girl, I don’t care. Can she even go that far?” Nichole frowned as Izzy laughed.

      Lately, Priscilla always had an excuse as to why she couldn’t go anywhere. I didn’t know if I’d rubbed her the wrong way, or if it was Rafi behind it, but I didn’t like it. I enjoyed her company and most times hated having to take Nichole somewhere.

      “I hope so.”

      For the next couple hours, we enjoyed dinner, and I forgot how much I missed Izzy. Lately, my agent had been booking me on countless auditions, and in combination with this new role I’d gotten, and my manager still getting me other gigs, I didn’t have as much time to stop by and see her. Plus, I was spending a lot of time with Belly, which was kind of new for me.

      Yes, with my last boyfriends, we definitely hung out a lot, but I was spending almost every night next to Belly, which never was the case with my exes. I maybe spent the night two or three times max.

      It was obvious that I liked him a lot more than anybody else I’d dated. I would even go as far as to say more than Five-Star, and I was a dumb in love with that nigga from day one seemingly.

      Belly and I had been doing our thing for a few months now, and I already felt how I felt with Five-Star when we’d been together for longer. It was just something about Belly, how charming he was yet rude. I hated asshole guys usually, but in him, I found it attractive. And he was hood, but not the fake kind, the genuine type. Lastly, but not least, the dick was unbelievable. It was so good that I’d contemplated on several occasions, cutting him off.

      “Don’t forget to invite me, Blaise!” Izzy called out as she hopped into the passenger seat of Nichole’s Mercedes.

      “I won’t, babe!” I gave her a finger wave then hit the key fob to my fully decked out Infiniti truck.

      I sat in my car just thinking for a little bit, then once I had the heat going, I took my ass home to be with my Island. Of course Belly called me though, and we ended up falling asleep on the phone. It seemed like no matter what, I couldn’t let him go… I wouldn’t.
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      That weekend…

      This evening was a viewing party for the commercial I did for that vodka brand a little bit ago. I’d never been to a viewing party where I was the ‘star’, so I was a bit nervous. I was happy that Belly agreed to accompany me, and even though I wanted to keep our relationship on the low, I didn’t want to bring anyone else. Plus, the event was pretty exclusive.

      Since the liquor brand was created by a former rapper who was big in the ’90s, a lot of people in the entertainment industry were attending. He was one of the few rappers from that time that went on to make a lot of money via other avenues such as a record label, a clothing line, and now this vodka. I knew he hit me up for the commercial because of my looks, but I didn’t care; work was work, and a check was a check.

      “Shit is legit as fuck,” Belly commented as soon as he drove by the venue to go park in the lot next to it.

      There were people outside, posing on a red carpet and getting their pictures taken. I saw a few celebrities I recognized already.

      “It is.”

      “I better nut in you tonight so I can trap you before you blow the fuck up on a nigga,” he said. “Try to leave me or some shit, and I’ll have to fuck you up.”

      “Shut up, Cortez.” I chuckled softly as he threw his Range Rover in park. “I won’t ever leave you.” I reached over to grip his chin softly, so he leaned over to kiss me. “You clean up well, Mr. Khalil.”

      He wasn’t in a suit or anything because it wasn’t that type of event, but he looked so good. He smelled even better in that Chanel cologne.

      “I know.”

      I rolled my eyes at his cocky ass, then waited for him to come around and open the door for me. He couldn’t help but to grab a handful of my ass and kiss on my neck as I got out of the car.

      “Baby, we can’t walk up like this!” I screeched with laughter as he hugged my body from behind while we walked. I felt his dick on my ass.

      “Why the fuck we can’t? Let somebody say some shit to me.”

      Lord, please don’t let anyone come at us.

      As soon as we walked up, the photographers went crazy with the photos. Belly released me from his embrace so we could stand next to one another and take pictures.

      “Are you two dating?” one man called out with his camera covering half of his face.

      “Why you worried about where another nigga is sticking his dick, bruh?” Belly inquired, shocking me, so I just started pulling him toward the entrance of the event.

      I slipped my hand into his large one as I snickered lowly, entering through the double doors. The place was packed with people, mostly celebrities, and a sprinkle of people I didn’t recognize, mainly the arm candy of some of the famous men.

      I began greeting people I knew and ones that came up to me. I appreciated the fact that although Belly was well known, he stayed back to keep the attention on me. He only spoke a tiny bit, no matter how badly some of these people wanted to converse with The Hood’s Champ.

      “Baby, you’re as famous as some of these millionaire boxers. You should be making that much,” I said as we sat in our reserved section with some drinks the hostess brought us.

      “I know, but in boxing, the fame kind of has to come first, then that’s how you get the money. The more muthafuckas that wanna see you fight and have interest in you, the more money you start to get. I’m on my way, don’t worry.” He kissed my shoulder.

      “I don’t mind. And I like that you’re honest about it. I see a lot of your peers flossing on Instagram like they’re rich, showing off jewelry and everything.”

      “Yeah, a lot of them niggas rent that shit. I got a few nice pieces, but a nigga saved up and paid for that shit.”

      “Like my bracelet?” I smiled up at him, admiring his thick full lips and toasted brown skin.

      “Yeah, I contemplated for a week straight on if yo’ ass was worth over six bands.” He craned his neck to kiss my lips.

      “What was the deciding factor?”

      “The night before I bought it, I almost nutted in you in under five minutes.”

      “Cortez, seriously? That’s what made you buy it?” I was waiting for him to say he was joking, but that hadn’t come yet.

      “Hell yeah. I already liked you, but I’ve liked a lot of females. However, pussy that good is worth some bread, baby.”

      “You’re ridiculous.”

      He pecked the corner of my mouth a couple times, while caressing my exposed thigh, and of course, in only a few seconds, I was smiling.

      “I’m going to take a piss. Come with me.”

      “Cortez, no, I may have to give my speech.”

      He stared down at me for a moment then replied, “Aight. Otherwise, don’t move. I ain’t comfortable with you working the room while I’m gone.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      As soon as he walked off, I dug into my Chanel clutch to retrieve my glossy lipstick to touch up my lips. As I fluffed my wavy hair a little bit, I noticed a figure standing by my section. Slowly looking up, I spotted Merlin, holding flowers for me and a box.

      “Blaise, one thing people can’t say is that you ain’t beautiful as hell.” He shook his head, admiring me.

      “Thank you. What are you doing here?”

      “I’m good friends with Peace,” he responded, referring to the owner of the liquor brand.

      “Oh, okay. Well, nice seeing you.”

      “Damn, I can’t chop it up with you for a minute?” He sat next to me. “Here.” He handed me the flowers, so I sniffed them to be nice then set them on the table next to my champagne glass. “This too.” It was the familiar burgundy Cartier box.

      “Merlin, no.” I pushed it back toward him.

      “You know you like gifts.”

      “I do, but it’s inappropriate for me to accept gifts from another man.”

      “Another man?” He frowned, tilting his head a tiny bit. “So them rumors on the blogs are true? You fuck with Belly?”

      “I do.”

      “Wow. You can do better, Blaise. You’re too beautiful and smart to be willingly getting played. I’m starting to think you’re attracted to niggas who wanna fuck you over. First Five-Star, now him. You ain’t want me because I was doing right. I pray to God you don’t let him knock you up too.”

      “Nobody is getting knocked up. Merlin, I’m not in the mood to—”

      “See, I didn’t come over here all aggressive and shit because I assumed you was chilling and talking to one of yo’ dike looking ass homegirls.” Belly appeared, looking mean and sexy as ever as he stared down at Merlin. I wanted to laugh at him calling Merlin a dike, but I was a bit afraid.

      “Baby, he was leaving.”

      “Yeah, I know he is. And take them cheap ass flowers, nigga.”

      Merlin rose up, chuckling and shaking his head. Belly watched him the entire time, hands clasped at the crotch of his dark jeans.

      “Blaise, keep the flowers.”

      “Nah, she ain’t keeping shit.” Belly picked them up and tossed them right into Merlin’s face, slapping the shit out of him a bit.

      Thankfully the party was packed and live, so not too many people were tuning in. There were a few though.

      “Let me guess, angry man, you gon’ punch me now?”

      “Nah, not yet. But as soon as them baby ass teeth in ya mouth mature a little bit, I’ll be knocking them muthafuckas down ya throat.”

      Me, as well as the few people listening in, started to laugh. I kept my mouth agape to suppress mine, but it didn’t work well. I’d never paid much attention to how small Merlin’s teeth were, but now I kept staring up at him to get another look.

      Embarrassed, Merlin attempted to snicker it off, before prancing out of my section without another word.

      “Baby, you’re so mean.”

      “If this wasn’t your event, I would have beat his ass. Next time I see him out, it’s a wrap.”

      Inhaling sharply, I just prayed the rest of the night went smoothly. God thankfully answered my prayers.
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      After Blaise Cansino gave her speech, we watched the commercial, then it was party time. I was the deejay for the night, so I was happy when that hour came around. Having to spin more mellow songs half the night was driving me insane, so now that I could play all the turn up tracks, I was hype.

      The party lasted for about another three hours, before everybody started filing out with their gift bags.

      Mom: On your way yet? It’s 1:30am.

      Me: Soon ma, okay? I promise.

      Rolling my eyes, I pocketed my iPhone and started back packing up my equipment. I heard footsteps, and when I looked up, it was Peace’s manager, smiling and holding an envelope.

      “For you, Alivia.”

      Opening it to check the amount, I made sure it was for the $2,000 we agreed on and then thanked him. I had to hurry up and get the hell out of here because I didn’t want to hear my parents’ mouths.

      About thirty minutes later, I had all of my things loaded into my car and noticed there was a decked out Range Rover still in the lot. I stared as I shut my trunk, and saw there were two figures in it, moving. Once I realized they were fucking, I quickly turned away, but then my eyes were right back on them as I slipped into my car. The windows were tinted, but the shadows told everything.

      I couldn’t look away, and I guess it was because I wished I could experience things of that nature, but with the type of family I had, it would never happen.

      I ended up waiting until they were done like a true voyeur, and when the girl climbed out of the back seat, fixing her dress, I realized it was Blaise.

      She and I were total opposites. The only thing we had in common was the fact that we worked in the same industry somewhat. I was sheltered, rarely ever dated, and was behind the scenes a lot. Blaise, on the other hand, seemed to always be out doing something, caught the most successful men, and stayed on the blogs even though you could tell she tried to stay off of them.

      “Oh shit,” I mumbled when she and I made eye contact. I’d never met her before, but I did follow her, along with her friends Nichole and Priscilla, because I lived vicariously through them.

      I quickly cranked my car up and sped out of the parking lot toward my home. I stopped at Jack In The Box on the way because I was in the mood for an Oreo cookie milkshake.

      “It’s past 2:30 a.m., Alivia,” my dad greeted me as soon as I walked into the house. He was seated on the long couch with his crusty feet propped up.

      Yes, I lived with my parents still. I was twenty-three years old, and I made good money as a disc jockey, working some of the hottest parties and a few clubs around Los Angeles, so I had the coins for my own place. However, my parents felt I should only move out once I got married. As a teenager, I was okay with it, because I thought by the time I got to the age I was now, I’d have a husband. But it was hard trying to date with such overbearing ass parents.

      Every time I even met a guy that I was even remotely interested in, my parents either hated him, or he eventually couldn’t deal with my prison-like life.

      “I know, Dad, but the party ended at 1 a.m., and I had to pack up my equipment alone.”

      “I think maybe you should go back to doing daytime jobs only.”

      “No, those aren’t as popular. I need these nighttime gigs to keep my bank account afloat.”

      I used to only do day clubs and events, but those were so rare that I wasn’t making enough cash. I would have to charge insane prices sometimes, just to hit my monthly cash goal, and a lot of times, people passed on me. I wasn’t interested in doing weddings and bar mitzvahs. I wanted to do clubs and eventually some mixtapes too.

      “Well, figure how you can leave earlier or keep in contact constantly while you’re working.”

      “Will do, Dad.” I walked over to kiss his cheek. “Goodnight.”

      I tread up the stairs and to my parents’ bedroom to tell my mama goodnight as well, then I went to take a shower before dozing off. I had another job tomorrow, so I needed to be well rested.
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      Shawty seen my wrist, said it look like pineapple… Shawty super thick, bet she taste like pineapple…

      I was currently spinning “Pineapple” by Ty Dolla $ign over this big ass club in Hollywood. It was a grand opening, and I couldn’t believe they wanted me to be the first to play music here. It was packed too, because that boxer, Cortez Khalil aka Belly, and some Instagram hoe named Haylee were in the building.

      As Quavo rapped his verse on the song, I noticed some caramel-skinned guy with a baldhead and long beard coming my way. The security for my deejay booth dapped him up, so he must have been someone. As I got another look, I recognized him from somewhere, but I couldn’t pinpoint it.

      “What’s up, pretty girl?” He leaned on the side of my booth, cheesing hard. I could tell he thought he was sexy. He was, but his demeanor was a turn off.

      “Can I help you?”

      “I was wondering if uh…” He looked me up and down salaciously before licking his lips. Was he trying to seduce me? If so, it wasn’t working in the slightest. “…you could maybe play a track by request.”

      “What track is that? I may have it on my list already.”

      “I doubt it. Pretty girls usually don’t have good taste in music. And as fine is you are, you probably only listen to country.”

      “Have you heard any country music tonight? No, so what are you even talking about?” I frowned. He was incredibly stupid. It was clear he’d only gotten through life using his looks. Had he been ugly, his mama would have definitely done better swallowing him.

      I realized I’d been letting this song play too long, so I quickly switched it.

      “You right. I thought maybe ya boyfriend put this together for you.” He pointed to my laptop screen.

      “Okay, you can go now.”

      “Aight, aight. My bad.” He looked me up and down again, this time nibbling on his lip. Ew. “I wanna hear ‘Drop’ by G-Eazy.”

      “That’s coming up later. Have a goodnight, and wait for it to play, but back wherever you came from.”

      “Damn you’re feisty. I’m Manny.”

      “I didn’t ask.”

      Just as I said that, I remembered he was a cornerman for Cortez Khalil and also his brother. Manny was more of a hype man though, always yelling out shit to the audience during Cortez’s matches. I didn’t know why I didn’t recognize this big fool immediately.

      “Well, Alivia, in case you ever wanna chill sometimes, you should hit me up.” He handed me his card. I almost asked how he knew my name, but it was all over my stuff and on the promotional flyers.

      “You’re not necessarily my type of man, so I’m going to have to pass on your offer, but, thank you.”

      “How you know I’m not your type? I’m everyone’s type.” He stepped back some so I could get a better look at him.

      I tried to be serious, but I couldn’t help but to laugh at his ass. And the look on his face told me he didn’t like the fact that I found him comical.

      “I’m so sorry, but you are ridiculous. And I need you to leave so I can do my job.”

      “Aight. If you give me your number, I will leave.”

      “No.”

      “Then I’m gon’ stay right here and bother you. I think you like having me around anyway.”

      “Fine! Hurry up and write it down.”

      As soon as he texted or called me, I’d block his ass, so I decided to just give in and hope I never saw him again.

      “I’ll be texting you.”

      I nodded with a fake smile, then adjusted my headphones so I could focus. For the rest of the night, I kept feeling Manny stare me down thirstily from their section. There were plenty of women over there, yet he felt the need to have his eyes on me. It made me a bit uncomfortable because I didn’t like him at all. Plus, I could tell once he saw how on lockdown I was, he’d lose interest anyway.

      I wasn’t able to get out of the club until a little after 3 a.m., and when I went outside lugging all of my things, I saw Manny, Belly, and a bunch of other guys out in the parking lot. There were a plethora of scantily clad women, and I knew they were ready and willing to do whatever. And me? I was jealous of that freedom.

      “Aye! Alivia!” Manny started jogging over, making me move even faster to my car.

      It didn’t work, so he caught up a little ways away from my vehicle. He walked alongside me as I struggled to carry this heavy shit, and didn’t offer to relieve me of one damn thing. Yeah, he was definitely not my type. He was a male airhead.

      “If you’re going to walk with me, you could at least hold something.”

      “Oh shit, you right.” He took one of my black bags, as I rolled my shoulder back to alleviate some of the pain. “So umm, you should come through tonight. It’s a party at the homie Cole’s house.”

      “I can’t.” I hit the alarm on my car.

      “It’ll be fun as fuck. It’ll also give us a chance to get to know one another a little better.” He rubbed down my arm as I put the first two bags into the trunk.

      “Excuse me?”

      “What I say?”

      “You honestly think I’m going to come to some little fake ass party that’s really just a spot for you niggas to fuck all those girls, and then sleep with you?” I was so angry I could spit!

      “Nah, of course not!”

      “Yeah right! I know what that rub down my arm meant, and let me tell you something, I have no interest in doing anything of the sort with you. I am a woman with standards, and I will be treated as such.”

      “Okay, I feel you. But I promise it’s a real party. My brother, Belly, he ain’t gon’ be having sex. His new girl got him pussy whipped, so he just gon’ be chilling, like us.”

      “Manny, I cannot go. I have somewhere to be. Excuse me.” I pushed past him after snatching the last bag from his ass, throwing it into my trunk, and shutting the door.

      “Just for an hour—”

      “I cannot go!” I roared so loudly my ears rang. He was so aggravating and dumb, plus, I was pissed that even if I did want to go with his big head ass, I couldn’t.

      “Damn, aight.” He stared down at me as if I were Michael Jackson turning into that wolf zombie thing in Thriller.

      “Wait, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. I’m just tired. I have more free time during the day.”

      “Then we can get lunch or something. My brother has training around noon, so I’ll hit you up soon to eat around 3 p.m.”

      “That’ll be fine.” I didn’t want to go, but I felt so horrible for shouting at the big dummy that I agreed.

      We stood there staring at one another for a little bit, and then I opened my car door to get inside. I watched him back away through my side mirror, and then took a deep breath before heading straight home.

      This couldn’t be life.
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      “We’re really happy to have you on board as an ambassador for Power Force, Mr. Khalil. You’ve made a lot of great accomplishments this year, and we feel that with you as the face of our brand, we can really do a lot,” the CEO, Joe of Power Force, a protein powder company, grinned widely at me before shaking my hand.

      “I’m just happy as shit,” I replied, making he and my manager Carson laugh.

      “Well great. So enjoy the rest of the party. All the drinks and food are endless for you and your entourage. Also, the presidential suite has been paid for, for three nights for you.”

      “Damn, you know I live in Los Angeles and don’t need a room, right?”

      “I do, but this is courtesy of the company. Enjoy, Mr. Khalil, and we will be in touch.” Joe shook my hand again, and then Carson walked him out.

      Currently, we were inside of the SLS Hotel, where Power Force threw me a dinner and shit. It was nice, but I told them muthafuckas I wasn’t about to dress up in a fucking suit, and they weren’t tripping. I brought my crew along, including Manny, Will, my staff, and my niggas from my ContraBandz gang. So at the moment, we were taking advantage of the free drinks and all this fucking food.

      “Aye, nigga, how much you getting paid for this shit?” Siggy inquired, downing some champagne straight from the bottle.

      “Don’t worry about all that. Y’all hurry the fuck up. I wanna go see this suite,” I let them know, just as Carson returned with the room keys.

      I smiled down at the shit, happy as hell that everything was falling into place for a nigga. For a long ass time, I was making bullshit, having to sell drugs on the side, just to get possibly injured and knocked around a few times a week. When I was an amateur, I fought all the damn time to keep my lights on and shit, and it was exhausting. Not to mention the jail stints and gang banging activities that held me back. But all that hard ass work paid off, and here I was with an endorsement worth one million dollars. That wasn’t shit to the big niggas in boxing, but this was only the beginning for me.

