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      Mulani

      POW!

      My little body froze, and I threw the jump rope down and ran inside of my house. Breathing heavily, I looked around for my daddy, and when I didn’t see him, I looked around for my mama. I was only seven years old, but I knew what gunshots sounded like. In my neighborhood, it was just as common as the morning chirps of the birds or the crickets that croaked from the tall grass. The only difference between this shot and the ones that I had heard in the streets was that it had come from my house.

      I frantically went from the living room, down the hallway that led to my mama and daddy’s room. It was quieter than normal. Almost like an eerily type quiet, and my house stayed jumping. My daddy was the dopeman, and he would serve the fiends all day long out our spot. He always said that he hated to trap where we lay, but that it was just a temporary means to a permanent situation. I didn’t know what he meant by that, but he always said that, one day, I would.

      Slowly, I inched towards their room, and just as I made it to the front of the doorway, my daddy stood there with a chrome-handled pistol in his hand. I looked up at him. His stone-faced expression confused me, but when I looked between him and the space in the door, I was able to see why I had heard that shot.

      I didn’t understand it, though, so once more, I looked up at my daddy, and when the tear that trickled down his face landed on mine, I began to cry. My little heartbeat seemed to stop and speed up with so much tension behind it that I felt sick to my stomach.

      I loved my daddy, and I loved my mama just as much, but I also thought that they loved each other. They were always so happy together; dancing around the house and always smiling in one another’s arms. They kissed and hugged so much, and late nights, I would hear so much noise coming from their room that sometimes it would be hard for me to sleep. My daddy told me that it was what grown folks did when they loved one another, so why would he do this?

      My mama lay there, her curly weave stuck to her wet face that was covered in what I knew was her blood. It was so much of it. So much that I instantly, and for the first time ever, became scared of my daddy. I panicked. I reached for the pistol that he barely held onto and was able to snatch it from his hand. I knew a little about guns, because whenever mama wasn’t around, daddy would show me how to use and shoot one.

      Mama was scared to death of guns, but daddy said that somebody needed to be able to protect us in case niggas wanted to try us, so I knew a little something. Only problem was, my target was always supposed to be the enemy and daddy said to never turn a gun on a man unless you had planned to use it.

      I didn’t want to, but I had to, so I did.

      POW! POW!

      “Mulannnnnni!”

      “Mulannnnni! Mulannni!” Asim called out, snapping me back into the present.

      I looked around and the whole damn block was out. Sucking my teeth, I ran my hands through my curly hair and gritted down. We were only seconds away when we got the call, but apparently, seconds too late. The shots were like echoes in my ear. That’s how close we were, but not fuckin’ close enough.

      Damn, not my bruh, I thought, as I took off running in his direction.

      Tyson, my big cousin, lay there bleeding to death, and muthafuckas was standing around staring at him like he was some slide show. I fell to my knees and gripped Tyson’s hand into my mine. Lightly, he tugged back at me, and his cocky ass had the nerve to smirk. I fought back the tears that I felt burning my eyes, as I watched him struggling to breathe. I hated for anyone to see me cry, even my own damn blood. I was taught to always remain strong, especially in the presence of many men, so I couldn’t let nobody see me flip out in the way that I wanted to.

      Looking around, I didn’t see my other cousin, Tyson’s brother, Dondrae, and I wondered where in the fuck he was. They were supposed to had made this pick-up together, and it seemed like Dondrae was always somewhere he wasn’t supposed to be.

      “Where the fuckin’ ambulance?” I yelled out, my voice shaky. “Did somebody at least call the damn ambulance?”

      “They on their way,” I heard Asim say, as he kneeled down next to me.

      His jaws twitched. He was angry, and his skin was red. He was trying to hold it together—like me. We were family. Tyson and Dondrae were my cousins. After daddy murdered my mama, I was sent to stay with my daddy’s brother, Rock.

      Rock got his name, because he was for real, for real about that work. He and Daddy didn’t play no games back in the day, and the shit didn’t change when I came to stay with him. He believed that every man had to work for whatever he wanted and needed, and that, just because I was a girl, it didn’t mean that I was allowed to slack. I had to get out there and hustle for mine as well.

      I was a dopegirl. I stayed in the streets with the fellas, and all I knew was trapping. I’m sure it wasn’t what Mama would’ve wanted, but Daddy was proud. As strange as it may sound, him being proud made me proud.

      Over the years, he and I had overcome our differences. He forgave me for putting a slug through his chest and almost killing him, and I had partially forgiven him for killing my damn mama. Not to sound cold-hearted or no shit like that, but when I finally came around and went to visit my daddy, which wasn’t until I was about eleven years old, he told me the truth, and I couldn’t even say that I blamedhim.

      Nobody had told me anything about what happened before that. I had heard stories in the streets and would even ask Uncle Rock, but he would always tell me that I needed to hear the real deal from Daddy.

      Mama, Myra’s her name, was just trifling, to say the least. My seven-year-old self back then had seen a few things, but considering Daddy had always told me to stay out of grown folks’ business, I never spoke on what I saw. To say the most, mama was fucking around with a local d-boy by the name of Capo and had put him on to Daddy and Rock just as they had come up on what was supposed to had changed our lives. Capo and his boys robbed my daddy ‘nem, but them niggas wasn’t slick enough to get away with it. When my daddy caught up to them, right before he put a bullet between Capo’s eyes, Capo told daddy that mama was the one that had to set the lick up, and that mama was carrying his child.

      Daddy said, after killing Capo, he had come home that day with a pregnancy test, and when mama pissed on the stick, and it came back positive, he popped her ass, too. Even after hearing the truth, I was still angry. Like I said, I loved my mama just as much as I loved my damn daddy. We were family and family was supposed to stick together no matter what, but since I had been in these streets myself, my perspective had changed a bit… well, shit, a whole lot. It was fucking cold out here.

      The streets was a grimy muthafucka and would eat you up and spit you the fuck out if you couldn’t handle it. Me, my cousins, and Asim were out here trying to get it, because Rock didn’t give us no handouts. We had to get out here and make our own name, and that shit was tough. The streets were a slick bitch, and if niggas weren’t aspiring rappers, they were aspiring trappers.

      It was either win-win or lose and go home, and that was only if you made it home. Fuck taking a loss. Anybody that took anything from us that didn’t belong to them, we got down on their ass with no questions asked. Now mama was from the streets, too, and that shit she did would get any bitch killed, so I no longer harbored any sympathy for her. I still loved her, but her death taught me a lot about these bitches—niggas, too. Dog eat dog world, and the dog trying to eat you just might be your blood. So, fuck it.

      “Mulani!” Asim snapped at me as he pulled at my shoulder.

      I blinked back and realized that I had zoned out again. The ambulance was there and working on Tyson. Just as they had loaded him onto the gurney and was rolling him toward the back of the bus, Dondrae came running through the crowd. His clothes were a mess, his muthafuckin’ pants still unzipped, and his eyes were red and low. I shook my head and sucked my teeth.

      This nigga.

      Pussy. That shit was going to be his downfall, but I guess it was just going to take time for him to learn that. Hell, we were all young. I was seventeen, Tyson, nineteen, Dondrae, twenty, and Asim was nineteen, too. For Dondrae to be oldest, that nigga had to be the slowest of us. I wanted to get in his ass, and I could tell that Asim did, too, but we didn’t have time for that. Not now. Tyson was fighting for his life, and for now, we had to be there for him.
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      Hours later, I found myself in my bedroom laid across the middle of the floor crying my eyes out. I had held it together for as long as I could, but after waiting for hours and hearing that Tyson was still in very critical condition, and that he might not make it, I stormed all the way home. I couldn’t take losing my bruh. The streets wouldn’t take losing Ty. He was well-respected. Shit, we all were, but there were always niggas out there that just couldn’t respect the hustle. I shook my head just thinking about how bad I was gonna snap if my bruh didn’t make it home. Shit, to be honest, they were getting this work regardless, but the consequences wasn’t gonna be nothing nice if Ty didn’t walk out that bitch alive.