      “Let’s go.” Manny nudged me, so I grabbed a few of the champagne bottles that were new, then the homies and I headed up to the suite.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket on the way up, so I looked down to see my girl, Blaise, had texted me. A few bitches I used to fuck had hit me too, but none of them were important.

      For the first time in a long ass time, shit, since ever, I had a female I could see myself being with, with no extras. Blaise was beautiful as fuck, smart, had her own shit going, good ass pussy, shit great, was a great mother, and she kept me in line. She kept me in line as much as I’d allow her little ass too. I smirked thinking about her as we crossed the large lobby.

      Bad Ass: Sorry I couldn’t make the dinner, but I will see you tonight right?

      Me: You have to. I need some celebration head and pussy. I’ll cuddle yo’ ass after too. I kind of like that bullshit. Come to the SLS whenever… they got me a suite.

      Bad Ass: Okay, can’t wait!

      Blaise had to shoot some night scenes for that film she was in so she couldn’t make the dinner. I wasn’t tripping in the slightest though; I wanted her to get her bread.

      “Son,” I heard someone say, so I glanced to my right to see my pops. The shit caught me off guard, so for a few, I kept walking.

      “Ozzy, take these,” I called out to the homie, handing over the few bottles of liquor I was carrying.

      “Manny!” I called my brother, because surely he hadn’t seen our father standing here in this hotel. He didn’t look too bad, but I could tell he still drank a lot; the scent was oozing from his pores.

      “I don’t need nor do I want to speak with him,” my father replied just as Manny slowly walked over.

      “Oh, you only got interest in the son you see on television and shit, huh?” Manny chuckled and shook his head.

      “No, just the only son I have.”

      “Take the key.” I handed one of the keys to the room to Manny, and after staring my father down for a few, he took it then walked off.

      “Why you be saying shit like that?”

      “He’s not my son, Cortez. I don’t care what his mother is telling y’all. Only son I’ve ever had was you.”

      “You tell that to Mama?”

      “I tried. I’d done too much for her to believe anything I had to say. Can we talk for a little bit?”

      “I’m kind of in the middle of something, Charles.” I called him by his first name. Ever since he’d abandoned us, he wasn’t my father.

      “Just ten minutes. I want to catch up, and then you can go back to doing whatever you’ve been doing.”

      Inhaling sharply, I gestured toward the room we’d just had the dinner in, so he walked over and entered. We sat at the table across from one another and just stared for a little bit before I got tired.

      “Aight, what the fuck you wanna talk about? I’m not giving you any money. I do okay, I’m not rich yet.”

      He laughed.

      “I don’t want money. I’m doing fine. I just live in the area, and I overheard someone saying that Cortez Khalil, the boxer, was at the SLS.” He was smiling hard like he had something to be proud of.

      “You live in the area?”

      This was Beverly Hills. I expected this nigga to be sleeping under the freeways, not parlaying with the rich muthafuckas.

      “I do. My woman and I have a nice place. You should come by.”

      “Your woman,” I repeated.

      “Yeah.” He laughed. “I actually have a few. You know how us Khalil men do. One woman is never enough.”

      “Not the case for me.”

      “Oh yeah? I know you don’t actually believe that, do you? You’re my son, and we are one in the same, Cortez. You might like what you have for now, but you ain’t built for that monogamous shit.”

      “Nah, you don’t know what the fuck I am or what I can do, nigga.”

      Chuckling, he replied, “I do, actually. We’re a lot alike. When I met your mother, I thought I could be a one-woman man for the rest of my life. Yeah, it lasted for a while, but not forever, and I ended up ruining her. So now…” He shrugged. “…I make it clear up front so every woman I deal with will understand.”

      I just stared this nigga down, feeling my blood boil. I didn’t know if I was angrier at the fact that he’d admitted to ruining my mama, or him saying I was just like him.

      “I ain’t shit like you, and I ain’t gon’ ruin nobody.”

      “You will.” He nodded assuringly. “You probably already have. I’m sure she’s paranoid every time you and another woman are mentioned in the same sentence. Arghh!” He grunted when I reached across the table and yoked him up by his collar.

      “I don’t wanna ever run into yo’ ass again. If I do, I’m knocking you the fuck out.” Tossing him back into his seat, I fully stood up and hurried out that room to the elevators.

      “Fuck!” I hollered once the elevator doors closed. His comments were fucking with me, giving me a damn headache.

      I had the utmost confidence in my abilities to be faithful when it came to Blaise, just for this nigga to ruin the shit. Now I was paranoid as fuck, wondering if she would end up like my fucked up ass mama because of my actions. I wasn’t trying to fuck Blaise up, only enhance what she had going on.

      “You good?” Will quizzed me when I entered the big ass suite. I ignored his ass as I continued in.

      This shit was decked the fuck out and was reminiscent of a damn luxury apartment.

      “Aye, some females are coming through,” Manny announced with a smile. “I posted for some bitches to hit me up through DM, and depending on what they looked like, I dropped the location.”

      “That’s why I fuck with you!” Cole slapped hands with Manny, then Siggy and Ozzy followed suit.

      “What is this shit again?” Will took a sip of something in a red cup, as he stared up at Siggy for an answer.

      “Lean, nigga. You ain’t never had the shit?” Siggy frowned then looked to me. “Shit is my favorite.” He made a new cup for me since everyone else had one.

      Because I didn’t have any fights coming up for a minute, courtesy of my rate increase, I said fuck it. Plus, I was celebrating. I’d been working hard as fuck these past months, training, traveling, booking deals, etc.… so I needed this one night; especially after that bullshit ass run-in with my pops.

      All of us continued to drink and smoke, until Cole and Manny left out to bring the females up that they’d invited. I was feeling good, due to this shit in my system. I was much more chill than earlier.

      About five minutes later, Manny, Cole, and about a good six females entered the room dressed in the smallest shit they could find. I noticed Cadence’s chocolate ass in some skimpy pink outfit. Her body was looking good as shit, but that was nothing new.

      Ozzy turned the music up, and Cadence seemed to be walking to the beat as she came right up to me. Without hesitation, she straddled my lap, hugging my neck.

      “Why you didn’t invite me?” she asked, kissing my cheek.

      “I didn’t invite nobody. I ain’t even know I had a room.” I leaned back as she ran her hands down my chest.

      I polished off the rest of the lean that was in my cup, then set it on the end table next to my side of the couch.

      “Well I missed you. You got a girlfriend they say.” She rolled her eyes. “You been had a girlfriend.” She pointed to herself, and we both laughed.

      “Nah, I just like to fuck you.” I gripped her hips, licking my lips at how short her skirt was. “Blaise my baby though.”

      Cadence rolled her eyes and then got up, so I yanked her back into my lap, but this time, her back was against my chest.

      “You act like you don’t like me no more,” she said sadly as I held her in my lap. “I’m mad at you.” She looked at me over her shoulder.

      “So I can’t fuck you no more?”

      “Of course, Cortez.” She touched my chin hairs and added, “You’re so fine.”

      “Treats.” Manny came dropping a pill in everybody’s hand. I usually didn’t dabble in this type of shit, but as I stated before, I didn’t have any obligations for a while, and it was just one time. I was happy as shit about my career and felt like getting fucked up.

      As soon as everybody took theirs, Cadence started moving her body in my lap to “Nonstop” by Drake. She had my dick hard as fuck, and I was twisted as shit, so I tapped her thigh to get up. She did as I’d asked, and then I took her to the bedroom, closing the doors.

      I immediately started pulling her two-piece shit off, and once she was naked, she helped me out of all my clothes, before dropping down and taking my dick into her mouth.

      “Fuck.” I let my head rock back as she sucked me off.

      She had so much damn saliva in her mouth it was ridiculous, so I grabbed her hair and started fucking her throat until I felt like I would bust. Pulling out before I did, I reached down into my jeans to get a condom from my wallet, then sat down to slip it on. Cadence climbed into my lap, and I eased the head of my dick inside of her.

      “Baby,” she whispered, squeezing my shoulders as I forced her down.

      “Pussy is tight as fuck. You been holding out?”

      “It’s only for you,” she cooed lowly, face squished up as I began to fuck her slowly. She wasn’t lying either. Her pussy felt like it hadn’t been penetrated since I last fucked her, which was a minute ago.

      Feeling how wet she was, I put her legs over the nooks of my arms and just started beating her pussy up. Watching her perky titties bounce and hearing my dick pulverize her pussy was the shit for my high and drunk ass right now. Looking down, I smiled, seeing my dick invade her shit and how shiny everything was from her cumming twice already.

      Leaning forward, I sucked on her nipples for a few, then got right back to fucking the shit out of her until I busted. Letting her legs down, I brought her closer, then kissed on her collarbone as she caressed my head. She tried to kiss my lips, but that was a no-go now that I had Blaise.

      “Damn.” I panted.

      “You’ll always be mine, Belly, no matter what.” She breathed heavily.

      I moved her off my lap and went into the bathroom within the room to remove the condom. I cleaned my dick with one of the towels, plus some soap and water, then waltzed back out to the room ass naked. Cadence went to fix herself up then came back to get in the bed with me.

      We chilled for about twenty minutes, and then I made her get dressed while I did the same. I was still twisted as fuck, but coming down a tiny bit.

      As we walked out of the bedroom together, some more females were coming into the room, and I spotted a familiar bitch: Nichole. When she made a face, I realized Cadence was holding onto me as if I was her nigga. I was faded beyond belief, but only at this moment had it hit me that I’d fucked another bitch, despite me having spotty thoughts of Blaise during.

      “Aye, I’ll be back,” I called out.

      I slipped past everybody and left the room, making sure Cadence didn’t follow me. I kept blinking because it was taking way too much muscle and brain power to stay alert as I got onto the elevator.

      Once I got to the first floor, I went up to the registration desk to book a new room, and after getting the keys, I took my ass to it then knocked the fuck out.
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        * * *

      

      When I woke up the next day, I saw it was 4 p.m., and I had texts and calls from every damn body including the homies, Cadence, Maia, Kharla’s dumb ass, Sienna, and most importantly, Blaise.

      I called Manny to bring some shit from my crib because I still felt too much like shit to do it myself. I thought he’d gone home, but when I called, he was still passed out in the original suite with one of them bitches. Thankfully, he agreed to get my shit though.

      “Remind me of what happened last night?” I asked him, pulling out the shit I would need for a shower and to get dressed. I was praying he told me different than what I was remembering. I was hoping like fuck I’d dreamt the shit.

      “All I know is we got faded as shit. Everybody got some pussy though, that’s for sure.”

      “I fucked Cadence.” I plopped down onto the bed with my back to him.

      “Yeah, I knew you wasn’t gon’ let her bad ass go. I mean, Blaise is fine as shit too but—”

      “Manny, get the fuck out.”

      “Aight, fine. You should be happy though, nigga. You fucking all the fine hoes. Aight! Aight!” He laughed with his stupid ass when I tossed one of them complimentary water bottles at him.

      Getting up, I went to brush my teeth and then took a shower before getting dressed. Once ready, I dialed Blaise up but got no answer. I began panicking, for some reason, so I hit her line again, but she didn’t pick up; only her voicemail was on the other end.

      “Aye, I don’t know what type of fucking games you’re playing, Blaise, but don’t make me pop up on yo’ ass.” I left the first one. I called again ten minutes later, leaving another voicemail. “Baby, my bad for that first message. I miss you.” About half an hour had passed, so I dialed her again, having to leave another voicemail. “Blaise, if you think you ain’t about to fuck with me no more, you wilding. And whatever nigga that think he got next gon’ get his ass whooped. I’m robbing him too.”

      Hanging up, I stared at the wall angrily before texting her.

      Me: Why the fuck you acting like this?

      My phone had only been down on the bed for a couple seconds before it buzzed, so I snatched it up only to see I had a DM from that thirsty bitch Nichole.

      NicholeIsBae: Hey boo, wanna meet up? I’m still in the Beverly Hills area.

      I didn’t say anything back, so about five minutes later, she hit me again.

      NicholeIsBae: If you don’t fuck with me, Cortez, I’ll be letting Blaise know that I saw you boo’d up with another bitch last night.

      NicholeIsBae: Not like you already don’t have a couple bitches, I’m just trying to be down too. Think on it.

      I was seeing I was gon’ have to break her muthafuckin’ neck.
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          Same time… just another place… around 7 p.m.…

        

      

    

    
      Shooting for the day was finally over, and the only reason it’d ended this early was because we started at 5 a.m. I wasn’t sure why I thought I could go chill with Belly before work, but it was a bad idea to try. I’d driven to the hotel, late as hell at night, only for him to be knocked out. He’d texted me his new room number, but when I got there, he never came to let me in. Thankfully, the hotel was in the same city I lived in.

      As soon as I got into my car, I saw I had a couple missed calls from him, along with a text. He left voicemails, so I went to listen, laughing at how crazy his ass was when he was the one who’d fallen asleep on me. Tapping his name, I cranked my car and let the line ring through my speakers.

      “I miss you,” he answered.

      “I miss you too. You fell asleep on me.” I felt my cheekbones rising like always whenever I talked to him.

      “My bad, baby. You feel like coming back to me? I wanna fuck with you for the rest of the night.”

      “Okay. Let me just go make sure Island gets to bed.”

      I went home, and like I thought, my baby was still up, so I made her a snack, bathed her, and then played with her a minute until she fell asleep. I laid with her for about an hour, packed a small bag, and then quickly said ‘bye’ to my mother before heading to the hotel.

      I got there in no time since I lived in Beverly Hills, so after giving my truck to valet, I made my way inside and up to Belly’s room.

      “Sup,” he answered the door.

      “Baby!” I screeched when he picked me up, hugging my body tightly and kissing my neck. Slowly, he pulled back, and we shared a few pecks before he let me down.

      “You hungry?” he questioned.

      “Yes, I fed my baby but didn’t eat.”

      “Aight. I’m gonna shower, and then we can go eat by the pool. I reserved it for us. If you feel like it.” He gave me a cute smirk, so I nodded in response. “Come shower with me.”

      I slipped out of my Hermès sandals, then my clothes, before tying my hair up. I then went into the bathroom to join him so we could clean up. Once out, we got dressed, and he looked so handsome in his basketball jersey, light jeans, and Givenchy sneakers. He smelled good too, so I just admired him as he brushed his fresh fade.

      Once I had my tan dress on and my Hermès sandals again, we left the room hand in hand. The pool area didn’t have many people by it, and I guess it was because it was a weekday. It looked so nice out here, and even though it was nighttime, you could still see because of the yellow lights they had. It was very romantic in a sense.

      Belly and I sat down under the cabana reserved for us, then ordered some food and drinks to enjoy.

      “This is nice, baby. Thank you.” I half smiled, and he reached his hand out to bring me over to his cabana bed. I snuggled up to him, and he looked down at me to kiss my lips.

      “I got fucked up last night. I ain’t mean to leave you hanging.”

      “You drank a lot?”

      “Yes. The nigga who owns Power Force gave us all these fucking bottles of champagne and shit, then the hotel gave us free hard liquor, plus we had weed, pills, and that lean shit the homie likes.”

      “You took all of that?” I sat up some to stare down at him and he nodded. “Cortez.”

      “I know. I usually stick to weed and a few drinks in between fights, but since I wouldn’t have one for a while, I was feeling extra. I used to fuck with a lot of that shit when I was coming up, but not no more.”

      “Yeah, well last night was the last time.”

      “Look at you.” He grinned. “You think you running shit?”

      “I do.”

      “Nah, only thing you run is from this dick.”

      “No I do not!” I was offended as hell. He could tell so he burst into laughter, just as our drinks arrived.

      “Not no more. You used to though. Had to hold yo’ little ass in place, but now you good.”

      “So you didn’t like fucking me before is what you’re saying.” I sipped my cocktail.

      Sitting up so we could be face to face, he whispered, “Nah, I’ve always loved fucking you.”

      We shared a few kisses and then continued to talk and drink until our food came. After we ate, we retired up to the room and got in bed together to watch some Netflix since they had the app on this TV. Belly was lying on me as I caressed his head, while he slowly rubbed on my inner thigh.

      “I have a free day tomorrow,” I spoke lowly.

      “Me too. We can go to high ass Rodeo.”

      “Okay.”

      He looked up at me and smiled.

      “You’re happy as fuck to do some shopping.”

      He got on top of me and in between my legs.

      “No, they have good food over there too.” I couldn’t help but to chuckle at the face he made down at me.

      “They got like one and a fucking half restaurants… if that.”

      “That’s more than zero.”

      “You right.” He lowered himself so that we could kiss. It started off slow but became more passionate and hungrier by the second as he ran his hands up my gown to pull my panties off.

      I sat up slightly so he could remove my gown, then off came his boxers before he resumed kissing me. He trailed his lips from my neck, down to my breasts to tend to my nipples and piercings, then across my stomach. He gently placed my thighs onto his shoulders, and sucked the inner parts before latching his mouth onto my bud, using his tongue to toy with it.

      I began to wind my hips against his face, pressing my head back into the pillow because it felt so good. He used his big hands to keep my thighs parted, as he ate my pussy with so much motivation and precision. Looking down at him, I touched his fade, rubbing it slowly just before my body jerked due to my orgasm. Per usual, Belly kept going, making me claw at the sheets and let out shuddered whimpers.

      “Mmm,” I moaned, biting down hard on my lip as he palmed my thighs into my body to go even harder. Twirling his tongue into my opening, he slowly brought it back to take my clit back into his mouth.

      My body froze before gyrating softly, as another tidal wave ripped through me. Belly lapped it all up, then kept my legs pinned back, sliding inside while keeping strong eye contact with me. Bringing his body closer, he let my legs hang over his shoulders and began fucking me with no mercy, sucking my lips in the process. My moans went through multiple changes from being loud, then having a stutter, and to being nonexistent. As I came back to back, he didn’t let up, battering my pussy as he kissed me and looked down into my eyes.

      “You so fucking beautiful, Blaise,” he muttered before sucking my neck. “I love fucking you.”

      I couldn’t reply. The dick had taken my voice box away.

      Belly rose his lower half up off of me, wrapped his hand around my neck, and then hammered me hard. He tossed his head back for a second, letting out a subtle and sexy groan. Regaining eye contact with me, he pounded me hard, forcing me to release once more before letting loose himself.

      Dropping down onto me, he kissed all over my face as our hearts beat rapidly but in sync.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning…

      Belly and I woke up pretty early, skipping breakfast sort of to go shopping around the way on Rodeo. He was so sweet, buying me two purses, three pairs of shoes, and a sweater from Chanel, Louis Vuitton, and YSL. We then went to Neiman’s around the corner, where he bought me some sneakers as well as some Balenciagas for Island. I couldn’t wait to see them on her little feet.

      After shopping, we checked out of the room, dropped my stuff off at home, and then went to Inglewood to eat at his favorite breakfast spot named Serving Spoon. It was packed, but since this was his hood, they cleared a booth out for us immediately.

      It was crazy because as soon as we walked into the small diner-like restaurant, everyone instantly began cheering his name, some coming up to speak with him. Belly had no problem taking pictures and chatting with everyone.

      “You’re making the right moves, son; not only in your career, but personal life now.” The old man gestured toward me with a smile. “Always need a good woman by your side. It helps if she’s as pretty as this one too.”

      Belly glanced back down at me cheesing, then turned back to the man to say, “Oh yeah, definitely. She’s taken though, old man. Stop breathing yo’ damn denture adhesive in her face.”

      My jaw hit the carpet flooring of the diner, but the old man just laughed along with Belly. I guess he was fine with it because he knew him as a child.

      We were finally able to go to our seats, but of course, people were still breaking their necks to stare at him, walking by purposely to shake his hand or filming. Some of the younger girls in here recognized me; I could tell by the looks on their face. And the looks definitely weren’t of admiration but of envy. I guess they didn’t appreciate me taking a man from their hood, because he somehow belonged to them. Too bad. And if they stepped to me, they were getting slumped.

      “Baby, they have an item named after you.” I pointed to the combo called Hood’s Champ Special. The description had his name in it and everything.

      “I know. They added it like a month ago. I used to always come here and order separate shit to make my own meal, so they just put it together and named it after me once I got some notoriety.”

      “Well I’m getting that. I wanted waffles anyway.” I read some more of what it came with. “Damn, you eat a lot.”

      “Got to.” He smirked just as a waitress came to our table, smiling widely as ever.

      “You haven’t been here in two weeks, Belly. I was getting worried.” She cooed.

      “We’ll both have what I usually get.” He ignored her comment. “And two sunrises.” She nodded, took the menus, and then walked off.

      “You fucked her?” I inquired with a half-smile.

      “Hell no.” He chuckled. “I like my females to take better care of themselves. That bitch’s feet look like she’s been driving for the fucking Flintstones.”

      “Oh my gosh.” I chuckled. “All she needs is a callous remover, baby.”

      “Is that what it is? Hate when bitches walk around like they been skateboarding barefoot all fucking day.”

      He was so mean, and by the frown on his face, I could tell he was serious.

      “I wanna ask you something, and I want you to tell me the truth, okay?” I stared him in the eyes, so he waited. “Maia, Cadence, Kharla, and Sienna, it’s like they all think they’re your girlfriend, yet they know you had other women and didn’t mind sharing.”

      “What’s the question, Blaise?”

      The waitress brought our drinks, so I waited until she pranced off.

      “What were you doing with them? It was never serious, right?”

      “Nah, it wasn’t. You said yourself they knew what it was. I’ve never been keen on fucking a bunch of random females, so I kept a few close that I fucked depending on the day. Did I lay up with ’em a few times? Buy their ass a burger or two? Maybe let them come to an appearance at the club? Yeah, I did. But it was never on no real shit like what you and me got.” He sipped his drink. “Females think because you fuck them more than once and let them go a few places with you, that they yo’ bitch. I can’t help the impression they got.”

      “Did you see this?” I slid my iPhone over to show him the picture of those comments Izzy brought to my attention. I had her text them over that night.

      “Of course not. I don’t follow any of them. Even if I did, I don’t be on the gram like that to be scoping comments, especially of the females I just fuck.”

      He was so vulgar.

      “Then why did she change the comment? You didn’t tell her to delete that?”

      “Nah. But they all knew I didn’t like the flashy bragging shit.”

      “No wonder they’d always post cryptic stuff when they were with you; a glimpse of your arm, your back, your shoes.” I chuckled.

      “Exactly. No face shit.” He placed his cup down. “But don’t worry about all that bullshit. It’s you and me, and you know that. They know that too.”

      “True.” I felt myself smiling hard, so he returned the gesture just as our food arrived.

      The rest of the day was perfect, especially ending it with Belly and Island.
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      “So what did he have to say about them all?” I asked Blaise.

      We were out to lunch, and she was updating me on the whole harem situation with Belly.

      Being in the entertainment industry myself and because of Rafi, I’d heard of Belly and his ‘situations’. I remember one of Rafi’s friends saying how Belly wasn’t fond of random groupies, but instead kept a small amount of beautiful women in rotation. It was brought up because Rafi’s friend tried to sleep with one of them, but her loyalty to Belly was surprising considering she knew she was just one of his ladies.

      “That they were simply something to sleep with and nothing more. What I can say is, none of them are ugly.”

      I chuckled.

      “Yes, I’ve seen them and they’re beautiful. Don’t you hate seeing your new man’s exes and they look like wild animals?”

      We both chortled.

      “Yes! Have you wondering if you’re ugly because he can’t possibly find you attractive if he found them raccoons cute.”

      “Exactly. You definitely look the best out of them all.”

      “You’re my friend, you’re supposed to say that.”

      “No, I would have just kept my thoughts to myself, but seriously, you are the prettiest one.”

      “Thank you, but now I’m the only one.”

      “Yes.” I nodded just as my phone buzzed on the table. I looked down to see it was a text message from Rafi, so I opened it up. He’d sent a picture of himself and our kids making breakfast in the kitchen this morning. It was so cute seeing them happy, with flour all over their faces. “Look.” I showed Blaise.

      “Oh my gosh, they’re so cute!” she squealed, staring down at the picture for a few more seconds.

      “Yeah, I wish I could post it.”

      “Why can’t you? I know you guys like the privacy, but if you want to post that, then do it.”

      Blaise was under the impression that Rafi and I didn’t want the attention that came with two public figures dating. And even though that was 5% true, that wasn’t the actual case. No, I didn’t tell Blaise that. She just assumed, and I let her out of embarrassment.

      The last person I told, my Aunt Vivian, went off about how Rafi was using that as an excuse to come off as a bachelor to the public. That didn’t make any sense to me, because everyone in the industry that was somebody knew about us. It was just his fans and everyone else on the outside who had no idea.

      “Rafi doesn’t want to be public with our relationship. I mean, I don’t exactly want to be all out there, but a little showoff would be nice.”

      Blaise and I were pretty close and had grown closer the past year or so. By saying that, I felt like I could trust her. She had yet to do or say anything shady like most of the women I’d met being with Rafi and being a dancer.

      Everyone was a backstabber seemingly and had an agenda. Either they wanted to fuck my man, get close to me to get close to my man’s friends or associates, or simply wanted to be seen with me to get exposure. Blaise had done none of that, plus, she was more famous than I was, so using me would be hustling backward in a sense.

      “Wait, so you guys are only this private because of him?”

      “Yeah… Is that bad or something?”

      “I mean, if it’s mutual, then okay, or if he has a legit reason. Like Cortez and I don’t post each other, but we’ll post little things that drop hints. But that’s something we agreed to do together. But if this is one sided… what is his reason?”

      “He doesn’t want me and the kids being harassed. He feels once people know we’re connected, they’ll bother me.”

      “Well…” She sipped her water. “…I say if you want to post the picture, post the picture.  If you’re fine with his rules, then don’t.”

      I just nodded in response.

      We finished up our lunch, paid the bill, and then went to the gym to work out with our trainer. But before we got started with our session, I posted the picture to social media. What harm could it do? And if Rafi wanted to leave me over something so small, then so be it.

      Before I posted the photo, I did notice that out of the one hundred followers I’d gained so far today, one was Will, and the other was that bitch Yesenia. I followed Will back but skipped right over her ass. I didn’t care what Rafi said; I was suspicious of her.

      “Wanna go in the steam room?” Blaise questioned once we finished our workout with our trainer Robert. He went extra hard on us today, so we were drenched as we sat on the floor of his private gym.

      “Yep, we can.” As we walked toward the steam room, my phone began ringing, and I saw it was Rafi. “Hey, ba—”

      “Take that fucking picture down, Priscilla.” He used my full name, so I knew he was mad. He called me Prissy all the time.

      “Why?” I stopped walking, so Blaise did too, redoing her bun.

      “What the fuck you mean, why? How many times I have to go over this shit with you! I told you don’t post shit about our fucking family!”

      “I want to be able to post things!” I shouted back. Thankfully, the gym was empty because Robert always cleared it out for our training days.

      “And the last time you said that shit, I allowed you to post the kids! You always wanting more! Take that photo down!”

      “Oh, so I just can’t post you is what you’re saying.”

      “Exactly. Remove it now, Priscilla, or I’m reporting that shit.”

      He hung up before I could say anything, so I just stared down at my phone for a little bit. My notifications were blowing up, so the photo had already gone viral in a sense, but I went onto my profile and just deleted it.

      “You okay?” Blaise asked once I resumed walking.

      “I had to remove it.”

      She shook her head and sighed, just before we entered the room to sweat.
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      The next morning…

      “Mommy, Grandma Two said we make cookies today!” my daughter Penni shouted. “Can you make Rafi go with you?”

      Since my mother died before I had any kids, my children knew my Aunt Vivian as their grandmother. However, I made sure they knew who my mother was, so to differentiate them, my mom was Grandma One, and Aunt Vivian was Grandma Two.

      “No, baby, your brother wants to spend time with you and grandma as well.”

      “I know, but I don’t like him too much.” She pouted.

      I squatted down to be eye level with her and kissed her little nose. She looked exactly like me, from her smooth mocha complexion to her tightly coiled hair.

      “Baby, you have to like your brother.”

      “He’s so bad, Mommy! I say, ‘sit down’, and you know what he does? Do you?”

      “No, what?” I laughed at how grown up she was.

      “He don’t do it!” She threw her little arms out. “He just keeps on going!”

      “Okay, well if you deal with him for the day, mommy will get you a new Barbie doll.”

      She gasped and asked, “The doctor one?”

      “Yup, with the matching playset. So can you do that for me?”

      “Oh yes! I promise!” She hugged my neck tightly, so I picked her up, kissing her face.

      I carried her all the way to the den where Rafi was with my son and his homebody Leek. Ignoring them both, I placed Penni to her feet and then scooped my son up to kiss him and talk to him.

      “Okay, bye, babies.”

      “Bye, Mommy!” Penni waved, brushing her baby doll’s hair.

      “…Mommy!” Baby Rafi mumbled, simply copying his sister as he pushed his toy grass mower around. I had no idea why he found that to be a fun toy or why it was even created.

      “Oh, that’s the only people you gon’ speak to?” Rafi called out. I hadn’t been talking to his ass since yesterday, and because I was angry, I was using that as a reason to not ask or inform him of where I was going today.

      “Bye, Rafi.”

      “Aye! Where the fuck you going wearing them shorts and shit, Prissy?”

      “I’m going to a little pool thing with Blaise.”

      Belly had a photoshoot for a magazine at this plush house out in Calabasas. There would be a little party afterward, so Blaise invited me to come.

      “Who all gon’ be there? She be around a lot of these industry niggas, and I don’t want you in the mix.”

      “Too bad. Bye.”

      “Priscilla! Priscilla!” he yelled after me, but I kept walking. The car driving Blaise and me had already been waiting outside long enough.

      “Hey!” I greeted Blaise in the back seat of the Escalade as soon as I climbed in. I ignored Rafi standing at the front door of our home.

      “Hey, is he okay?”

      “Yup.”

      It took us a little over an hour to get to Calabasas since it was pretty far out, but we had a good talk and some laughs the whole way, so it wasn’t bad at all sitting. Not to mention, we had some stuff to snack on. The house we pulled up in front of was insane, and even more so on the inside. I thought the home I lived in with Rafi was huge.

      “This reminds me of Five-Star’s house,” Blaise commented as soon as we walked through the living room.

      Some young white boy had let us in, saying he was Will’s assistant. I had no idea Will would be here, but I wasn’t mad about it. I liked looking at him.

      “What’s up with you?” Belly appeared from the backyard, grinning lustfully at Blaise who blushed in response.

      “Nothing,” she replied shyly as they neared one another.

      “Sup, Priscilla.” He hugged me after kissing Blaise.

      “Hey.”

      “Y’all can come chill in the backyard. Once I finish shooting and shit, y’all can get in the pool, but for now, just relax.”

      “Okay,” Blaise and I replied simultaneously.

      Belly took Blaise’s hand into his, taking her out to the backyard, so I followed. I saw some people setting up and Will directing them. A white man in a suit was there as well, just observing. Laid out on the sides, talking and eating were of course Belly’s ContraBandz gang, and they had about five girls with them.

      “Aye, get yo’ ass up so my girl and her friend can sit down.” Belly walked over, talking to two of the women sitting on the lawn chair. I admit I wasn’t used to his brashness just yet.

      “But we were here first.” She frowned up at him.

      “Bitch, get yo’ bear weave wearing ass up ’fore I flip this shit over.”

      The girl looked to Belly’s homeboy Cole to back her up, but he continued to laugh along with everyone else. Sucking her teeth, she told her friend to come on, and they stood up.

      “Thanks, baby.” Blaise got a kiss.

      “Put a towel down so that contaminated ass pussy juice don’t crawl up in you.” Belly laid a towel out on the chair bed, and then we took a seat.

      The same young white boy asked if we wanted something to drink, so after telling him yes, he brought us champagne. As Belly started his shoot, with Will taking the photos, everybody ate, watched, and listened to music. By the time they were done, it was around 6 p.m., and the sun had started to set. The music was louder now, and there were more people, plus a few drinks.

      Run up a check, make that lil’ ho give me neck, uh… Hop off a jet, lookin' to see where I'm at, uh…

      “Head On” by NBA YoungBoy was blasting through the speakers while people danced everywhere, some in the pool, some by the cabana where we sat, some up on the edge of the rocks, which overlooked the city, and some by the food.

      Everybody had their phones out recording pretty much, and honestly, I was having a good ass time too, while ignoring Rafi’s calls and texts. I knew my kids were fine because Vivian would have said otherwise, and I’d just spoken to her ten minutes ago.

      “I always see you for the turn up.” Will came and sat next to me in Blaise’s seat. I shook my head at Manny filming three girls kissing in the pool.

      Blaise was too busy giving Belly a lap dance to NBA YoungBoy’s song in that tiny bathing suit, with a drink in her hand.

      “I know, I know. But I work too, I promise.” I chuckled, a little tipsy.

      Blaise and I had been in the pool so I was still slightly wet.

      “Yeah, I believe you. I see you working.”

      I nodded, taking down some of my drink.

      “I didn’t expect you to be the photographer for the shoot.”

      “Me neither at first, but Belly told the magazine he wouldn’t do the shoot unless I was the one taking the photos, and surprisingly, they agreed.”

      “Damn, and you got paid, right?”

      “Hell yeah!” He laughed along with me. “It’s hard for Black photographers to get those types of opportunities, so I appreciate the homie. He’s always looking out for niggas, so even though he crazy, I fuck with him.”

      “Nice. Yeah, I like him for my friend.”

      “She must have some voodoo or something because he usually doesn’t claim anyone or have them around us like this, this much.”

      “Well good, because if he tries to play her, it’s gon’ be a problem.” Will just raised his eyebrows and nodded. “So where is Dionne?”

      “She wanted to come, but Belly said nah. And since it was a job, I didn’t argue with him.”

      “Oh.”

      He turned to me. “I saw the picture of your family. You got some cute kids.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Why you take it down?”

      “Just changed my mind. I don’t like exposing too much. I only post my kids occasionally.”

      “It wasn’t because he asked you to, was it?”

      “No.” I turned to him with my brows furrowed. “Why would you even think that? I do what I want.”

      “Well, because when I looked through your profile, I saw you had no pictures of him. It’s just you and your kids. That was the only one with him in it, and you deleted it.”

      “Well I just told you the reason.”

      He saw that he’d bothered me, so he got quiet for a little bit. “I wanted to mention that if you needed some professional photos, I can do that for you. First time will be free.”

      “Thanks.”

      I was no longer interested in talking to him. He saw that, so he got up and walked off.

      For the next five minutes or so, I was bothered, but eventually, Blaise got me back in the mood to party.

      People didn’t leave until about 1 a.m., and since this was an eight-bedroom house, Blaise, Belly, Will, Manny, the ContraBandz guys, and I were each able to sleep here. Of course, some women stayed for Manny and the other men. Blaise had already told me to bring an overnight bag just in case.

      “Hey, you okay sleeping in here alone, or do you want me to stay with you?” Blaise stood in the doorway.

      “Can I at least get some pussy first?” Belly appeared behind her, so she elbowed him in the stomach playfully. The scowl he wore was hilarious because I could tell he was serious.

      “No, I’m fine, but thank you.”

      “Okay, goodnight.”

      I took a shower using the large bathroom inside of my room for the night, and then put on my nightgown before dozing off in the plush bed.

      A few hours later… around 4 a.m.…

      I woke up thirsty as hell, so I climbed out of the bed to go get some water. When I got down to the kitchen, I heard the front door open and close slowly like someone was sneaking in. Opening multiple drawers, I finally found the one with the knives, and waited by the wall to stab up whomever was about to rob or kill us. I was only now wondering whose house this was.

      “Aye, what the fuck!” Will hollered, grabbing my wrists when I’d rushed him from behind with the knife.

      “Sorry, I didn’t know it was you.” I moved from him as he released my wrists. “Why are you coming in late? I thought everyone went to bed.”

      “I umm…” He ran his hand down his face. I think I smelled perfume, but I wasn’t sure. Plus, there were lots of women here tonight. “Just went for a drive.”

      “This late? Why would you—”

      “Yeah this late! And why are you questioning me like you my girl or something? Have a good night.” He turned away, leaving the kitchen and jogging up the stairs.

      He was a straight up weirdo.
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      “Oh damn.” I breathed heavily as Jasmine rolled off of me. She laid her head on my chest, but I immediately sat up to get out of the bed.

      “Where are you going?” she inquired.

      “I have some shit to handle.” I reached into my jeans pocket to pull out my money clip and then handed her some bills. “You took your birth control, right?”

      “Yes, Manny.” She fell back, letting her head hit the pillow. “You don’t have to ask me that every time we fuck.”

      “Well maybe if we didn’t have a kid from me trusting you in the past, then I wouldn’t have to ask, Jasmine.”

      Yeah, a nigga had fucked up by getting one of the biggest bops in Inglewood pregnant. I just knew when she came at me talking about she was late that the baby was one of the many other niggas she’d fucked, but of course not; he was mine. I got several DNA tests and tried everything in the book, but they all came back saying the same thing.

      I took care of my son, meaning I threw Jasmine money for him whenever she asked, but as far as me taking him places and shit, I wasn’t ready. Everybody recognized my son as Jasmine’s, so if they saw me with him, they’d for sure catch on.

      I loved my kid, but I was too fucking embarrassed of the fact that I’d slipped up and got Jasmine’s hoe ass pregnant. Not only would I be the laughing stock of the hood, but the females wouldn’t wanna fuck with me either. And it didn’t help that my brother was always saying I would regret not strapping up with some of these hoes. This would only prove him right.

      “Whatever. Where are you going though? I was thinking maybe you could take Jasiel to the park or something.”

      She wanted to name him Manuel Ortiz Jr. after me, but I couldn’t have that because it’d blow my cover. So we settled for Jasiel.

      “You know I can’t do that. You can take him though.”

      “Okay, but you’re his father, and he needs to spend time with you, not inside of the house.”

      Despite the fact Jasmine was a hoe, somehow, she was a great mother. I didn’t even know that was possible.

      “I said no, Jasmine.” I reached into my pocket. “Here’s some extra cash though in case you want to take him to Disneyland or something.” I dropped it on the bed since she ignored my hand outreached to her.

      I went to her bathroom to clean myself up, then quickly got dressed. I needed to get the fuck out of here before everybody started to come out their houses.

      Entering my son’s bedroom, I leaned down to kiss his cheek. I was happy he didn’t wake up, because he’d be begging me to stay, and I wouldn’t be able to. I hated that I had to even be this way, but in my eyes, as long as my son saw me, and as long as I footed the bill for whatever he needed, it didn’t matter if I took him out in public or not. He was three and half, doing just fine.

      I grew up without my father, even though he lived a couple blocks down from my mother and me. My mom was just one of my dad’s side chicks that he was smashing here and there, so when she ended up pregnant, he wasn’t feeling it. Plus, Belly’s mother was his main woman, and he knew me being born would cause him to lose her.

      But even though she agreed to stick by him, that nigga chose to not be in my life, claiming my mother had fucked someone else, and I wasn’t his. My pops was a dark-skinned brother and felt his kids should be at least brown skinned or darker like Cortez. Since I was more on the deep caramel side, it didn’t add up for him, despite the fact that my mother was a non-black Puerto Rican woman, contributing to my lighter complexion.

      He used the fact that Cortez’s mother was light skinned, and how Cortez still came out a dark brown. My mom, however, made sure Cortez and I spent time together, and I appreciated her for that, because I loved my brother.