      Bang! Bang! Bang!

      “Mulani, open the door!”

      I climbed off the floor and sat the pistol that I was holding onto on my dresser. Wiping my eyes, I dried my face with the back of my hand before I pulled the door to my bedroom open. On the other side, stood Asim. He’d come out of the clothes he was wearing earlier and was sporting a wife beater and some jogging pants. Unintentionally, or maybe it was intentional, my eyes shot down to the bulge in his pants, and I had to swallow back before I bit down on my lip. I referred to Asim as my brother the same as I referred to Dondrae and Tyson as my brothers, too, although they were my cousins, and Asim wasn’t even my blood. It was just like that with us.

      We grew up together, Asim right next door, but most times, up under the same roof. I was glad that I wasn’t kin to this nigga, ‘cause truth be told, I had stayed crushing on him, since the first time I had met him.

      His skin was a light brown, and he had the softest brown eyes. Asim was mixed with a wealth of shit, Jamaican, Puerto Rican, and Cuban, so the nigga had this curly ass hair that he either kept braided or pulled back into a ponytail. Tonight, it was braided, and damn, he looked good. His body stayed on point like he did time in the gym, but truthfully, he got his muscle off the strength of the streets. I was low-key in love with this fool, but he wasn’t feeling me like that. I guess since I didn’t wear booty shorts and tops that showcased the little ole’ bitty titties that I did have, he didn’t take me seriously.

      Asim was a quiet ass, observant ass nigga, but deadly when he had to be. He and I usually ran the streets together, mainly cause we clicked the most out of everybody, but when shit got too tough, he would just roll with Tyson, and they would wreak havoc together. For some reason, Rock and Daddy felt like I needed to be sheltered from certain things, fearing that it would make me too cold, but it was too late for that. My heart had already turned brick the day I saw mama lying in a pool of blood caused by the same nigga that I loved until the death of me.

      Being in the streets had turned me even colder, but fuck it. I wasn’t crying about it, so neither should they. It had been a while since I’d caught a body, and Tyson being on his death bed was the perfect opportunity to scratch that itch I had been having.

      “What’s up?” I said to Asim when I caught the way he looked at the pistol that sat on my dresser.

      He shrugged as he brushed past me and stepped into my bedroom. Being that I hadn’t hit the age of eighteen yet, I still lived at home with Rock while Tyson and Dondrae had a place out North. Rock’s overprotective ass wasn’t ready to let me go, and plus, I knew how Daddy felt about me being on my own too soon. They were too scared for a nigga to get close to me, and for me to turn into some naïve ditsy ass chick, but if I couldn’t be with Asim, I wasn’t trying to be with no one, so none of that shit even mattered.

      “Why you ain’t answering the phone?” Asim asked, as he looked around.

      He walked over to the dresser and snatched up the tool, and I frowned at him as he placed it behind his back.

      “Just chillin’…any updates since I left?”

      “Nah, he still in surgery. Rock sent me over here to check on you. Wanted to make sure you was good. What’s up with the gun and shit, though? What you got on your mind?”

      “You serious?” I asked, as I crossed my arms over my chest and stared at him.

      “What you mean am I serious? Hell, yea. You already know that me and Drae gonna handle this shit, ma’. You just need to chill and get your head straight,” Asim said, as he sighed and fell down onto mybed.

      He dropped his head into his hands, and I inched towards him before I backed up and sighed, too. Asim always had me feeling shit that I wasn't too particularly happy about feeling. My body would heat up when he was around, and I would sweat out of embarrassment, especially when I felt myself getting wet between my legs. It was just crazy what this boy did to me, and he never even noticed.

      “I cried, so you might as well, too,” I said and felt tears stinging my eyes again. Asim sighed once more before looking up at me. He smirked and shook his head.

      “You cried?” he chuckled. “I thought you was scared of tears.”