      “Aight. Talk to you later.” I peeked into Jasmine’s room to see her preparing for a shower, and she ignored me.

      Rushing out, I hopped into my Lexus and sped off. It was almost 9 a.m., and today, I’d finally have the chance to take pretty ass Alivia out for breakfast. I’d been trying to take her out to lunch, but she’d been too busy, and for some reason never wanted to go to dinner with me. She always said the latest she could meet me was 3 p.m., which I found odd, but I figured she was just one of those freaky quiet chicks who turned into a nympho after a certain time, so she ain’t want me to see that.

      I made it to my condo in Torrance about half an hour later, so I went straight to my shower. Once clean, I brushed my teeth then got dressed, making sure to wear my new Balenciaga sweater. Females liked niggas in name brand; it always made the panties come off easier.

      After putting on my watches, I wore two, I checked myself in the mirror and smiled. I was one handsome nigga.

      On my way out, I dialed Alivia up to be sure she was coming, because last time she told me she couldn’t, but late as hell, and a nigga was already on the way. She refused to let me pick her up and only agreed to meet at the location.

      “Hello?”

      “Where are you?”

      “I’m on my way to the address you gave me, where else would I be?” she snapped. She had some attitude on her, but I knew it was because she liked me.

      “Just making sure. You wear something sexy for me?”

      Click.

      I pulled the phone away to look at it and saw she’d definitely hung up. Chuckling and shaking my head, I left the crib to go meet my date.

      The breakfast place I’d chosen was in Long Beach, so across town from where I lived. Because of that, I usually didn’t go over that way, but Alivia wanted brunch, and the best brunch was over here.

      “Hey, baby.” I hugged her from behind. “Ah fuck!” I hollered when she rammed her thin ass heel into the toe of my sneakers. “Why you do that?”

      “Do not come up grabbing me like I’m your woman. We are simply here to eat breakfast and nothing else. And you already had me waiting, which I do not do.”

      She was so fine with her pale ass and that short brown hair that framed her round face perfectly. Her body was a neck-breaker too.

      “Alivia!” the hostess came out to call her name.

      “My bad.” I licked my lips, and she turned hers up in disgust. She loved pretending she wasn’t feeling me. I admit, she played the part well.

      I followed Alivia and the hostess inside to a table, and when I went to sit down, Alivia cleared her throat. I didn’t get the problem, so I just stared up at her.

      “You’re not going to pull my chair out?”

      “Oh damn.” I hopped right up and yanked the chair from the table so she could sit. “So maybe if this goes well, you can spend more time with me.”

      She said nothing as she surveyed the menu.

      “Yeah, well the breakfast date has just started, and so far, you’ve lost points.”

      “Damn, well how many fucking points I got now?”

      “About negative ten.”

      “For what?” I frowned, looking her up and down.

      “You were late, you didn’t open the door for me when we walked into the restaurant, and I had to tell you to pull my chair out.”

      “I mean, I’ve never had to do any of that before.”

      “Because you’re used to going on dates with hood rats I bet.”

      “Fuck you.”

      She laughed for the first time since I’d met her, so it made me smile back at her.

      “How old are you, Manny?”

      “I’m twenty-five.”

      “Yeah, too old to not be automatically opening doors and pulling out chairs. You’re lucky you’re cute, otherwise…” She bucked her eyes and shook her head as she closed the menu.

      “So I’m cute?” I gave her my signature look that got all the panties wet.

      “Yeah, you are. And stop with that face; you look dumb.”

      I was baffled as hell by her statement, but I wasn’t gon’ let her see me sweat.

      “You’re the only one who thinks so. I get all types of females with that face and every muthafuckin’ thing else I got going for me.”

      “Well then why are you so hell-bent on taking me out? Because you’re not going to get sex from me.”

      “That’s now.”

      “No, that’s always. Not unless you marry me, which I highly doubt you will do.”

      “So you’ve never had sex before?” I felt like I was across the table from an alien.

      “That’s my business. Just know if you, Manny, want to sleep with me, you’ll have to put a ring on it.”

      As I stared at Alivia, surprised, she wore an evil smirk on her face. Before I could reply, the waiter came to take our orders. She brought our juices shortly after.

      Our conversation continued, and even after we got our food, we kept talking. Alivia was interesting as hell, sexy, and I liked her, but I wasn’t sure if I was willing to put in all that work just to fuck with her. I was used to females who didn’t require much, like Jasmine, but Alivia had me feeling like I’d signed up for an AP Calculus class.

      “So I’ll text you then.” I sighed once we were outside of the cafe. “Maybe we can go to a movie.”

      “Okay. That’s fine. Matinee is cheap, so that’ll be good.”

      “Well I was thinking more of a night time date.”

      “I can’t.”

      “What, do you strip by night or something? Why can’t we ever chill after the sun has gone down?” I snickered, but she was stale faced.

      “Why does it matter? What’s the difference? You think if it’s later in the day, you’d have a better chance of fucking me?”

      “You right. I guess there is no difference now that I’m thinking about it.” I didn’t want her to know that she was right about the fucking portion.

      “Great. Thanks for the food, Manny. It was good.”

      “You’re welcome. I liked hanging out with you.”

      She smiled gently up at me and then stared off into the street for a little bit before backing away and waving. I waved back before exhaling.
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      “A tattoo, nigga?” Manny looked over at me with a surprised expression.

      We were at this location for Siggy’s video shoot. Nigga had been trying to rap for the longest, and now that he’d acquired a little bit of fame via being in my entourage, ContraBandz, that clout afforded him things he couldn’t get before. Producers were more willing to work with him, he was making money off social media in order to pay those producers, and of course, females were willing to be in his videos if needed.

      “It ain’t nothing too much,” I replied to Manny, drinking my water.

      I had to cut out liquor because I had a fight in a few months and was back training for hours on end per day. I enjoyed training, becoming stronger and shit, but hated that I couldn’t fuck with Hennessy, and couldn’t smoke as much if it all if I wanted to be in top notch shape.

      My goal was to become a lineal champion, and in order to do so, I needed to beat everybody’s ass for a lack of better words. And no weed or drank was worth me not achieving that shit.

      “Must have been her idea.”

      “Nah, it was mutual.”

      Blaise and I had decided to get each other’s initials on the inner wrist area. I said I would never do no shit like that, but for Blaise, I wanted to. I fucked with her so heavily that even if she tried to break up with me and I let her, I wouldn’t ever cover this shit.

      She was a different type of female, and even though it’d been a struggle for me to try and change for her, I’d progressed a whole muthafuckin’ lot, and I appreciated her for even making me wanna try that shit. I’d been one hundred in our fucking relationship ever since smashing Cadence though.

      “What was mutual?” The homie Rocko walked up. He’d been over there talking to Siggy, Cole, and Ozzy as they directed people where to set shit up at this spot.

      “Nigga, you know you can’t just walk up on muthafuckas with that funky ass breath,” I replied, causing Manny to burst into laughter.

      Every muthafucka that grew up with us in Inglewood near Roger’s Park, from Hyde all the way to Ivy knew Rocko had bad ass breath. I wasn’t sure what this nigga’s diet was, or if he was just rolling out the bed and getting on with his day, but that mouth was deadly as fuck. He had that breath that made you cop a fucking attitude as soon as the shit traveled up ya fucking nose.

      “Man, fuck y’all. I told y’all I got a condition.” He sucked his teeth and grabbed a beer from the ice chest on the floor.

      “Condition? You ain’t got shit. You just ain’t brushing yo’ whole mouth or something my nigga,” Manny commented as we both laughed. “You don’t even work, so why you be rushing in the morning?”

      Manny and I doubled over in laughter, so even Rocko had to chuckle.

      “The bitches don’t complain.” Rocko shrugged.

      “Well them hoes noses is broke, because I swear to God yo’ shit smells like straight up stripper ass and mildew.”

      “Nigga, I’m ’bout to die.” Manny clutched his stomach as he chortled hard as fuck right along with me.

      “Y’all niggas just some haters.” Rocko snickered, just as the ladies for the video arrived.

      I spotted Kharla, who I already knew was coming because Siggy asked if it was cool. I wasn’t tripping. This was how she made her money, so I wasn’t gon’ stop her cash flow just because I had a girl. Plus, Kharla was one of the best, and niggas loved using her for videos, especially if they thought they could fuck with her afterward. She never would though because of me.

      Rocko, Manny, and I continued chopping it up as the girls got ready, and the set workers finished putting everything together. Cole and Ozzy came to join us, allowing Siggy to do his first scene, which was solo. As we watched, I noticed Kharla and a few other females coming over, all dressed in little ass jean shorts and various tops.

      “Hi.” Kharla walked right up on me.

      “Sup.”

      She sat right near me, just as the other bitches found places to sit as well. I admit she looked good, but that was nothing new. Kharla had always been fine as fuck. She wasn’t Blaise though; none of these hoes were.

      “So I figure you’re still boo’d up. I thought you weren’t anymore, but then Blaise posted on her Instastory, wearing a Hood’s Champ t-shirt from your merchandise line.”

      “Well I don’t know why you thought we weren’t together.”

      “Because you were just with Cadence, Cortez, and she made it obvious.” Kharla sounded angry as hell, and when I looked over at her, I swear she was about to cry.

      “Nobody was with Cadence.”

      “She posted your hand on her thigh on her story a while back, and I know your hand tattoos. It was obvious she was in your lap. So are you only with Blaise, or are you spending your time elsewhere? I miss you, and I apologize for how I acted backstage at your last fight.”

      I was thanking God Blaise didn’t see that shit. If she did, I would’ve had no choice but to choke Cadence’s ass out.

      “Kharla, I really don’t give a fuck.” I glanced off, halfway listening to the loud ass conversation the homies and my brother were having with the other females, as Siggy’s song played.

      “So it’s all—” Kharla stopped talking when she peeped my wrist from me drinking from my water jug. I didn’t notice until I looked her way, then followed her eyes back to it. “Cortez, you can’t be serious about Blaise.”

      “Blaise?” One of the other hoes walked over to be closer to Kharla and me. “Oh, I did hear that y’all fuck around. I didn’t think it was on a serious thing though because of how she is.” She sat down by Kharla, and since the chair was turned, she was sort of facing me.

      “What the fuck you know about how she is?” I scowled.

      “Oh, me, her, and Nichole used to kick it a lot. A few other girls too. She always had a rich nigga. Hell, Five, Evan Davis, VIP, Merlin. We all had the same goal, but Blaise was racking in the ballers effortlessly and staying under the radar. She was goals!” The girl laughed, pissing me the fuck off. “Ah! What the fuck!” She screeched and hopped up from her chair.

      When I’d went down to fix my shoe, I saw Manny’s lighter on the ground, so I flamed that shit up by her toes since she had on some dusty ass Gucci sandals.

      “Keep talking that dumb shit about my girl and watch me burn through all the dead ass skin on them ostrich claws.” I tossed the lighter back onto the ground and sat back.

      Niggas were paying us attention now, so they began laughing at her. That bitch didn’t say shit else to me or about Blaise for the rest of the shoot. Kharla tried to stick by me as much as she could in between shots, but I paid her ass no mind. And as soon as the director said shit was a wrap, I dipped, skipping out on the party everybody was about to have with them hoes. I knew a few wanted me to stay, including Kharla, because as soon as I made it clear that I wasn’t staying, they dipped too.

      I’d texted Blaise on my way out, and since she said she was home, I headed straight to her crib.

      “Hi.” She answered the door, smiling.

      “Where’s my best friend?” I inquired after kissing her.

      Laughing, she replied, “Island is fast asleep, so it’s just us.”

      “I ain’t gotta worry about ya mama trying to suck on my balls then.” I came in, closing the door as she walked across the spacious living room to the couch. I went to sit next to her, eying the burning fireplace.

      “Leave my mother alone, Cortez. That’s rude.”

      “She act like that with every nigga you’ve dated?”

      “No. Well, she’s usually nice, but she was for sure flirting with you. I’m sure it was harmless though, because trust me, she’d much rather pimp me out than do anything with you.”

      “Pimp you out?” I pulled her feet into my lap, admiring her buttery brown thighs. “I thought you just supported her.”

      Blaise tousled her hair with her lips slightly parted, like she didn’t want to elaborate, but that wasn’t an option.

      “She just…” she shrugged, “wants me to live well. Anyway, she’s not here. She went back to the house Merlin bought her because she needs her space.” Blaise simpered at me.

      “You fucked with that NBA Player Evan Davis?”

      “A long time ago.” Again she shrugged, wearing a worried expression.

      “That rapper VIP?”

      “Cortez, why? It was a minute ago, a little after Five-Star. I… What, you don’t like me anymore now? Or you think I’m a gold digger?”

      I brought her over into my lap and kissed her supple cheek, then turned her face so I could hit her lips up a couple times.

      “I don’t give a fuck about none of that shit, to be honest. I just asked because I wanna know everything about you. I wasn’t questioning you for any other fucking reason. What I look like letting you go over another muthafucka?”

      The last thing I was worried about was what nigga had fucked or fucked with Blaise before me. She was mine now, and that shit was that. That hawk of a bitch mentioned it at the shoot, and since I’d never ran across that information before, I wanted to know.

      “Okay. You swear you don’t wanna break up?”

      We both smiled widely as fuck for a second.

      “Nah. You could’ve been a streetwalker on Figueroa and I wouldn’t wanna break up with you.”

      “Good; you better not.”

      She turned to straddle me, and my hands went right to her ass. I started pushing her tube top down as we kissed like maniacs, but she stopped me.

      “Tell me you not on yo’ fucking period. My dick is hard as shit right now.”

      “I’m not yet. But, baby, can you make me a sweet potato waffle. I tried, but it wasn’t like yours.”

      She changed her voice, making it all soft and shit as she kissed me, hands on the sides of my face.

      “Aight, man, move. Get the fuck off me.” She laughed heartily as she retreated from my lap. “Had me come over here to be yo’ fucking house slave. Want me to cook for you then dick you down. I’m brown skinned; that shit is for them light-skinned niggas.”

      Blaise continued chortling from her living room as I pulled what I needed from around her kitchen.

      “Thank you, baby.” She panted from laughing so fucking hard.

      “Fuck you.”
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      “Baby, every time I ride with you and you listen to rap, I feel like we’re about to do a drive-by.” I glanced over at Belly’s fine ass, whipping his Range like it was a pinto, while rapping along to this artist named Skeme. He just turned to me, smiling, still singing along.

      Belly loved Skeme because he was from Inglewood like him. They were from rival Blood gangs, but Belly explained to me that it was cool. You could fuck with whomever you wanted to fuck with; his words, not mine.

      “You’re just paranoid as fuck, Blaise.” He made a left.

      “Every person you listen to is a gangbanger, but since you are too, I guess that’s who you like.”

      “Quit hating. And name a good ass rapper from LA that don’t bang? And not one of them foo-foo ass muthafuckas from Moreno Valley with no bars.” I didn’t reply because I couldn’t think of one. If a rapper came up out of Los Angeles, he was most likely a gangbanger. “Exactly. That shit is culture out here for niggas.”

      “Whatever. Just don’t be banging with me in the car.” I smiled.

      “Only thing I’m trying to bang on in the car is that pussy.”

      “Okay, Cortez.” I knocked his big hand off of my thigh as he chuckled. “Oh, right here, baby.” I pointed to Five-Star’s mother’s home. She was spending time with Island this weekend, but now I was back to pick her up.

      Five-Star’s mother was a good grandma, but she condoned her son’s behavior as long as he blew cash on her. She didn’t dare want to upset her rich ass son, so no matter what he did, she acted blind to it.

      “Damn, this shit is dope.” Belly ducked his head down some to peer out of the windshield at the house.

      “I know. All this house for one woman.” I unbuckled my seat belt. “Be right back.”

      Belly nodded and put the car in park, just before I climbed out. As I walked further up the driveway, I noticed one of Five-Star’s cars parked around the side, which alarmed me, because I didn’t know if his mom was home too.

      Karen, Five-Star’s mom, knew I didn’t like him being around Island alone, because he was too reckless. His other children were older than her, so they didn’t need as much watching, but she did.

      The last time I allowed him to have Island alone, I came to get her, and all of his friends were in the same room with my baby, smoking blunt after blunt. I threatened to only allow him to see her under supervision, but his mother convinced me not to and that she wouldn’t let him be alone with Island.

      I agreed because I didn’t feel like going back to court, and I already felt kind of bad that he had to pay me so much child support monthly. He was making more money than when the judgment went through, so I knew they’d increase it if we went back in front of a judge at this point.

      “Hey, sweetheart.” Karen answered the door, holding Island.

      I took her immediately, smelling her hair and body to be sure she didn’t reek of marijuana or anything. If she did, I was about to turn this bitch out.

      “Hi, Karen. I almost thought you’d left her here with him alone.” I followed her to retrieve Island’s bag.

      “Why she can’t be alone with me?” Five-Star appeared with two of his homeboys, and to my surprise, his baby mama Tahani. When he sat at the bar inside of the room we were in, she wedged herself between his legs so that her back was to his chest and gave me a smirk as if I was going to get jealous.

      “Jelani, I’m not in the mood. And I told you not to have her around Island,” I added. I was pissed as hell this bitch Tahani had been with my daughter.

      It was not like I’d chosen this rule to be a bitch. Tahani couldn’t stand me, and vice versa, so much so that she bad mouthed me on social media constantly. It was like she was obsessed with me. I never responded to her, ever, yet she continuously threw subliminal shots and everything. Plus, Karen had told me that she’d heard Tahani talking trash about me in front of my daughter, and that was a no for me.

      “You know he about to marry baby girl, so she gon’ always be around,” Five-Star’s homeboy commented.

      “Exactly. She been down for me.” Five-Star grinned.

      “No side chick pregnancy was gon’ interrupt what Jelani and I have.” Tahani leaned back some to lie her head on Five-Star’s chest.

      “Side chick? If you need to believe I was a side chick to make yourself feel better, then okay, Tahani.”

      “You were!” she barked. She was hot, dead giveaway that she knew what she was saying was some bullshit.

      “Your nigga buys million dollar condos for side chicks? He stops talking to you for six months straight over a side chick? He hits ignore on your calls for side chicks? Damn, you really have a winner.” I laughed extra loudly to piss her off, and it worked.

      “He was fucking me the whole time, so don’t get cute, Blaise!”

      “No, he was fucking you for the last three or four months of our relationship, but that first six, baby girl, you couldn’t even get him to call you back. Not even when you left that voicemail about killing yourself.”

      I didn’t want to mention the latter, but since she wanted to play, I was gon’ play with her ass. Yes, Five-Star did cheat on me for the remainder of our relationship without my knowledge, but I knew for a fact he wasn’t fucking with Tahani for a good half of a year because of me. It was obvious by her antics.

      I should’ve known exactly when he’d started back fucking her because she was all of a sudden happier and not blowing him up as much. My naive and in love ass just assumed she’d realized Five-Star and I were real and let it go.

      “Blaise!” Five-Star shouted, angry that I’d spilled that suicide tea.

      Walking past them now that I had Island’s bag, I added, “Yeah, bitch. Your man was telling all your business to his side chick.”

      “The whole crew knew the homie was just fucking you,” Five-Star’s homeboy Abe chimed in yet again, taking up for Tahani. This was the same stuff they were all saying and doing while I was pregnant, embarrassing me, making me miserable.

      “I won’t even fault you, because I know you’re saying whatever since he cuts your broke ass checks,” I spat before walking out with my baby.

      I was moving as fast as I could, listening to Island talk my ear off. I made it outside to Belly’s truck, and when he saw me, he hopped out to help me get Island in her seat. I thought it was cute that he got a seat for her to sit in when she was riding with us in his car.

      “You aight?” He stopped me as soon as I closed the back door after buckling Island in.