      “Fuck you, A. Not gonna act like I'm not a little scared.”

      “I am, too. Ty is my brother,” Asim said, and I could tell that he was getting a little choked up. I wanted to get at these niggas so bad that had done this shit. I hated what it was doing to us. “Found out that it was the East Side niggas again. They just won’t quit.”

      “I figured it was them. Fuck that! We need to go find them niggas and put an end to that shit once and for all. They gotta know we not playing with them,” I said, getting choked up. I took in a deep breath and let it out before I rushed towards Asim. “Give me my shit.”

      “I’m not giving you nothing. You need to chill, man. I told you, me and Drae gonna handle this shit, and that’s my word,” Asim said, before he stood up, towering over me. He stared down at me before he pulled me into his chest and wrapped his arms around me. Suddenly, I felt safe and like nothing else even mattered at that moment.

      “I just don’t want him to die,” I said, quietly, and Asim rubbed his hand down the side of my face. I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. I could feel Asim breathing hard against my face before I suddenly felt his lips on mine.

      I damn near passed out, but Asim’s tongue sliding into my mouth made me freeze. He picked me up and started kissing me with so much passion, I had to open my eyes to see if it was real.

      “Damn, I been wanting to do this for so long now,” he said against my mouth. I bit down on my bottom lip with my forehead planted against his.

      “What took you so long?” I asked him, and he led me to my bed and laid me across it. It was small, but Asim made it work. When he climbed on top of me, my heart seemed to rise and get caught in my throat. I swallowed back, trying to rid myself of my nervousness. I had never done this before, and I didn’t think that I would ever give up my virginity being that I never thought Asim would give me a chance. I loved him already—so I knew this was about to be dope.

      “Didn’t think you was ready for me. Fucking with a nigga like me will change your whole life,” Asim said, and I laughed at his corny ass.

      “But you know, I ain’t never done this before,” I told him, and he frowned.

      “Word, you a virgin, ma. But I guess I’m not surprised since I low-key thought you liked the same shit I liked. Damn, you sure you wanna take it there with a nigga? Not trying to pressure you into doing anything. It was just something about tonight—“

      I leaned forward and kissed Asim’s lips to shut him up. Hell yea, I wanted to do it. That was all I ever thought about when I wasn’t riding shotgun and making plays with that nigga.

      “I’ve always wanted to do this—with you, and only you,” I said quietly to Asim.

      He looked down at me and into my eyes before he greedily kissed my lips. My heart thumped frantically against my chest, but I was more than ready for what was next. Asim took his time and removed my shirt, my pants, and then my underwear. After that, he stood to his feet and got completely naked himself. His dick was red and thick, resembling that of a mushroom. It stood at attention, and I could see tiny little veins that decorated his skin.

      “Lay back and relax,” he told me, just as he climbed between my legs.

      Laying back on my bed, I looked toward the ceiling with my hands resting on my stomach.

      “Shit,” I cursed when Asim’s body touched mine.

      “Calm down,” he laughed before he began to kiss on my little ass titties, causing a chill to run down my spine. My back arched, and my mouth dropped open once Asim took his hand and began to toy with the button between my legs. I could feel a gush flow, and I moaned out as pleasure took over my body.

      “Feels good,” I said, barely above a whisper.

      “You sure you ready for this, ma?” Asim asked me, and I nodded.

      He went back to kiss on my breasts and then my neck, lips, and back to my breasts again. Just as I was enjoying every bit of his touch, I felt the tip of his dick at my opening. Slowly, he pushed himself inside of me, and I bit down on my bottom lip to keep from hollering out in pain. It felt like my skin was being separated with force, but the tomboy in me had to keep it gangsta. I bit back the tears and took in a few deep breaths.

      “You okay?” Asim asked me, but I was afraid that, if I tried to talk, nothing would come out.

      “Wrap your arms around me, dig your fingernails into my back if you need to,” Asim told me, and I did just as he said while he continued to work himself into the tight space between my legs.