      “Yeah.”

      “Blaise.”

      “It’s nothing, Cortez, just Five-Star’s stupid baby mama and his ugly homeboy taking up for her.” I started to get into his car, but I noticed he wasn’t walking around to his side, so when I turned to look for him, I saw he was booking it toward the front door of the house. “Cortez!” I hollered, pulling Island’s whole seat from the car to take her with me. “I forgot this nigga was crazy.”

      Because I was angry, I’d left the door to the house unlocked, so he was able to waltz right in. He followed everyone’s voices, and I was right behind, trying to convince him to leave it be. I placed Island’s seat down outside of the den since she was asleep, and I wasn’t sure what was about to happen.

      When Belly walked his tall ass into the large door less room, all eyes were on him, and everyone was silent, including me.

      “Aye, y’all muthafuckas got a problem?” Belly scanned the room. To my surprise, no one said anything at first.

      “Son, there is no issue—”

      “No offense, but sit yo’ ass down, Granny.” Belly cut Karen off. Abe scoffed and shook his head.

      WHAM!

      Next thing I knew, Abe was on his ass, cradling his face and wailing loudly. Belly’s speed behind his punch had my mouth open wide, and when I looked around, Tahani’s, Five-Star’s, and his mom Karen’s jaws were on the floor as well.

      I’d seen Belly fight plenty, but up close, the velocity behind his hits was amazing. I was so impressed, I’d forgotten the situation at hand for a second.

      “Oh my gosh,” Karen commented as I went up to Belly and grabbed his arm.

      Squatting down to look Abe in his eyes, Belly turned his hat to the back then gritted out, “Now I’m not gon’ continue because you clearly can’t take a muthafuckin’ punch, but disrespect my girl again, and I’m gon’ send ya fucking larynx through the back of ya neck, Blood. Google the shit if you ain’t familiar.”

      So much for not having a high school diploma. I did, but would definitely have to Google larynx.

      “Baby, come on.” I tugged on his shirt.

      Rising up, Belly turned his attention to Five-Star and Tahani, then started walking over. When he got close, Five-Star flinched a tiny bit, making Belly laugh. Five-Star tightened his lips and flared his nostrils to appear tough after that shameful reflex. It was too late though.

      “Relax, muthafucka. I ain’t gon’ hit you or ya Android bodied bitch.” Belly put his hands up in mock surrender. “Then again, how you out here letting ya homies disrespect the mother of ya child and my woman though? You a bitch, and I don’t like that shit.”

      WHAM!

      He suddenly punched Five-Star, sending him to do a backflip over the bar and causing Karen and Tahani to scream.

      “Baby! Baby, get up!” Karen screeched, rushing around the bar before she and Tahani helped Five-Star to his feet.

      “I changed my mind,” Belly told him. “That was just a warning, nigga; for both of y’all muthafuckas.”

      He grabbed my hand and led me out, picking Island’s seat up on the way to the door. I wanted to be baffled, which I was, but I admit it felt good to have a man that took up for me. Merlin wouldn’t have dared gone and done what Belly had; he would’ve just given me a pep talk and took me home.

      After we both made sure Island’s seat was properly buckled back into the car, Belly opened the passenger side door for me, helping me in. It was dusk by now.

      “Blaise, if that nigga comes at you foul ever again, you better tell me, or I swear to God I’m gon’ wreak havoc.”

      I nodded, so he kissed me and was about to close the door, but I grabbed his big hand, tugging him back toward me.

      “Thank you.”

      I felt my eyes watering and didn’t know why.

      “Anytime, baby.” He kissed my lips and then my neck before securing his strong arms around my body for a hug. “Why you crying?”

      “I don’t think I’ve ever had anyone take up for or protect me ever in my life, and I guess I’m just now realizing it.” I sniffled.

      Kissing me slowly while still hugging my frame against his, he whispered,  “For as long as I’m alive, that’s what I’m gon’ do; for you and baby girl. I’m gon’ always protect what’s mine.”

      I was scared to admit it aloud or even think about it, but I’d fallen in love again. Falling in love with a man like Belly was terrifying, so I didn’t know how to feel about it. Why couldn’t I be in love with a square who only went to work, came home, and didn’t have anything else going on? But no, I’d fallen for a wild, rude, cocky, freaky, phenomenal dick slanging, gangster boxer with hundreds of bitches making fools of themselves and compromising their pride for him. I just prayed I wasn’t as well.

      Belly and I stood there sucking one another’s lips and kissing for a little longer, before he shut my door and then came around to his side. Instead of going to my place, we went to that guy’s beach house, where we ate dinner and then relaxed while Island slept soundly.
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      “Shit,” I grumbled as I sat at the bar inside of this uppity ass hotel in Dallas. Belly’s official Power Force protein announcement party was tomorrow, so of course I had to be there to capture it all.

      At the moment, it was only 10 p.m., and since Belly brought Blaise and her daughter out here, he of course was playing family man and not wanting to turn up. His entourage, Cole, Siggy, and Ozzy hit the club, and I wasn’t in the mood to party with them niggas. Manny wasn’t even out here; he was in Missouri being temporary cornerman for this other boxer at the moment. By saying that, I was now down here in this bar searching for some sort of brothel and couldn’t find shit in this whack ass city.

      There was a website, masked as a restaurant finder, that located brothels and shit for you since in most places it was illegal. This was why I hated traveling with Belly, unless he was hitting Vegas. Vegas was like a candy store for my ass.

      “Excuse me.”

      I looked to my right after taking a sip of my beer to see a pretty light-skinned girl with shoulder length hair. She was thick, not sure if it was natural, but she looked good. I’d seen her before but I couldn’t pin it.

      “What’s up?” I looked her up and down. She was dripping in every label you could think of, including the Rolex watch on one wrist and a Cartier bracelet on the other.

      “Are you Cortez Khalil’s photographer?” She gave me a wide pretty smile.

      “I am.” I turned more toward her.

      “Yeah, I’ve seen you before, and I love your work. Every time I see him post a shot on social media, I’m in awe.”

      “Yeah, I’ve seen you before too. Was you at that SLS hotel with us?”

      “Oh no, honey, I definitely wasn’t. You may have had too much to drink that night and thought you saw me.”

      “You right. If I saw you, I would for sure remember you off rip.”

      “Very true.” She placed her Gucci purse on top of the bar. “So I was wondering if maybe we could work together.”

      “What exactly do you do that would require my services?”

      “Don’t laugh at me, but Instagram is basically my job. I get paid to post brands and pretty much look sexy.”

      “What’s yo’ following?”

      “I just recently hit one and a half million.”

      “Oh, okay, so yeah, you’re making a nice amount of cash from posting. So you just want me to take some shots of you.”

      “Yeah, exactly. And maybe we can hang out after. I don’t know what your fee is, but we can work something out, right?”

      I admit she had my dick hardening a little bit, and I knew it was because she was propositioning me. Fucking for photos, fucking for cash; it was all the same thing. At the end of the day, it was hoeing. I’d slept with clients before as payment, so this was nothing new.

      “You look pretty well off; why you need to use another form of payment?”

      “These nice things are called knowing how to finesse these niggas. I mean, I did buy these shoes and this top, but the rest are… gifts.” She batted her eyelashes then moved hella close to me. “So, can I put a deposit down for some pictures or what?”

      “What’s your name?”

      “Nichole. Nice to meet you, Will.”

      “Nah, I do know you. You’ve hung with Blaise before. You came out to Las Vegas that one time.”

      “I guess you do remember me. So what’s up?” She began massaging my dick and then leaned in closer to me.

      “I got a girl.” My damn voice was shaking at the moment.

      “This is business.”

      Polishing off my beer, I slid down off the bar chair and led Nichole by her wrist out of the bar. As soon as we got on the elevator, we were kissing and shit, so I carried her off and right to my room. I only put her down to use my card to enter, but it was right back on when we stepped in. We wasted no time stripping down out of our clothes, and didn’t bother turning the light on. My blinds were open, so the lights from the city made shit visible.

      “I want some good pictures, so fuck me how you want to,” she whispered, making my dick stand at even more attention.

      “My shit is pretty expensive.”

      “That’s fine.”

      Spreading her legs wider as I kissed her, I planned to suck her nipples, but the head of my dick accidentally swiped against her wet ass pussy. Nichole scooted down some, and since my pole was reminiscent of concrete, the head slipped inside.

      “Oh my fucking gosh,” I groaned, frozen. Only the tip of my dick was in her walls and I felt like I was about to nut.

      Grabbing at my lower back, she pulled me deeper inside while sucking on my bottom lip. I saw how she got all that designer shit; this pussy was top notch.

      Saying fuck it because it felt too good to pull out, I began gliding in and out of her while sucking her nipples. She started doing some shit with her pussy muscles, so I sped up, pummeling her as she cried out. When she came, I could no longer hold out, and the nut that I experienced was so powerful I got a fucking crook in my neck from shaking.

      “Got damn, girl.” I panted heavily with my face in the pillow. I knew I was smothering her small body, but I was too weak at the moment to move. She said nothing as she caressed my back very gently.

      Finally, I was able to slide out and roll off of her. She gave me a smile while breathing heavily. Sitting up, she tried to get out of the bed, but I grabbed her forearm to stop her.

      “I’m just going to pee.” She giggled.

      Letting her go, I watched her naked body as she waltzed to the bathroom. I tried to stay up until she returned, but ended up passing the fuck out.

      I guess Dallas was cool after all.
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      A few days later… back in LA…

      “Hey, thank you for coming.” Priscilla smiled up at me as she led me into the dance room.

      “No problem.”

      I was here to take pictures as she performed one of her made up dance routines with these two other females. She told me to clear it with Dionne, but I knew her ass would feel some type of way, so I skipped all of that.

      “This is Kiki, and this is Emma.” Priscilla introduced the other two women. “You can set your stuff anywhere that’s over there so it won’t be in our way.”

      “Nice to meet you. And thanks.”

      I put all my shit down and began taking out what I’d need to shoot. I was going to record some video while taking the pictures, even though Priscilla hadn’t asked for that. I knew she would like to have some moving shots even if she didn’t say so.

      Everybody was ready about twenty minutes later, so after Priscilla turned the music on, the ladies began going. As they danced and moved, I circled the room, recording and taking photos in between. They did the routine a few more times, and I admit I was in awe at how well Priscilla moved, not to mention how nice her body was. She was sexy as hell, making it easy for me to pay attention to every detail. Her mocha skin had not a scar or mark in sight, and her facial features seemed to be handpicked.

      “I think five times is enough, do you?” Priscilla breathed heavily, staring down at me since I was still crouched down.

      “I do. I just have to edit everything, and I’ll have it back to you in about two weeks.”

      “Great. Thank you so much. And tell Dionne thank you for letting me use you for a little bit. How do you want payment?”

      “You good.”

      “What?” She cocked her head, wearing a frown.

      “Bye, Priscilla! See you in a few days!” Kiki and Emma waved to her as they exited the room, so she returned the gesture before looking back up at me.

      “Think of it as a gift from Dionne and me.”

      “No, I can’t do that. I know your work costs a lot, I’ve heard about it, so tell me how much I owe.”

      “Priscilla, you—”

      “Will, if you don’t let me pay you then I won’t take the pictures.”

      “Aight, $150 is good.”

      “Seriously?” She placed her hand on her hip, making me eye her body once again. “It’s $150…”

      “Yeah,” I lied. “So you gon’ pay or not?”

      “Fine.” She floated over to her purse in them high ass heels, and then pulled her Louis Vuitton wallet out to retrieve some cash for me. Walking it back over, she pressed it into the palm of my hand. “Here is $200, and you can keep the change.”

      “Boyfriend must keep your pockets laced.”

      “Yeah, but I have my own money. Nothing wrong with having a man who takes care of you financially.” She started packing her stuff up.

      “Nah, not at all. I wasn’t trying to say that.”

      “Good.”

      My phone chimed, so I pulled it out of my pocket to see it was Nichole, the girl I smashed out in Dallas. She of course lived here, which was perfect since we had to work together. That night after we fucked, we went for round two in the morning before we both had to dip. But we made sure to exchange information.

      Nichole: Hey, you busy tonight? I wanted to discuss my upcoming shoot.

      Me: I am actually. How is tomorrow morning?

      Tonight I planned to go see my girl Swan at the brothel or one of the other women if she wasn’t there. I couldn’t be bothered with anything else. Being away in Dallas had me feigning like a crackhead.

      Nichole: I guess. I’ll have some “money” for you.

      I smirked down at my phone, but when I felt Priscilla coming near me, I put it away.

      “Hey, there is a cafe next door, and I’m kind of hungry. Did you want to come with me?”

      “Uh…” I checked my watch. “I umm… yeah, I got a little time to spare, and I am starving.”

      I really wanted to get to the brothel, but I kind of liked Priscilla’s ass, so I could hold off for maybe another hour or so, but nothing more.

      “Great, let’s go.” She turned to walk off, and my eyes went straight to her ass.

      “Oh, did—” she stopped talking when she caught what my eyes were locked onto. “Please do not look at my ass.”

      “I promise I wasn’t, I was just—”

      “Nigga, please. Come on.”

      We both laughed as we left the dance studio and went next door to the 24-hour cafe. We were in West Hollywood, so the menu was mainly salads, green juices, and a bunch of other shit that wouldn’t fill me up. I wasn’t here for the food though; I was here for Priscilla.

      We ended up getting a sandwich and then took our numbers to place it down on the table of our choosing.

      “Dionne told me you help her get dancing gigs.” Priscilla sipped her smoothie.

      “Yeah, occasionally. She’s a good dancer, but if I see an opportunity, I’ll try to secure it for her.”

      “That’s nice of you. I don’t even think most guys would care enough to go out of their way.”

      Her phone rang just as she finished speaking, and I peeped that it was her nigga. She answered and tried to speak as lowly as possible, but it was obvious he wanted to know where she was and was pissed about it.

      “How long you been with him?” I quizzed as soon as she hung up.

      “A long time, that’s all I’ll say. He means well. He just worries about me a lot, especially because it’s after 8 p.m.”

      “Well as attractive as you are, that makes sense. He’s probably making sure another nigga doesn’t snatch you up.”

      She got quiet for a moment, just looking at me.

      “You’re cute too, just a little too clean and pretty for me, but that’s okay.” She exposed her bright smile.

      “Oh, you like niggas that look like they play in the mud and shit?”

      “I mean, I guess, yeah. Okay, for instance, how long does it take you to perfect those curls?”

      “Man, bye.”

      “No, seriously.” She laughed heavily. “I wanna know.”

      “Takes me as long as it needs to. I can’t be looking rough when I go to work and shit. I gotta look pristine.”

      “Understandable.” She nodded and looked off, just as the sandwiches came to the table. Once we let the waiter know we didn’t need anything else, Priscilla said, “Okay, one more question.”

      “Shoot.”

      “Do you know how to change the oil in a car, or does Dionne have to do that?”

      “Fuck you, aight?”

      We both chortled before digging into the food. It was uppity, but it was good as hell. We chilled for a little bit after we finished, but I was getting anxious as hell to get to the brothel.

      “Thanks again for doing this, Will, and for that big ass discount,” Priscilla let me know as soon as we got outside near her car.

      “No problem. Anytime you need a shoot, I got you. Oh, and I umm, took some video, so I’ll edit and send that too.”

      Cocking her head, she replied, “Wow, I appreciate that. You don’t have to though; the pictures are more than enough.”

      “Nah, I want to.”

      Silence fell upon us before I brought her in for a hug. As we pulled away slowly, somehow, my lips ended up on hers, and she snatched away instantly.

      “Will—”

      “I’m sorry. My bad. I don’t know what the fuck that was.”

      “Goodnight.”

      She hurried to the driver’s side of her car and climbed in before speeding off in record time.

      “Fuck!” I shouted, hoping she didn’t cut me off or run what I’d done back to Dionne’s emotional ass.

      Jogging to my whip, I hopped in, turned it on, and then floored it all the way to the brothel. Just knowing I was about to be in my favorite place gave me a sense of damn relief.
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      “You do know it is 9 p.m., correct. Alivia?” My mom came and stood in my doorway as I got dressed.

      I wanted to wear something much sexier, but I could only get away with that in the daytime while my parents were at work. Many times I thought about just going against them and doing what the fuck I wanted to do, but they’d disown me, along with my entire family, and I wasn’t ready to deal with that.

      The way I was raised, I couldn’t parade around with a man like women of today’s era did. There would be no nightcaps, premarital sex, or shacking up. We were by the book Christians when it came to relationships.

      I was just hoping I found a man who liked me enough to stick around despite all of my restrictions, and then loved me enough to marry me so I could live on my own and be free.

      “Yes, and this is a really big opportunity for me, Mama. I promise I will be home as soon as it’s over.”

      Tonight, Manny wanted to see me, and usually, I let him know nights were off limits, but since he’d invited me to a club, I could swing that. My parents and I shared a family iCloud, so they checked my location throughout the night to be sure I was working like I said I was. So since tonight’s ‘date’ was at my usual job location, they wouldn’t suspect anything. It was perfect actually.

      “You better, or we will show up there, and you know you won’t like that.”

      “Ma, I just wonder how am I supposed to meet someone if I can never do anything? It’s like you’re trying to make ice without freezing it.”

      “Can never do anything?” My mother gave me that look, the one I’d been scared of since preschool, and moved further into my room. She reminded me a lot of Claire Huxtable in looks and attitude; she didn’t play. “Excuse me, but are you not getting dressed right now to go do something? Alivia Farms, if you believe you need to be out at all hours of the night, doing whatever, then I’ve made a mistake in how I’ve raised you.”

      “No, Ma, I don’t believe that. But I mean, if a man asked to take me to dinner, I couldn’t even say yes.”

      “As long as he wants to take you around 5 p.m., that should be fine. That gives you a good two hours to enjoy the date and then bring your ass home.” She folded one of my shirts and then placed it back down onto my bed.

      “No, I mean a date where he picks me up at eight, like normal women.”

      “You can go on as many late dates as you’d like when you become a married woman, but for now, you’re not. Hurry out of here, Alivia; you only have so much time to be in the streets.”

      I did as I was told, grabbing my purse and leaving the house after saying bye to my father. During the drive to Hollywood, I kept thinking of ways I could change my life. Going rogue wasn’t an option, but paying someone to date and marry me sounded like a great solution.

      I made it to the club a whole hour later because it was the damn weekend, and the 101 freeway was a damn cluster-fuck. To make matters worse, I had to pay ten dollars to park my nice car in that dirty ass lot nearby. This was exactly why I only came to clubs when I had a job to do, because all of this would be handled for me. I was already irritated with Manny.

      “Step over to the side,” the huge ass bouncer let me know.

      “Hey, I’m deejay Ali V.” I stuck my hand out to him. He squinted his eyes and then nodded, letting me inside. I didn’t expect that. I planned to sweet talk him into doing so, but I guess my name was starting to thrive.

      Hop in the coupe, subtract the roof like what it do? Heard you don't like me, well nigga fuck you too…

      “Bulletproof” by YG had everybody in here about to pull a muscle, and I felt my face turning up at some of the skanky hoes doing too much in their little ass dresses.

      Thankfully, I spotted Blaise, who I’d never met, so I knew Manny was close by. She too was in a short dress, a black one, with very revealing areas. Her body was really nice though, so her showing it off was still slutty but sexy as well, unlike the rest of these girls.

      For some reason, I was nervous to be around her. From following and reading gossip stories about her, I got the impression that she was the exact type of girl that wouldn’t like me. She was kind of wild yet reserved, and she always… lived, unlike me who lived in a prison.

      “Hey.” I spoke so quietly I didn’t even hear myself, as I walked up on Manny once I saw him.