      “Fuck,” I said unable to hold back. “Shit.”

      “Ahhh…damn,” Asim said into my ear.

      He brought his hands up to each side of my face and looked down at me. I stared into his eyes and then quickly shut them back before an involuntary tear slipped from my eyes. The pain had quickly turned into pleasure, and I was feeling like nothing else in the world mattered. I couldn’t believe that this was happening to me. Like a dream come true. I was making love to Asim, and he to me.

      “So, this is… this is what it’s like, huh?” I said to Asim through breaths.

      “What?” he said before he stopped in between strokes.

      “For a girl to make love to her first love?”

      “You love me?”

      “Yea, I do. I always have,” I said, and Asim bit down on his bottom lip.

      “I never knew until now…but I love you, too,” Asim said.
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      2 Years Later…

      Versace, Versace, I love it, Versace the top of my Audi

      My plug, he John Gotti, he give me the dozen, I know that they're mighty

      The club was packed from wall to wall. The red lights flickered repeatedly catching different faces each time they lit up. Dope boys and their chicks were deep in this thang. Some iced-out, cause they really had them d-boy pockets, while some was low key with it or wasn't really getting that cake. The DJ had the crowd live as hell playing the trap record Versace from the Migos. The scene was thick, laid back, but jumping at the same damn time. Drinks were being passed around followed by Backwoods filled with purple making it easy to be able to tell who was the pill poppers and the lean heads. They were the ones chilled out and leaned up against the wall.

      “Bitch, if you don't come on and stop acting like you ain't never been nowhere before,” Octavia yelled over the loud music.

      I looked at her, my eyes landing on her chocolate, round face that seemed to be fuller due to the bob that fell just to her neck. Running my eyes over her thick frame, the red Gucci dress she wore seemed to be painted on, it was so tight. Shit looked good, though.

      Octavia—we called her Tavia, was a natural baddie and had the type of looks and body that half these bitches in here paid to have. She was what the hood considered a dime piece, and she belonged to my cousin Dondrae. She was the only chick that was able to get that nigga to change his hoeish ways, and just looking at her, a bitch could see why. Not only that, but Octavia was a rider for real. She was the type to let you know you was wrong, make you pay for your mistakes, and then hold you down in the end. Since she’d been around, she'd become like a sister to me.

      “She looks nervous and uncomfortable. You know Mulani probably sweating buckets since she couldn't bring that damn gun in here,” Asha yelled to Octavia, but I heard her little short ass as she took the steps that led to the VIP section.

      She glanced in my direction, and I rolled my eyes and tossed her the finger. Her light bright skin turned red, and she laughed before moving her bangs from her face and tossing her hips from side to side. Asha had on a full-body cat suit that outlined her tiny waist and had her looking thicker than a Snicker. The black heels she wore made her a good three inches taller than her four-and-a-half-foot frame.

      Asha and Octavia were the only bitches in the United States of America that I rocked with—the only. Asha was my other cousin Tyson’s chick, and although she was small as hell, she was the strongest chick I knew. After them niggas got at Tyson a couple of years back, Asha had stayed by his side and never once folded. They talked about how they wanted what me and Asim had, but secretly, I wanted Asha and Tyson’s shit.

      Damn, Asim; I thought for a second and smiled. Asim was my baby. We were two years strong into this shit, and I was loving every minute of it. Ever since the night he had taken my virginity, we had been stuck together like glue. We hid our relationship from everybody for about six months, but after we got caught fuckin’ in my bedroom one day when Uncle Rock had taken Tyson to therapy, the cat had been let out the bag and we were unstoppable. At first, that shit was hard because my uncle them were so overprotective over me, but once they realized that Asim and I were attached to one another, they finally accepted it.

      Since then, we were all over the streets getting this shmoney and ruling shit with an iron fuckin’ fist. The hood’s Bonnie and Clyde was what the streets was calling us, and I was sure that, pretty soon, once we got married, we would be the King and Queen of Dallas. These bitches out here hated what Asim and I represented while niggas was wishing that they had a little Trap Queen like me. I rode hard just like one of the niggas, down for whatever, whenever. I stayed in the trap long hours, made drops, water whipping… shit the whole nine, but at the end of the day, I fucked and sucked Asim like the porn star he had taught me to be.

      Just thinking about how in love I was with that nigga had my toes curling in these uncomfortable ass wedges. My heart fluttered causing the little butterflies to dance around in my stomach like they always did whenever I thought about what the two of us had. He was everything to me and had brightened my life on my darkest of days. My first of everything and the muthafuckin’ king of my world. I was smitten behind that nigga like Octavia them would say, but it was a great feeling and one that I would never try and hide.

      Bitches ain’t shit, and they ain’t sayin nothing. A hundred motherfuckers can’t tell me nothing. I beez in the trap, bee, beez in the trap.

      Nicki Minaj’s Beez in the Trap came on, and I bobbed my head while still trying to make my way through the thick ass crowd. I was right on Octavia and Asha’s heels careful not to bump into anybody knowing my attitude was not for nothing.

      When I looked up from where I was, I could see my cousin Tyson with his wheelchair parked at the railing that had him positioned to look over the club. Him being paralyzed from the waist down had us all depressed as hell for the longest, especially Dondrae. Tyson had told us all not to worry, because although the prognosis was that he would more than likely never walk again, he felt in his heart that he would. He spent plenty of time and money in therapy working on his strength, and Asha would always be right there encouraging him, and half the time, exercising right along with him.

      Man, I swear that girl was dope. Most bitches would bounce under that type of pressure, but not once did she ever think about leaving her man’s side, and I loved her ass for that. I knew that Tyson did, too.

      “The fuck?” I said once we cleared the crowd and could clearly see the fellas right in front of us. I sucked my teeth, kicked off these damn wedges, and rushed past Asha and Octavia headed straight for Asim. The nerve of this nigga, I thought to myself, and before I knew it, I had grabbed a bottle from the table and smashed it across this bitch’s head that was sitting in my nigga’s lap. A bitch that wasn’t one of the dancers that worked up in here.

      I was ready to body this bitch. All I could see was her head at my feet as I punched her in her face and wrapped my hand around her throat. It wasn’t long before I recognized the hoe to be this chick from the hood named Naima, a bitch that I had warned before about being in my nigga’s face. That alone made me even angrier, because that only meant she wanted to test my gangsta.

      “Bae… bae… bae!” Asim said to me.

      He had a tight grip around my waist trying to pull me away, but the disrespect I felt had me heated inside. I didn’t fuck with nobody, and I mean absolutely nobody, so I didn’t appreciate a muthafucka fucking with me. Don’t touch me, my family, and definitely, don’t touch my nigga. Bitches knew that shit. Naima knew that, because I had told her ass one too many times, but I guess this was one hoe that didn’t value her life.

      “Let me go! Let me go!” I screamed as Asim pulled me away. I flailed around in his arms when he picked me up, and I brought my foot up to clock that black ass bitch Naima in her nose. She stumbled back, and I bit down on my lip, satisfied that I’d fucked her up real good. “Put me down, Asim! Put me the fuck down!”

      “Calm your ass down! Calm down, now!” he roared, as he carried me away and towards the restrooms. With me in his arms, he pushed his way through the thick crowd and stormed through the women’s restroom before placing me on the floor. I watched in anger as he checked every stall to make sure it was empty before he turned around and went to lock the door. Before he could even secure the lock, I was on his ass, hitting him with every blow that he had kept me from giving to Naima.

      “You fucking that bitch?” I asked him, as I socked him in the back of his head.

      I brought my hands up and pushed him, mad that I wasn’t strong enough to do him any harm. When he turned around to face me, he caught my hand midair and bit down on his bottom lip while staring atme.

      Ughhhh, his sexy ass is about to play me, I thought to myself as Asim tightened the grip he had around my arm and slammed me against the sink. I flinched at the pain in my back and tried to pull my arm away from him. When he held onto me that tightly, it took everything in me not to cry out.