      There were a bunch of niggas in the section, making me nervous, especially in these high ass heels. They were smoking, drinking, and bobbing their heads to YG. Some of them were standing and doing what I assumed was a gang-banging dance, so that was kind of scary. The women were moving provocatively, and I was sure I saw some cocaine on one of the glass tables. Blaise was down a little ways away from them, singing along and moving a tiny bit in Belly’s lap. They were like in their own bubble and didn’t appear to be in a party mood.

      This just was not my scene. I preferred being in my little booth.

      “Damn you look good.” Manny looked me up and down before running his hand over his head.

      I had on jeans and a halter top, but every girl over here had on dresses, so I felt like the damn mama of the group.

      “Thanks. You too.”

      He did look nice. I wasn’t a fan of baldheads, but Manny wore it nicely. He was wearing a beige Polo shirt, dark jeans, and some snakeskin dress shoes that were hideous but surely expensive. He smelled good as well.

      “You want something to drink? We got everything over here!” Manny shouted over the music.

      “Umm, no, I’m fine. Thank you.”

      “You sure. Just have something, loosen you up some.” He lifted up two large bottles, one Grey Goose and the other Patrón.

      “Fine.” I chuckled, tapping the Grey Goose. “I need some juice though.” I sat down on the couch.

      Manny joined me and began making me a drink, as I continued to scope the area. As soon as he handed me the glass, I saw Blaise and Belly walking our way. Blaise noticed me staring yet again, which was embarrassing. She probably thought I was gay, weird, or both.

      “We up out of here,” Belly said, dapping Manny up with one hand and holding Blaise’s with his other. She was behind him, texting away on her phone with one hand, her long wavy hair falling over it. She was so well put together, and her perfume was nice too.

      “Damn, now? Stay for a little longer.” Manny groaned.

      “Nah, nigga. It’s something else I’d much rather be doing right now.”

      “Aww, shit yeah, I feel you.” I guess that meant he’d rather be fucking than be here. “Oh bruh, before you go, this is Alivia. Alivia, this is my brother, Belly, and his girl, Blaise.”

      I already knew who they both were, and even though they were cute together, I was honestly disappointed when I found out Blaise was dating him. I thought she was a bit smarter than that, because Belly was known to have a lot of ladies. In her defense though, I hadn’t seen or heard about him being with anyone else for a while now, so maybe he was trying something new.

      “Sup.” Belly gave me a head nod, and Blaise offered up a soft smile with a wave.

      “Hi,” I replied lowly, sipping this strong ass drink Manny made me.

      Belly and Blaise both said bye, before walking off hand in hand.

      The drink did loosen me up some, so I wasn’t as wary of the other men in the section, nor was I paying much attention to the girls acting like fools.

      “Wanna dance?” Manny offered, tossing something into his mouth and then washing it down.

      “What was that?”

      “Party favor. Want one?”

      “Umm, no. You… do that?” I frowned. That was a slight turn off, and for some reason, I didn’t expect him to dabble in such things.

      “Occasionally, like if I’m out at a party. If I’m working or just chilling at home or something, then nah. It’s not even like that. Everybody does it sometimes, even my brother.” I said nothing in response, so he took my glass from me and placed it onto the table. “Let’s go dance.”

      I let him grab my wrist and yank me from behind the table. Once we got some good space within the VIP, we began to dance to “Up Now” by Saweetie.

      The liquor was definitely getting to me, because I was feeling much more carefree than usual, but I was still very much lucid. I felt my phone buzzing in my small purse, but I ignored it as I began to grind on Manny, him gripping my hips tightly. Turning to face him, I continued to dance, before he pulled me in, slipping his tongue into my mouth. We stood there, kissing like a married couple as G-Eazy rapped his verse, but finally, I came to my senses.

      “Hey, I’m going to leave.” I pulled my phone out my purse.

      Dad: You must have lost your damn mind, Alivia Ashley Farms!

      My heart was beating out of my chest in fear, and the liquor in my system seemed to only make things worse.

      “I’m making you horny or something?” Manny smiled and tried to kiss my neck, but I pushed him hard as hell.

      “No, you’re not making me horny.”

      “Come on, baby. You know—”

      WHAM!

      I slapped the dog shit out of him, harder than I’d intended, and people around us in the VIP section were looking on. Without another word, I rushed out, mowing people down and bumping the shit out of others.

      I didn’t mean to slap Manny, but I hated the way he came on to me sometimes. It wasn’t sexy, and I didn’t know who told him it was. He was so immature and the last type of man I needed to be caught up with. I felt like I was fifteen with him instead of twenty-three, and I didn’t like it. The fact that I had to tell him to open doors, pull my chair out, and to respect me when I didn’t want him in my space, told me he wasn’t the one, and I was wasting my time.

      Not to mention, I had a feeling deep down that he wasn’t all that he was portraying himself to be. There was something he was hiding, and I was sure it would find me if I kept up with him. Men like him always had some issues locked away somewhere. Hell, he was Cortez Khalil’s brother, and that was a number one ain’t shit nigga. But at least he even had some level of maturity and suaveness to him, versus Manny’s foolish ass.

      Me: Hey tonight was fun, but I don’t think we should hang out anymore.

      Annoying: Why? Come back inside.

      I rolled my eyes at him asking me to come back in as if I didn’t appear to be upset when I left. Stuff like that was what I didn’t like about him. So instead of replying, I just locked my phone and headed to my car.
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      It was the third Sunday of the month, so per usual, I was at this big ass church, helping feed the homeless. I always paid for the food, utensils, care packages, and even entertainment for the day because I felt like I owed it to my hood. It was something about getting rich and never giving back that didn’t sit well with me. And even though I wasn’t balling out of fucking control, I still wanted to show some appreciation for the area that raised me.

      “Alright, y’all, remember to pull a ticket because we’re doing a raffle. One of you will win a ticket to see our very own Cortez Khalil fight live,” the organizer Martin spoke into the microphone. “So once you get your ticket, go ahead and line up to eat.”

      Everyone that was let in began to go pull tickets then form a line near the long table, covered with dishes of food. This shit was pricey, but it was cool.

      “It’s so sweet that you do this every year.” One of the females Zaina that worked at the center came and stood next to me to prepare to serve food.

      “I don’t know about it being sweet, but I do what I can.” I fixed my gloves.

      “You know, in high school, when you used to fight all the time, I had no idea you’d turn it into a career.”

      “Well, I was already in boxing training by that time. You didn’t know me, so you wasn’t aware of that.”

      “True. So maybe now that we’re older, we can get to know one another. You kind of disappeared from high school, so I never got the chance to rake up some courage and talk to you.”

      “I’m straight. I don’t need to know any new bitches.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “I don’t need to fucking know you. Us working together every month is good enough.”

      “You don’t have to be rude about it, Belly. A simple no would have sufficed.”

      “I’m not being rude. I’m telling you what the fuck it is. Females that turned their muthafuckin’ nose up at you when you were broke and shit, always want to get fucked once you get on.”

      “That is not the case.”

      “Aight. I been doing this shit for a minute, now all of a sudden, you wanna get to know me. You ain’t say shit to me in high school, but now, you claim you were too scared to.”

      “Didn’t know not talking to me back then would bother you to the point where we couldn’t chill in the future.”

      “Nah, it don’t. I’d let you suck me up if I didn’t have a girl.” I mixed the dish in front of me with the large spoon. “I’m just making it clear that I don’t wanna get to know you, girlfriend or not.”

      I felt her staring at me, but the homeless people started coming down the line with their plates, so I focused on them.

      “You have a girlfriend?” Zaina began serving food along with me and everyone else, but she was barely keeping her eyes on her work because she was waiting for an answer from me.  I ignored her until we were finished serving everybody, and began removing our gloves and netted caps. “Hey, so you have a girl or were you just fucking with me?”

      “I got a girl. Her name is Blaise, and she’ll beat yo’ ass if she finds out yo’ bougie ass is pushing up on me.” I moved past her, heading to the back where the bathroom was.

      Zaina said something, but I didn’t give a fuck enough to ask what. I took a piss then washed my hands, and right when I came out into the quiet hallway to head back out to where everyone was, I saw Nichole.

      “Hey, baby. Thank you for the invite.” She smiled evilly.

      “Bye, Nichole.” I started walking, but she grabbed my shirt, making me pin her ass to the wall by her throat. “Bitch, I’m not fucking around with you. I don’t know what niggas you been around that let you bitch ’em out and blackmail their asses, but it ain’t me. Don’t let these big wig sponsorships and this giving back to the community shit fool yo’ ass. I’ll slap yo’ hoe ass around like ya daddy should have with the quickness.”

      “I’ll tell—”

      I tightened my grip on her neck, just enough to apply pressure. I knew I was much stronger than her little genetically modified body having ass, and squeezing too hard would probably snap her neck. That wouldn’t bother me, but I couldn’t be back here in the church Ted Bundy’ing bitches after just feeding the fucking homeless.

      “Do what you gotta do, but I wouldn’t fuck you even if it was the cure to keeping my dick from falling off. I wouldn’t even let you sit my balls on ya muthafuckin’ tongue, let alone put my dick in that genocide ass pussy. I’m not fucking around with you, Nichole.”

      I let her neck go and started walking back toward the front. I wanted to tell Blaise her hoe ass homie had been trying to get fucked, but she knew that already. Meaning she’d wanna know why I was bringing it up again, and if I didn’t explain, she’d press Nichole who would spill the beans.

      I couldn’t have Blaise finding out I’d fucked another bitch, especially after she allowed me to meet her baby. It was only once though, and I’d been surprisingly faithful as fuck ever since, so it was no big deal.

      “Just one time, Belly! One time and I won’t say shit to Blaise!”

      I ignored Nichole’s ass and kept it pushing. Wasn’t sure what kind of hoe ass nigga she thought I was, but I only fucked bitches I wanted to fuck. What kind of pussy ass muthafucka got blackmailed by a female for some dick? I wasn’t sure, but Belly wasn’t it.

      I went to have a seat, chopping it up with some of the homeless people that were eating, and I noticed Nichole storm her stupid ass out. Zaina came and sat across from me as if she wanted to converse with the people too, so I ignored her ass.

      My iPhone began ringing, and Cadence’s name flashed across. As I rose up, I noticed Zaina had her eyes on my screen too.

      “That doesn’t say Blaise.”

      Declining to respond, I headed outside and answered the phone.

      “Why you keep calling me, Cadence?”

      “I miss you, and we haven’t talked since SLS. We’re okay, right?”

      “Yeah, we good. I’m in a relationship though, so ain’t shit for us to talk about, if you know what I mean.” I headed toward my whip.

      “Cortez, what you’re doing is super fucked up, and you know it. This whole time, shit has been cool, and now you wanna be with just her all of a sudden.”

      “Gotta switch shit up sometimes.”

      “Well, according to the screenshots of her Instagram stories that people constantly send me to upset me, and it works by the way, she’s in love with you. She doesn’t post you, but she shows little things, and you can see it in her face and the captions she puts. She loves you as much as all of us, so she’ll fall in line.”

      “Fuck you mean, she’ll fall in line?”

      “She will understand that you have other women in your life, just like I get it, Kharla gets it, Sienna gets it, and Maia gets it. And you’re good with making us feel special, Cortez, so she won’t mind. Trust me. I wasn’t that type of girl either, but I fell in love with you.”

      “Yeah, well I’m not fucking with that. It’s just Blaise and I, no extra shit.”

      “Cortez, no.”

      “Get off my phone with that bullshit, Cadence. And don’t hit me up no more with that, aight?”

      “Cortez,” she whimpered, letting me know tears were coming, so I just hung up.

      These females, bruh.
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      “That dinner was good, sweetie. Even the babies are knocked out from it,” my Aunt Vivian let me know as soon as I came into the den to sit next to her.

      “Thank you, and yes, I’m so happy that they’re sleep because I’m so tired. I had to bring them with me to rehearsal today, and that was a struggle.”

      “Why couldn’t Rafi take them?”

      “He’s recording his album, and he can’t have them in the studio. Plus, they smoke and stuff in there, so I don’t want Penni and Baby Rafi in the midst of that.” I looked over at my aunt who rolled her eyes. “It was fine, Viv. I love my kids. I don’t mind bringing them with me to work.”

      “I don’t care how much you love your kids, Prissy. You said yourself having them there while you were trying to practice was hard. You need to stop acting like a single mother and as if what you have going on isn’t as important as what Rafi has.”

      “I don’t act that way.”

      “You do. When you can’t watch your babies, you call me, which I don’t mind, but you only ask him as a last resort as if he didn’t lie you in that bed and get you pregnant.”

      “Okay.”

      She was irritating me at this point because I refused to accept what she was saying. She just didn’t understand. Rafi was busy, and rightfully so. He wasn’t some basement rapper, he was big time, and always had shit to do. His schedule was tight, and nine times out of ten, he didn’t have the ability to watch our kids, so what was the point in me asking him? Just so he could tell me he couldn’t?

      “I’m not trying to upset you, honey; I just want you to be able to enjoy your life as much as he enjoys his. You’re beautiful, smart, ambitious, and a great mother, so I just want to be sure that you don’t miss out on life because of him.”

      “Thank you. I understand. I won’t. Plus, once he finishes recording the album, he will have a month off before promo, so I’ll definitely be making him the stay at home mom for a while.”

      “Okay, good.” She laughed.

      She turned the volume up on the TV, so I grabbed my slice of cheesecake to devour it. My phone lit up, and I saw it was a text message from Dionne.

      Nervous, I just stared down at the phone for a minute. Shaking it off, because I was sure Will hadn’t told her he’d kissed me, I picked my phone up to see what she’d said.

      In the thread, she’d sent me a link to one of those gossip blogs. I didn’t need to click it to see the title, which stated, Rappers Rafi and Yesenia Boo’d Up. The photo was of them holding hands, walking into the studio he recorded at, and it stated that this was earlier this evening.

      Leaving the conversation with Dionne, I went to call Rafi. The line rang a few times, but he didn’t answer. I was enraged and didn’t know what to fucking do.

      “Be right back, Viv.” I left the den, not responding to her asking if I was alright.

      I dialed Blaise up, because she was the only friend I had that I felt I could talk to. For a while, we were just associates, so I didn’t have anyone, but now that we’d grown much closer, I was so happy about it.

      “Hello?” she answered softly.

      “Oh shit, I’m sorry. Were you asleep?”

      “No, I just put Island to bed, and I’m leaving her bedroom. One second.” I listened as she closed Island’s bedroom door, then she asked, “Okay, what’s up?”

      “Did you see the blogs?”

      “Of course not. I don’t look at that stuff unless I’m getting millions of tags. Why?” She sounded worried, so she probably thought it was about her.

      “I’m gonna text it.”

      I forwarded Dionne’s message to Blaise, then waited for her response.

      “What did he have to say? I mean, what the fuck?”

      “He’s not answering his phone. They’re still at the studio right now, so I was thinking of dropping by.”

      “Yeah, you should, and I’m going to come as well, in case that bitch has friends or something, I can help you beat their asses.”

      “Oh my gosh, Blaise.” I chuckled.

      “Or we can just jump, Rafi. Whichever you wanna do.”

      “Okay, I’ll come get you. But what about Island? Your mother moved back to her house, so I know you can’t leave her.”

      “Belly is here.”

      “Whaaat?” I smiled widely, going up the stairs so I could get some shoes.

      “Yeah. I’m sure she won’t wake up, and she likes him. She always wants him to hold her now, instead of me, but I think it’s because she likes being high up.”

      “Probably so.”

      We both laughed and exchanged a few more words before hanging up. I put on my Nike Prestos and then grabbed my hoodie. After letting my aunt know I was going to run a quick errand, I left out to get Blaise. We both lived in Beverly Hills, so she was on the way already.

      “Hey.” She climbed into my car wearing black tights, a black crew neck, and some black VaporMax. Her hair was up in the tightest bun ever, and she had on no earrings or anything.

      “Wow, so you’re ready?” I pulled off, giggling.

      “I am. Ready to fuck up whoever I need to.”

      It was a little after 9 p.m., so it took about twenty minutes to get to the studio Rafi and Yesenia were in. I parked in the huge lot on the side, then Blaise and I got out, treading up to the large steel door. I typed in the code and then yanked it open, starting down the semi-dark hallway with Blaise right behind me. I heard one of Rafi’s songs blasting, and when we got to the right room, I entered. It was about ten people in here, including Rafi and Yesenia, and when they both saw me, their eyes were wide.

      “So y’all are boo’d up now?” I quizzed, trying to retain my anger just for a second.

      “Priscilla, I got an explanation for the shit. I promise I do.” Rafi stood up, gesturing for his producer to turn the music down.

      “You better, because I’m ready to whoop your ass!” I shouted.

      “And then I’m gon’ beat her ass.” Blaise pointed to Yesenia who looked like she was about to piss on herself.

      Yesenia was your typical new aged rapper wearing colored hair and sporting a botched body to appeal to these niggas.

      “Please, just relax while I talk to my girl. Please,” Rafi begged Blaise who was standing in the studio like a guard dog waiting for her cue.

      Blaise said nothing in reply, as Rafi led me out of the room, closing the door so we’d have more privacy in the hallway.

      “Hurry up. You’ve got five minutes before I punch you.”

      “Aight, look. You know Yesenia and I are signed to the same label and management company—”

      “And let me guess, shit just happened one night. You disgusting ass piece of shit!” I shoved him, and when I went to do it again, he gripped my wrists tightly.

      “No! Listen, Priscilla! I’m famous, and my shit is popping, so they’re trying to do the same for her! This whole shit with her and I is a stunt; a publicity stunt! Niggas do it all the fucking time! Y’all pretend to date, it gets people talking about you, and boosts your name. I’m getting a nice little bonus to pretend I’m dating her for a few months, just to help her out a tiny bit, and then we’re gon’ ‘break up’.”

      “I don’t believe you.”

      “Baby, I swear. This shit has been in the works for a while, which is why little shit has been popping up about us on them gossip blogs. Her camp is sending that in to them.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me this then?”

      “Because I knew you’d have a problem with it, and it’s not that big of a deal, baby. The shit between her and I is business and nothing else.”

      “This is embarrassing for me, Rafi. People know about us whether you want them to or not. And I look like a fool.”

      Moving closer to me, pinning me against the wall, he kissed me slowly.

      “No you don’t. Niggas know this shit is phony. Only people believing it’s real are the fans, and they don’t know about us.”

      “So you can claim her, but not me.”

      “’Cause I don’t give a fuck about her. You, I love you and my kids, and I wanna protect y’all. And again, for the hundredth time, this is a business deal.”

      “I think…” I was staring down at my feet since he was in my face. “…you should maybe stay in a hotel or something for a while.”

      “What? Priscilla, why? I ain’t do shit!”

      “Because I need time to think about if I even want to continue being with you. At this point, I feel like the only person benefiting from this relationship is you.”

      Tightening his lips, he just stared at me, obviously annoyed.

      “So how long I need to stay elsewhere?”

      “Until I tell you my decision.”

      WHAM!

      I jumped when he slapped his hand hard as hell on the wall portion next to my head out of anger. Storming to the door of the studio room, he pushed it open then said to me, “This shit isn’t gon’ last for too long, Priscilla. Get out yo’ feelings, ASAP.”

      I didn’t say anything. I just walked in to get Blaise and then we left.

      I knew the industry did set people up to pretend to date for publicity; they’d been doing that since the twenties. But what I didn’t know was if this was the case with Rafi. And truthfully, a part of me wanted to use this as an escape…
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      “So when do we get to hang out with your brother?” this one bad ass Instagram model, Tori, I met the other day questioned, as I led her into a day party I was attending.

      She was fine as hell, and I’d convinced her that I could get a meeting with my brother if she fucked with me. I didn’t exactly say that, but when I told her Belly was my brother, she was all for coming out with my ass. I’d done that before to get women, unbeknownst to Belly, but I was sure he wouldn’t mind if he did know. He wouldn’t give a fuck at all.

      “Tomorrow, I got you. Let’s enjoy today though. And shit, we may see him tonight if he’s not too busy. I’ll hit him up.”

      “Okay.” She gave me a wide ass smile.

      “Mo Bamba” by Sheck Wes was playing over the party at the moment, as everybody kind of just chilled out, drinking and moving only a little bit.

      Bringing Tori to the cabana I’d gotten for myself and her to chill, I sat down and immediately began trying to pop open the liquor bottle.

      “So uh, Tori, what you like to do for fun?” I gave her my signature look, and she batted her eyelashes, falling for it. Alivia was the only one who acted as if what I did didn’t make her wet.

      “I don’t know.” She shrugged, pushing her hair behind her ears. “Stuff like this, go to games, boxing matches, and the nail shop.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      “So your brother, what is he like? Is he exactly how he acts during his interviews and stuff?”

      “Pretty much; a cocky and confident ass nigga when it comes to these fights.”

      “Oh damn. So am I his type? I mean, I know he’ll be attracted to me because duh, but I’m wondering if he’ll keep me around. I heard like, he doesn’t do the random chick thing; he keeps a set few of girls. So I’m trying to get recruited!” She laughed.

      I just stared into her big blue eyes, thinking. I’d never even seen blue eyes on a Black person in real life, and it was weird but nice.

      I was realizing Tori was a straight up groupie, but I didn’t mind. I still wanted to smash her, but I didn’t know if I’d be able to because she was on my damn brother. And the way he was around here acting like Blaise was the second coming of Jesus, I highly doubted she’d even get so much as a hug from him.

      “Yeah, I think you’d be perfect, actually.”

      “Okay, cool!”

      I made her a drink, and once we both started to sip, I saw Alivia at the deejay booth. I hadn’t talked to her… well, she hadn’t talked to me since she stormed out of the club, so I decided I would catch her now.

      “Just one second, gorgeous.” I looked to Tori, and she blushed.

      I got up and made my way across the room to Alivia, and when I reached her booth, she gave me one glance then focused her attention back on her computer.

      “Can I help you?” she finally asked since I was still there.

      “So uh.” I licked my lips to entice her. “I was thinking that we should hit the movies or something then—”

      “Before or after your date with that bobble head over there?” She raised her brows to gesture behind me where Tori was seated.

      “Uh nah, that’s not a date. She’s for my brother.”

      “Yet your arm was around her?”

      “Well, you know I have to warm them up for him and be sure—”

      “You know what? I don’t even know why I’m asking because I don’t even care. So if there isn’t anything else you have to say, then I’d like you to step away so I can work.”

      “Alivia, just say yes to the movies. We can see whatever you want.”

      “Are you really a complete idiot or do you just pretend to be stupid like a lot of attractive people do?”

      “Huh? I—”

      “The last time you saw me, I was distraught, and you haven’t once asked me what was wrong or anything of that nature. You just keep trying to get me out, and you don’t even care to know me or anything. All you do is stare me down salaciously, lick those big lips that I’m sure smell like spit by now, and squint your eyes like most bogus caramel-skinned niggas. And FYI, none of it is a turn on.

      I don’t have time to waste with men who have selfish and immature mindsets. So please return to your cabana before I have security come escort you out.”

      Feeling like I’d gotten punched in the stomach, I backed away a tiny bit.

      “So no movies—”

      “Get away!” she snapped, so I quickly did as she asked. I didn’t know what her problem was, but whatever.

      “Aye, let’s go. I’m hungry,” I told Tori once I reached the cabana.

      “Okay.” She got up, fixing them little ass shorts. “What should we go eat? Or I can cook something. I love to cook. And maybe your brother will come over.”

      “Yeah, that works. I don’t have shit at my house though.”

      “If you have money, we can stop at the grocery store for a few things.”

      If I have money…

      “Yeah, I got money. Come on.”

      Tori and I bounced then headed to the Ralphs grocery near my house. During the ride, she was loosening up more, and I was feeling like she was more interested in me now.

      We hopped out of my Lexus to head inside, and to test the waters, I hugged her body from behind. She only laughed and didn’t push me off, so I was elated.

      “Okay, so let’s get some meat.”

      I followed Tori to the back where the meat was, and as she looked around for her preferred ground beef, I spotted Jasmine, my baby mama, pushing a cart with my son in the front. She was facing me, and his back was to me. I saw her phone in her hand, so I texted her.

      Me: Aye I don’t want Jasiel seeing me, Jasmine. Make sure you don’t come any further.

      I stared her down, waiting for her to look at her iPhone clutched tightly in her hand.

      “Okay, so which one? This one is best but it’s more expensive,” Tori asked me.

      “Get whatever you like,” I replied, keeping my eyes on Jasmine instead of looking at her.

      Finally, Jasmine looked down at her phone after putting some chicken breasts into her basket, and when done reading, she looked up and around until her eyes landed on me.

      Friend: Really? Don’t want your little slut to know you have a son?

      Me: Her nor people in here. I live around here and one of these niggas will see and hear Jasiel call me daddy. Take him down the aisle next to you ASAP!

      Jasmine read the message then looked up at me to shake her head sadly. She grabbed Jasiel to kiss his forehead, then made a quick left down the freezer food aisle.

      “Okay, do you have seasoning or should we buy some?” Tori placed her hand on my chest, getting my attention.

      “Let’s buy some.”

      That was a close one.
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      Tonight, I was hosting at this upscale club in Hollywood, and thankfully, Priscilla could come with me. Ever since she took a break from Rafi, we’d been able to hang out much more, with and without the babies. I knew it was selfish of me to hope she never went back to him, but I loved having her around. Plus, that wasn’t the only reason; I was seeing him in a new light.

      This whole time, I’d gotten the impression that Priscilla was happy and that Rafi was a good man, but now, not so much. The lengths he was going to, to make sure no one knew about his family, was alarming. Plenty of celebrity men and women were secretive, but not to that extent. Hell, I liked to keep my relationships low-key, but I would never call my man up and tell him to delete a photo of me.

      “This drink is strong, huh?” Priscilla asked, swaying to “Funeral” by Dream Doll.

      “It is. That damn bartender is heavy handed!” I laughed, feeling a slight buzz. Thankfully, the club sent a car service for me, so I could drink all I wanted to.

      “Can’t believe you’re getting paid to do this!” Priscilla laughed.

      “I know. A quick twenty-five bands.”

      Priscilla and I slapped hands, just as one of the employees of the club came over and asked me to say a few words over the microphone, to let everyone know I was for sure here.

      Setting my drink down, I walked over to the deejay booth and noticed that same girl I kept running into. She’d done the music for that commercial unveiling party, and she was with Manny at the club that one night.

      “Hi,” I spoke to her.

      “Hi! Blaise, nice to see you again! I don’t know if you remember, but I’m Alivia or just Ali V. I don’t mind, call me whichever you prefer.” She always seemed nervous, and despite her being a deejay, plus dressing pretty cute, I got the vibe that she was sheltered. “So I’m going to let you get on the microphone in the next fifteen seconds.”

      “Okay.”

      I continued swaying to the song she had playing currently, and then when Alivia handed me the microphone, I spoke to the crowd to get them a little hype. I gave the mic back to her, we hugged for appearances, and then I started toward my section.

      Pausing, I turned to face Alivia, and she removed one of her headphones to hear me better. “If you can take a minute, you should come to my section with my friend and me.”

      “Oh yeah, sure, okay!”

      She was so excited I had to chuckle. She just didn’t seem like she had friends, and I felt bad. Plus, I didn’t know many genuine people in the entertainment industry outside of Priscilla and my man, and Alivia seemed chill. In addition, any girl willing to take Manny seriously, needed guidance.

      As I headed back over to my area, I felt someone staring at me, so I looked over into the section next to mine, to see that Cadence girl. She quickly looked away to talk to her friend, but I knew it was her because I could see that Belly tattoo on the side of her hand. I didn’t like her at all because she was suspicious, not to mention her original comment to that fan before changing it.

      Suddenly, I heard a bit of ruckus, so I looked to see Belly and his entourage of ContraBandz niggas coming up into my section. People down on the club floor were trying to get close to them, making a tiny bit of noise.

      “Hi,” I spoke softly as Belly neared me, smelling and looking scrumptious. He slipped his arms around my body, hugging me tightly, and kissing on my neck.

      It was so weird how seeing him improved my mood and made me feel excited; so excited that I’d had an anxious feeling in my stomach.

      He sat down with me, and I immediately cupped his face to kiss his lips. His phone vibrated against my back since he was holding me, so I looked back and down to see the screen. How did I know it’d be Cadence’s ass?

      “You look fine as fuck, per usual.” Belly eyed me in my white dress.

      “Can you unlock your phone so I can see what she’s texting you?”

      Belly moved his arm from being around me, and looked at the screen for a second before sitting back coolly.

      “Nah.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “You don’t need to see what the fuck she’s texting me. It don’t matter, Blaise.”

      “Oh, because you’re fucking her.” I turned away and sat back with my arms folded and my leg bouncing out of infuriation.

      “No, because no matter what the muthafuckin’ text says, we still together. Ain’t shit she could say in this text that would change that. Plus, I’m not the nigga that allows females to snoop through my phone.”

      “Of course not.”

      “Right. Whatever the fuck I tell you or any other female, is the truth. You ain’t gon’ find shit different by looking in my phone. If I’m fucking other bitches, you gon’ already know beforehand. If I’m not, same thing.”

      I didn’t say anything, and soon I felt his hand on my thigh, rubbing upward. His lips went to the corner of my mouth before covering my lips completely. Like clockwork, we were kissing hungrily and slowly, like we were about to fuck in the club.

      When Belly pulled away to make himself a glass of water, I felt the wetness in my panties, so I got up to go to the bathroom up in the VIP area. On my way back, I spotted Cadence in her section dancing, so I came over. Her phone was in her hand and unlocked because I could see her home screen, so I snatched that shit from across the separator.

      “Excuse you!” she shouted, but I ignored her, going into the text messages.

      I was able to read that she’d sent Belly, You better not stay over there with her all night and not speak to your other bitch, before she snatched her phone from me. She scratched my hand in the process with her nails, and I was pissed about it.

      WHAM!

      Hopping over the short partition, I punched her right in the face, for that text and that scratch. Pandemonium ensued, as she and I began to fight, and I wasn’t sure if she was hitting me back, but I knew I had punched her face more than a few times as she hollered.

      She kept saying ‘bitch’, as if she was doing something, but I was giving it to her ass, until I felt someone yank my hair. It was her friend, and as soon as we made eye contact, we began fighting too.

      I heard Priscilla come over and help me, before strong arms that I knew belonged to Belly, pulled me away. Ozzy grabbed Priscilla, and both men placed us on the other side of the separator.

      “Really, Cortez!” Cadence hollered, tousling her messy hair. Her nose was bleeding and so were her bottom row of teeth. “You’re letting bitches hit on me now!”

      “Bitch?” I tried to come back over, but Belly stopped me. He held the sides of my face from the other side, surveying it, before kissing me slowly.

      “You better be happy not a fucking scratch is on you, or I’d be mad as shit,” he growled a little bit. I nodded, calming down.

      He came over the separator as Priscilla started back to our section, and he picked me up bridal style to carry me.

      “Cortez!” Cadence hollered. “Cortez!” Again, she screamed, sounding like she was using every muscle in her body. I looked over his shoulder at her, and she was sobbing hysterically. “Really, Ozzy!” she shouted to his homeboy. He just threw his hands up in mock surrender before walking away, and I saw Cadence’s friend hug her tightly as she wailed over my man.

      I looked at the side of Belly’s face, pondering on why she was so damn attached. Then again, I remembered Belly had very charming ways, and it was probably easy to feel like he was yours. But we’d already had that conversation, and he’d made it very clear I was different, and that he in fact was mine.
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      About two weeks later… a little after 3 p.m.…

      “I wanna come through after my training session. Shit is in an hour and doesn’t end until 9 p.m.” Belly stuffed a chip into his mouth. He, Island, and I were at this Mexican restaurant named Javier’s in Century City.

      “Damn, baby. I couldn’t imagine working out that long. But I’m going somewhere tonight, so maybe you can come over early in the morning.”

      “Going where?”

      “Nichole has a club hosting, and she asked me to come.”

      “You got Island though.”

      “I know, but it’s my mom’s weekend with her, and since she hasn’t had her for two weeks, she asked me to bring her by this afternoon.”

      “Oh.” He sat back, folding his deep brown, tattoo covered arms. “I don’t want you fucking with Nichole no more.”

      “I mean, we only hang out when it’s convenient. It’s not like she’s my most trusted friend, for obvious reasons.”

      “Nah, I know, but she’s a bird bitch, and when muthafuckas see you with her, they gon’ assume the same about you.”

      “I don’t care what people think about me. I’ve learned not to from being with Five-Star and in the public eye. People say things about me all the time now that they pretty much have gathered that I’m with you.”

      “Well, I care what people think about you, especially these niggas. And if I find out one of ’em pushed up on you while I wasn’t around, it’s gon’ be some shit. Niggas know I got issues low-key, and I don’t play about you.”

      “Baby, but—”

      “You ain’t going, Blaise.”

      “Nigga, you can’t tell me what to do!”

      “I just did. And if I find out yo’ ass went anyway, I’m gon’ show up to that club and embarrass you.”

      I believed he’d embarrass me, so I was conflicted. I wanted to just go anyway, but every time I went anywhere, pictures were taken.

      “Fine.”

      “Don’t worry. I’ll let you suck me up later to make you feel better.” Belly stuffed a chip into his mouth, wearing a nonchalant expression.

      I spit out my water from laughter, so Island started to laugh too.

      “That’s supposed to make me feel better? Sounds like it’ll make you feel better, Cortez.”

      “Both of us.” He smiled with his mouth closed since it was food in it, and I just chuckled, shaking my head.

      Belly, Island, and I finished having lunch, then afterward, I had him drop us off at the nail shop. I’d just take an Uber home.

      “Bye.” I kissed him. “Say bye, Island.”

      “Byyyye!” She waved to him shyly, and he grinned.

      “Bye, baby girl.” He pecked her round cheek. “Aye!” he shouted out of his window. The women outside of the nail shop and by the window were staring hard at him. “Where you going after this?”

      “Drop Island off to my mama and then home.” I rolled my eyes.

      “Good girl.”

      I waved him off as I entered the nail shop, so he sped away, with some gangbanger music blasting.

      Just two hours later, I was finished at the nail shop, and I even let them paint Island’s since she was crying for it. I really didn’t want to go home, especially because I wouldn’t have my baby to keep me entertained, so after dropping her at my mom’s, I rushed to my condo. I was going out with Nichole tonight.

      Once home, I made myself a snack then brushed my teeth. I took a shower and then tied my hair up until later.

      Annoying ass Belly of course texted me, checking up, and I told him I was relaxing at home. I spread lotion on my body then threw on some panties and a bra before lying out on my huge bed to chill for a little bit.

      I dozed off for about half an hour, and when I got up, I saw I had a text from Nichole asking if I was still going. I told her yes, then replied to Belly’s text asking what I was doing now.

      “Lying down, nigga.” I read my reply to him out loud before laughing at the fact that I was lying. I would just be home by 11 p.m., which was when he’d probably get here since his training wasn’t over until 9 p.m., and he’d have to go home to shower and such.

      I chuckled a little more, placing my iPhone down onto my bed, and swung my feet off. Hopping down, I felt someone grab my ankle.

      “Ah!” I screamed loudly, trying to get my ankle loose, but it was to no avail. Before I could say another word, Belly’s upper body emerged from under my bed, staring up at me with a blank expression.

      “Where the fuck you going?”

      “How long have you been under there! And I thought you were going to training! You liar!”

      Coming from under my bed like the psycho he was, he replied, “Dropped by on yo’ ass and saw you knocked with ya clothes and shit laid out like you was about to go somewhere.” He sat on the edge of my bed, clasping his hands together. He was so fine. “Where you going, Blaise?”

      “Nowhere.” I pouted.

      “Put that dress back up and come lie down.”

      Sadly, I grabbed the dress and hung it back up in my walk-in closet, then came over to the bed where he was. We lied down together, and he hugged me from behind as I cut the TV on.

      “Don’t kiss on me,” I joked.

      “Aye, in a second, my muthafuckin’ feelings gon’ be hurt. I know I eat yo’ pussy better than that bitch Nichole.”

      “She has never eaten me out!” I laughed, turning my head some to look into his handsome face. “And I’m kidding, baby. I love spending time with you.”

      I turned back toward the TV, and Belly began rubbing all over my body since I was only in a bra and panties. I could feel both his abs and dick prodding me.

      “You need to start wearing granny panties to the club and not this sexy shit.” He put me onto my back and got between my legs as I snickered.

      “Okay.”

      I was smiling hard before our lips came together, and his hands started to yank down my panties.

      Rubbing between my legs, getting me even wetter than that kiss had, he whispered, “I wanna tell you some shit before we fuck, because yo’ ass is gon’ fall asleep after.”

      “What?” I panted because he was still moving his fingers around my clit slowly.

      “I love you.”

      He plunged them inside of me at the same time he’d delivered his confession, sucking my lips in the process. As I got ready to cum, I squeezed hard on his biceps, thanking God I wasn’t the only one in love, because I surely thought I was.
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      “Fuck!” I grunted, nutting so hard into the condom, my ass cheeks squeezed together and clamped the sheets.

      Swan had been riding me, and like always, she made a nigga bust the hardest; her and this one hooker I found on the streets of Miami a couple months ago.

      Swan climbed off of me and hurried to the bathroom like always to clean herself up. When she came out, she tied her robe around her sexy ass body, then began brushing her hair and touching up her makeup.

      I watched her for a little bit, and she noticed, so she looked my way.

      “Did I do something wrong?” she quizzed.

      “Not at all. Never. How you just be ready to move so quickly though? I be having to catch my breath and shit.” I removed the condom, flushing it in the open door bathroom.

      “I’m used to it, I guess. But you always wear me out.”

      I nodded, licking my lips and walking over to her at the vanity she was seated at.

      “Let’s go again. You know I’ll pay.” Her smile faded as we looked one another in the eyes through the mirror. “What?”

      “I have an appointment in twenty minutes, Will. I can’t.”

      “An appointment?”

      “Yes. I’ve been specially requested, and he’s going to pay me a lot of money, so I can’t. I can see you tomorrow though, and we can do whatever for however long you want, baby.”

      “Nah, I want it tonight, Swan.”

      “I can’t.”

      “I been coming here for years, and some new nigga is more important than me? That’s what you’re saying?”

      “No, no, of course not. It’s just… this is a job for me, Will. I have to pay my bills, and he already scheduled…”

      “Fine. Fuck it.”

      I went to grab up my clothes as Swan watched me. I was mad as hell. I’d become possessive as fuck of Swan, and right now, she had me ready to strangle her.

      “You have a girlfriend, Will. That’s who you can control, not me. You come here, you fuck me, and then we don’t talk again until you come back for more. Stop all this.” Without another word, she yanked the bedroom door open and switched out.

      I plopped down onto the bed and sighed, trying to calm myself down for a little bit. I went to clean my dick and hands, then finished getting dressed before leaving the brothel.

      I saw on social media that Priscilla had a showcase tonight, so I decided to go see it. It was in this building over in West Hollywood, and since they knew me around the city, I had no issues entering without a ticket.

      The show had already started, so I sunk down into my seat to enjoy it. I loved the way Priscilla moved, and I hated to say she was much better than Dionne. Dionne was dope, no doubt, but the passion in Priscilla’s moves was much greater.