      “The fuck I tell you about that dumb ass shit!”

      “The fuck I tell you about that bitch? Is you fucking her… you fucking her, Asim?” I yelled back at him, and once again tried to get loose.

      He tightened his grip even more and tears stung the corners of my eyes. I gritted down on my teeth and refused to look at him. I felt in my heart that this nigga was giving that hoe my dick, and I wanted her blood for it. I had never done anything to betray Asim. Had been loyal to him even before we became one. It was always about him—and this was how this nigga do me.

      “Damn, baby, you look good as fuck,” he said, while looking me up and down. He licked his lips, and I frowned at him trying my hardest not to be taken down a couple of notches by this fool. His Acqua Di GIO cologne infiltrated my nostrils and caused my pussy to flutter. I sighed and stared into Asim’s brown eyes. They were low, his pupils dilated, his curly hair pulled back into a ponytail.

      Dressed in an all-white Versace shirt and white Robins Jeans, Asim stood in front of me looking good as fuck, so good that I had completely forgotten what my issue was.

      “Let me taste it,” he said, before he covered my lips with his. A fragrance that I didn't recognize invaded my lips, and I quickly pushed his ass off of me.

      Oh… the disrespect. How quickly I remembered.

      “You know I will murder that hoe, and that bitch’s blood will be on your hands since you and her wanna play me,” I said to Asim, as I pushed him again and tried to walk away. He grabbed me and pulled me into his chest. He tried to kiss me, but I moved my head away.

      “Fuck I look like fucking that bitch and even having her around when I knew you was gonna be here? She had just sat in my lap right before you showed up, and I told her ass to stop fucking with me. Ask Tyson and Dondrae.”

      “I don't need to ask them shit. I asked you, and since you wanna act like I'm one of these dumb, ditsy ass bitches, then I'll go ask her.”

      “I know you ain't one of these ditsy bitches, bae. That's why I fuck with you. You smell good, too, babe. Got me wanting to eat that pussy. Come here,” Asim said with a smirk. He was pissing me off, because he wasn’t taking this shit seriously.

      Before I could say anything in response, Asim had lifted me from the floor and carried me over to the tiny sofa that sat in the corner of the small restroom. He shoved my black dress up past my waist and then smirked at me before burying his head between my legs. I ran my hand through my curly hair and did my best not to moan, but the pleasure and love I had for this nigga took over. Before I knew it, I was throwing my pussy into Asim’s face and yelling for him to stop at the same time.

      “Damn, I love you, baby,” Asim said, as he came up for air.

      He stared into my eyes, his lips moist with my juices, everything in him saying he meant what he’d said. I mouthed the words back to him, my breathing heavy, my mood relaxed now that Asim had damn near ate me into oblivion.

      “Shit,” I cussed when he went back in. I could feel myself about to cum, and at the same time, there was a knock at the door. I gripped Asim’s head, forcing him to stay in place while I grinded my hips into his mouth. Shit felt so good. “Yesss, baby! Yesss!”

      I tossed my head back against the couch, closed my eyes tight, and curled my toes tighter as I began to cum all over Asim’s face. He licked me lightly between the folds of my vagina before he came up for air again. I huffed and pulled at my fro before I sighed and began to pull myself together. Asim stood to his feet and walked over to the sink to wash his face.

      “Don't ever do that shit again, Lani Baby. I'm not gonna keep telling you that we not little kids no more. You gon’ have the fuckin’ police all in our shit, because you can't control your attitude. We done came a long way for some stupid shit to ruin it for us,” Asim fussed, and I sucked my teeth and rolled my eyes.

      I stood up from the couch, tugged my dress back down, and walked over to the sink to grab some paper towels. I wet a couple of them and wiped between my legs before looking at Asim through the mirror. He stared at me with lust-filled eyes—stared at me in a way that I had never seen before. I immediately became nervous as he wrapped his arms around my waist and buried his face into my neck. He kissed me on the neck, then my ear, before looking at me through the mirror as well.