      The show was over about an hour later, and I gained access backstage using my name. They assumed I was here to take photos, despite me having no gear. Just as I was about to approach Priscilla, I saw Rafi appear and hand her a bouquet of flowers. He said something to her as he pushed a few hairs out of her face, and once they kissed, I turned right around and dipped.

      The fact that two women who weren’t Dionne had me experiencing envy, made me feel like shit, so I texted my girl to come through, then rushed home, picking up some roses on the way.

      Once at the crib, I took a hot shower and whipped up the only dish I could cook: pasta. By the time I’d turned the burner off, Dionne was using her key to enter, and she tossed them across my kitchen counter when she came in.

      “Sit down, baby.” I smiled down at her, and after frowning for a little bit, she returned the expression.

      “What’s this for?” She took the roses I’d given her.

      “Just wanted to do something nice for you. I haven’t been the greatest boyfriend. I wanna make sure I keep you happy.”

      “Well I appreciate that.”

      I piled our plates up, then set them down before pulling the cork out of some wine. Over dinner, I let Dionne just talk to me, something I missed. That was one thing that attracted me to her; the fact that she could talk a lot.

      I knew most niggas found it annoying, but I liked women who could speak continuously without me having to probe them constantly for a word or two. There was never an awkward silence with Dionne, which I appreciated.

      After dinner, we retired to my bedroom, and watching her undress had me licking my lips. My dick wasn’t hard, but I was liking what I saw. Dionne’s body was the truth, and her pussy was good as shit.

      “Come here.” I waved her over once she was only in her panties.

      Slowly, she walked to me, letting her hair down, before straddling my lap. The room was dark, and I was getting in the mood, but I needed a little extra to get my dick going.

      “I missed this, Will.”

      Gripping her ass in her thong, I whispered, “Let’s role play.”

      “Umm… okay.”

      “I want you to be a working girl, and I’m a customer.”

      Dionne’s eyes searched mine as she sat in my lap, and then she nodded with a smile, tossing her hair.

      “Okay. What can I do for you tonight, sir?”

      “First off, how much for the works?”

      “Free, because I kind of like you,” she purred, kissing on my neck. Her answer annoyed me because it wasn’t right. I was trying to get in the mood to fuck her, and she was ruining the shit.

      “Nah, you need to have a price.” I yanked her head from my neck so she’d stop gnawing on me. She had a worried look on her face, so I rubbed her back to soothe her, which seemed to work.

      “O—okay. It’s $600.”

      “That’s too much. This is your livelihood, and you’re a simple streetwalker. I hunted you down, and now you just wanna please me.”

      “Will, can’t we just have sex?”

      “How much?”

      She was silent for a moment but then answered, “I think $150 is good.”

      “Aight. I’m sold. Get to work.”

      Dionne looked like she didn’t know what to do next, but began helping me out of my hoodie anyway. My shirt came off next, and once she had my jeans open, I put her on her back.

      “Will—”

      “You’re happy to end the night with me?” I removed my bottoms. “You been with other niggas all day.”

      I got between her legs and began sucking her nipples.

      “Yes,” she replied dryly.

      “Make me believe it.”

      “Yes, I’m so happy to end the night with you. Today has been pretty long.”

      “How many today?” I began kissing down her flat stomach, admiring her vanilla complexion.

      “Will, I don’t like this.”

      “Dionne, just go with it.”

      “No, this is weird. I don’t like it. And why do you want me to pretend to be a hoe? What about a nurse? Or hell, even a stripper, but this? I don’t want to.”

      She sat up, but I pushed her back down roughly.

      “Answer the question I asked you,” I hissed.

      “Move! Get off me!”

      We tussled for a little bit until she started to cry because I guess she was afraid and I was overpowering her, so I snapped out of it, releasing her wrists. She flew out of the bed like a bat out of hell, snatching up her clothes, then rushing to the living room. I followed her, seeing her get dressed with the quickness.

      “Dionne, baby, come back. I’m sorry.”

      “No,” she whimpered, picking up her keys and purse. “I don’t know if you’re drunk or what but—”

      “I’m not drunk. I just wanted to have some fun. Come here.”

      She watched me with wide eyes but let me take her back to the bedroom. I wasn’t in the mood to fuck anyway, so we just got under the covers, and I held her.

      This addiction was fucking ruining me, but I didn’t see myself stopping anytime soon. For now, I would continue to juggle both lives a little better.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Maia Broderick

          

          The next afternoon…

        

      

    

    
      The last time I slept with Belly was a little minute ago, and only two weeks later, I found out I was pregnant. The condom had broken, but since that’d happened before, we thought nothing of it.

      I’d been laying low, not vying for his attention too much, because I knew now that I had him for life. I was going to be the one out of us that had his baby and make him shape up. Kharla, Sienna, Cadence, and Blaise would be devastated by the news, especially once Belly dropped them all to be a family with me.

      He cared for me the most, and that was why I was sure he treated me the best. The times we spent together, he always made me feel special and beautiful. He was the love of my life. And now, I was having his baby.

      I know what you’re thinking, and yes, this is definitely his child. I hadn’t been with another man since I met Belly years ago, and I hadn’t wanted to. Despite him having other women, he never made me feel like I was less important to him.

      I admit, however, that he was up Blaise’s ass a little more than usual, because she seemed to be with him all of the time. She’d been hogging him, but when he found out about this baby, that would be over with.

      I had a doctor’s appointment later, but I decided I would tell Belly about the baby now. I didn’t want the other girls knowing until I had a belly because I knew that would kill them hoes.

      “What?” Belly answered the phone.

      “Hi, can you talk? It’s important.”

      “Talk.”

      I took a deep breath and asked, “So you know the last time we made love?”

      “You mean I fucked you slowly. But get to the point, Maia. I got shit to do.”

      “Well, we made a baby, and I’m going to keep it. I know you call yourself being in a relationship.” I rolled my eyes. They wouldn’t last. “But you need to be a father.”

      “I haven’t fucked you in a minute.”

      “Yeah, I’ve been pregnant for a little while now, Cortez. I’m a nice ways along.”

      “Why the fuck you just now mentioning this shit to me? You on some weird shit right now, you know that?”

      “Don’t even go there. I am pregnant by you. I haven’t fucked anyone in the past year and a half but you!”

      “Lower yo’ fucking voice, Maia,” he replied sternly, and I did so. “I ain’t say you fucked somebody else. I said you on some weirdo shit.”

      “Well, I was laying low because you stress me out sometimes, and I wanted to make sure the baby was safe. I couldn’t be dealing with you and you spending time with other women while I’m pregnant.”

      “Aight. Thanks for telling me. Anything else?”

      “Don’t you want to meet up and talk? Discuss our family?”

      He chuckled a little bit, which I found to be odd.

      “I honestly hope you didn’t hit me with this shit thinking I’m about to be with yo’ ass on some exclusive shit.”

      “Why wouldn’t you want to be in your child’s life!” I was furious at his remark.

      “I will be, but you ain’t about to be my bitch.”

      “We’ve been together for a while now, but all of a sudden, I’m not good enough to be with you?”

      “Didn’t say you weren’t good enough. I just don’t wanna be with yo’ ass. I want the girl I’m with. And we ain’t been shit for years. I fucked you, ate with you occasionally, and let you roll out with me a few times; nothing more.”

      “Cortez,” I whimpered.

      “I’ll hit you later or some shit. But aye, Maia, remember the shit I tell you; just ’cause you got my fucking baby growing inside of you don’t mean I’m gon’ be with yo’ ass.”

      Before I could respond, he hung up.

      I got myself together and headed to my doctor’s appointment. Maybe seeing my baby for the first time would make me feel better. I knew I should have been gone, but I’d been busy as hell lately with my ever-growing YouTube Channel. It was a blessing though.

      As soon as I got to the doctor, they ran some tests and had a look at my little angel. I was happy when my doctor confirmed my pregnancy, despite me having known for a while.

      “Okay.” My doctor returned, closing the room door. He opened his file folder and then sat down on the circular stool. “Miss Broderick, unfortunately, this pregnancy is ectopic. That explains the pain you’ve been having.”

      “What?”

      “What that means is, the baby is growing outside of the uterus, and it can’t survive that way.”

      “So how do we fix it?”

      “Well.” He sighed. “We have to go in and terminate the pregnancy. Now I have an open schedule, so I’m willing to handle it today.”

      “No, no, I’m not terminating the baby.”

      “Miss Broderick, you have to. There is no other option. The baby will not survive, and neither will you if you allow this to progress.”

      “I need time to think.” I began to cry.

      “We don’t have time. You’re in your seventh week of pregnancy, which is extremely late. I wished you’d have come to me earlier, and we could have gotten rid of it in an easier way.”

      Placing my hand over my abdomen, I was speechless…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Belly

          

        

      

    

    
      One week later…

      Maia: So you’re still gonna be with Blaise? You’re not gonna be with the mother of your child? I love you.

      Me: Stop hitting me with this bullshit. Like I said, I’m gon’ take care of my kid but I’m not fucking with you on that tip.

      I pocketed my iPhone, just as my manager approached along with a fleet of reporters. My upcoming boxing opponent, Sully Pax, was headed this way as well with his entourage.

      Like me, he was undefeated, and really thought he was about to take me down as well. He was a brawler boxer, so he was big and slow, but he hit hard as shit. I was a boxer-puncher mixed with an out-fighter, so I hit fast as fuck and at close range, but I could also do long range hits, which eventually wore my opponents down, giving me the ability to come in close and take them out.

      Brawlers were my favorite to fight because most of the times, them niggas lacked mobility, so it was easy to get multiple hits in on their asses. The only downside was if they got one good one in on you, they could potentially knock yo’ ass out.

      “Cortez Khalil.” Sully smirked. “You ready to finally lose?”

      “Nah, just ready to beat yo’ ass. It’ll be a piece of muthafuckin’ cake.” Turning to look over the crowd of reporters recording and taking pictures, I yelled, “Aye, if any of y’all know someone else I can fight immediately after this nigga, let me know. I need a real challenge.”

      The crowd made noises in response, as Sully laughed, nodding his head.

      “As cocky as you are, Khalil, it’s gonna make knocking you out much sweeter than usual.”

      “Won’t happen. Enjoy these last few days with that title, Sully. And if you can, try to make the shit hard for me.”

      The reporters began asking us question after question, as the photographers snapped photos. About an hour later, we could bounce, and that’s just what I did.

      On my way home, I saw Sienna was calling me, but I ignored the shit. Hopefully, after a while, all of these hoes would leave me the fuck alone, with the exception of Maia, since she was pregnant.

      I didn’t know how Blaise was gon’ deal with this shit, but it happened before her and I became official and shit, so she had to forgive me. I hoped she did.

      A text from Sienna popped up, and when I read it, I shook my head.

      Sienna: How could you? I’m buying a gun and I’m killing myself, Cortez.

      She always did this shit. If I didn’t talk to her for a minute, she would threaten to off herself. Usually, I’d dick her down, tell her some good shit, and she’d be good, but that wasn’t available to her ass no more.

      Pulling over, I dialed her up.

      “Hello?”

      “What the fuck is wrong with you, Sienna? If you kill yo’ self, you better make sure the shit goes through, or I’m gon’ murk yo’ ass myself for trying that dumb shit.”

      “You got her pregnant?” she sobbed.

      “Who?” There was no way she knew about Maia, so I was confused.

      “Maia! She posted on her story, a positive pregnancy test!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Priscilla

          

          Same exact day and time… different part of Los Angeles…

        

      

    

    
      “So you’re back together with him?” Blaise sighed into the phone.

      “Not really. He’s trying to convince me to, and I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t working.”

      “Well, if you love him that much, go for it. But maybe make sure he knows you want things to be different.”

      “Oh, definitely. But I will see you tomorrow for our workout. I’m about to look over the photos from my dancing.”

      “Okay, see you later.”

      Hanging up, I slipped my phone into my pocket and headed inside of Will’s picture studio. The bell over the door rang as soon as I stepped in, and a few moments later, Will emerged from the back. He looked nice as usual, and his curls were extra shiny right along with his light skin.

      “Hey, so you can come back here to see everything,” he greeted me. “Did you want some water or something?”

      “No, I’m okay.”

      His studio was nice, and so was the back area. We sat down at a table, and he brought out his computer before pulling the images up on them. They looked so nice, and the angles he’d captured them from made each dance move look one hundred times better than it probably did in real life.

      “What you think?”

      “This is really good. I got the video by email already. Thank you for chopping some parts up for me to post on social media.” I handed him my drive, so he plugged it up to transfer the large folder containing everything.

      “No problem. I went to your dance show.”

      “You did? I didn’t even see you.”

      “Yeah, I came back stage to say what’s up, but you were a little occupied, so I ain’t wanna bother you.”

      “You sound a little jealous.” I chuckled, but he didn’t.

      “Nah, but I thought he was with somebody else now, so that caught me off guard seeing y’all kiss.”

      “Oh, that’s a publicity stunt with him and her. Plus, he and I are figuring things out, that’s all.”

      “Aight. Well everything is on here.” He unplugged my drive and handed it over to me.

      “Thank you.”

      We both stood up at the same time and were way too close for comfort. Before I knew it, our lips were locked, and he was placing me up on the counter behind us.

      His hands were going up my skirt, so I slipped my hand down to unbuckle his jeans. I let him get my panties off and watched as he removed a condom from his wallet.

      Reaching down into his boxers, I was surprised to feel his dick was soft as a worm. I was incredibly embarrassed at the moment. Rafi would have been so hard by this time that it would feel like a brick.

      “Uh, just… let’s keep going.” He leaned to kiss me, and I let him, but by this time, my lust had died, and I was coming to my senses.

      “Will, Will, stop. I can’t do this, and clearly I’m not that attractive to you anyway.” I hopped down and grabbed my thong from the chair I’d been sitting in prior.

      “Nah, it’s not even like that. I’m attracted to you.” He started to kiss on my neck from behind, and still as his pelvis rested against my ass, I could tell he was flaccid below.

      “Stop. I shouldn’t be doing this anyway. I barely know you, you have a girlfriend who I like, I’m trying to work things out with my children’s father… just no.” I nudged him off and then shoved my drive into my purse.

      Although I was happy his inability to get hard stopped me from making a stupid in the moment mistake, I was still feeling some type of way about me not turning him on.

      “Priscilla!” he yelled my name as I left out.

      Without looking back, I headed outside and to my car.

      From now on, I would have no more dealings with Will Dade.
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          15 minutes earlier…

        

      

    

    
      Getting off the phone with Priscilla, I entered the Marmalade Cafe in El Segundo, where I was meeting Nichole and Izzy for lunch. I knew Belly would never find out about this lunch date, so I went. Plus, I missed Izzy, and I knew Nichole was pissed at me for flaking on her club appearance. For some reason, I felt bad.

      “Blaise!” Izzy greeted me with a big smile like always. “I missed you!”

      “I missed you too.” I hugged her. Nichole rolled her eyes, making me laugh. I knew she hated that her baby sister fawned over me. Hell, I’d hate it too. Nichole was rude as hell to her though, so of course she didn’t cling to her.

      “Hey.” I gave Nichole a dry wave then sat down.

      We ordered some drinks and chatted a little bit while looking over the menu. Once we put in our orders for food and appetizers, I took a nice long sip of juice.

      “So I have something to tell you, Blaise, and I don’t want you to be mad at me for waiting so long.”

      “What is it?”

      “I went to a party, like an intimate kickback at the SLS Hotel some time ago. And when I came into the hotel suite, I saw Belly and that Cadence girl coming out of the bedroom together. Her hair was slightly disheveled, and it was obvious they’d had sex.”

      “And you waited until now, why?” I sat back and folded my arms.

      “Because I knew you’d be hurt, and I didn’t want to break your heart. But they fucked, Blaise, and I believe he’s still smashing everyone in his little harem. I mean, they’re still loving on him, so they must get some attention.”

      I chuckled.

      “Nichole, please. You don’t give a fuck about me. You’re the same bitch that tried to fuck Belly when we went to Las Vegas that time, knowing he was interested in me. You probably made this up to break us apart.”

      “Blaise, no. I know you like him a lot and want to be with him, but he cheated on you and probably still is.”

      “Okay, I’m leaving.” I stood up, finishing off my juice and grabbing my purse.

      “So you’re gonna let him do you how Five-Star did? While you were working, your man was fucking one of his main hoes—”

      WHAM!

      I punched Nichole dead in her face, sending her flying backward and out of her chair. I didn’t trust her ass for shit, so I didn’t know why she thought I’d believe this little lie she’d made up. A real friend would have told me right away, had it been true, not waited forever.

      I left out, ignoring Izzy calling my name and all the ruckus going on behind me because I’d hit Nichole.

      I texted Belly to see if he was home. He said he was and that I could come over. I couldn’t wait to tell him what she’d said, so I floored it out of the parking lot and to his home in Inglewood.

      “You aight?” he answered the door.

      He was in boxers, gray sweats, socks, corduroy slippers, and no shirt. He was for a sure an LA hood nigga; this was their uniform. He probably couldn’t wait to get out of that suit he’d worn for that press meeting with Sully a little bit ago.

      “Yes.” I leaned my head back for a kiss before entering Belly’s home further. Dropping my purse, I said, “Can you believe Nichole invited me out to lunch just to try and convince me you were cheating on me? Well had cheated.”

      “What she say?” He frowned.

      “That she saw you at the SLS Hotel, at a kickback ordeal, and that you were coming out of the bedroom with Cadence.”

      Belly inhaled sharply and then ran his hand down his face before scratching his fresh fade. His muscular arms flexed, making his tattoos look like they were moving.

      “Blaise, it was one time, and it was the only time I fucked around. I haven’t—”

      “Wait.” I laughed. “Hold on. So Nichole was telling the truth?”

      “Yeah, but—”

      “Stop walking toward me. Don’t even try to touch me.” My body was shaking, and my heart was thumping seemingly out of my chest. All the rumors and bullshit that I’d ignored because of what he told me, when I should have been listening. Before I knew it, tears were spilling down my cheeks. No wonder he’d ‘fallen asleep’ on me.

      “Baby, I swear I haven’t done shit else, and it meant nothing to me. I was high and drunk as shit.”

      “So what!” I hollered through tears. He came closer, hugging me and kissing my neck while apologizing, but I was disgusted by him. “Get off of me, Cortez! Right now!” I pushed at his body, but it was similar to steel, making me feel captured.

      “Fuck!” he bellowed when I kneed him in the nuts.

      He still tried to hold onto me, but when I elbowed him in the face three hard ass times, he couldn’t help but to loosen his grip. I rushed out of his house, and he limped after me, blood spilling from his nose.

      “I’m not fucking with you anymore, so give it up!”

      I hopped into my car, quickly starting it as he got closer.

      “Blaise! Blaise, get out the fucking car!” he barked, punching my passenger window and shattering the glass all in the seat.

      I hit the accelerator with all of my strength, peeling off and not looking back. I didn’t slow up until I got to my own damn condo.

      After parking, I pulled my phone out and saw Izzy had sent me a direct message on social media. Since I felt kind of bad for leaving her there the way I had, I went to see what she’d said. There were no words though, only a picture of two pregnancy tests. When I looked up to see it was a screenshot of that girl Maia’s story, my heart sank. Belly supposedly hadn’t been with her in ages, but I didn’t believe shit he said anymore.

      Not able to take two things in one day, I dropped my phone into the passenger seat and just cried. My heart was aching, and for some reason, this felt worse than with Five-Star.

      Realizing I needed to be done with Belly entirely, I grabbed my phone back up to call the nearby clinic. I could barely look them up because Belly kept hitting my line.

      “The Hills Medical Solutions, this is Adah. How can I help you?”

      “Hi, yes, I’d like to schedule an appointment to terminate my pregnancy.”

      No way was I about to have yet another baby by an ain’t shit nigga…
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