      “What?” I asked him.

      “You look so fuckin’ good, Lani Baby. Damn, I wish you dressed like this more often. All I can think about is putting a baby in you right now. Shit,” Asim told me, his sexy voice sending vibrations down my spine.

      He ran his hands underneath my dress and tried to bend me over the sink when we heard keys jingling at the door. Asim chuckled before he kissed me once more and then took my hand into his.

      We exited the restroom and ran right into that bitch Naima. I could feel my heart rate speed up, as I looked her up and down. Blood leaked from her nose while she held her hand over one of her eyes until she saw that it was Asim and I standing right in front of her. Her hand fell down. She looked from me and then to Asim. I sucked my teeth, and that was when Asim gripped my hand tighter and pulled me away. I looked over my shoulder at Naima, and all I could see was hurt in her eyes. I wanted to think that what I was feeling was just a little insecurity, but deep down, I knew it was more to it than that.

      I loved the fuck outta Asim, but I wouldn’t lie and say that our shit was perfect, because it wasn’t. It seemed like I was forever checking a bitch behind this nigga, and to be honest, I was getting tired of that shit. I wasn't naïve to the fact that I was nothing like Asim’s type. He loved those pretty bitches, those thick bitches, bitches that looked like models or had the video vixen bodies like Octavia. I was just me—Mulani or Lani Baby, if you knew me well enough.

      I was the color of caramel, had sleek, brown eyes, with thick, curly hair that I got from my mama. I kept it in its natural state, which always left a tight fro on my head. I stood at only 5’5 and weighed 135 pounds. I barely had any titties or ass, which didn’t matter to me, because I never tried to show the little bit that I did have.

      Tonight, was the first time in a long time that I rocked a dress, and that was only because tonight was supposed to be special. We had gotten word that Asim had been asked by the connect to take over several more blocks, along with like six or seven other apartment buildings. More territory meant way more money for us all, and shit, more chedda was always a reason to celebrate, so I put on my good dress—hell, I think my only dress.

      “What up, A?” a couple of niggas yelled from the crowd as Asim and I made our way back over to the VIP section.

      The same niggas licked their lips while looking me up and down before nodding and saying what’s up to me also. Asim and I must’ve dabbed up about thirty niggas on our way back to our section. The love was always mad real whenever we were on the scene—from the niggas, anyway. We was respected by many and really didn’t have too many problems with anybody except for them Eastside pussies. Them niggas hated us with a passion, and the feeling was mutual for real, for real.

      Seemed like they would hit somebody from our side, and we would hit them right back. The cycle went on forever, but I was hoping that since we was all growing up, that shit was going to change. All we wanted to do over here was get shmoney and live to be able to spend it. But it was all up to them. Them niggas was on the losing team, so Asim told us to always stay ready for them to hit us again at any moment.

      “You good now, hothead?” Dondrae asked, as he came over to me and wrapped his arm around my waist.

      He kissed me on my forehead, and I looked up at him and smiled. Dondrae, or Drae, was very handsome, looking just like his father Rock. He was 6’3 and weighed a good 240 pounds, which was mostly muscle. He had smooth, dark-skin, besides the bullet fragment that he had stuck in his left cheek, hazel eyes, and some thick lips. He wore his hair in dreads that he kept neatly braided to the back. Not only was Octavia crazy over this nigga, but so was these ratchet ass bitches. They had been together for a minute, and there had been many instances of Drae cheating, but as of late, and as far as I knew, things were cool with them.

      “I’m straight. Gotta ask that bitch if she good,” I told Drae and rolled my eyes at Asim. He shook his head and sucked his teeth before signaling for the waitress to come over to him.

      “Aye, you gotta chill with that shit, sis. You know tonight we got niggas watching us and shit. Niggas trying to make sure we ready to handle that weight, and if you out here wilding and bringing too much attention to us, they can easily snatch it all away from us,” Drae said, and I nodded my head understanding what he was saying.

      “Well, if you and this nigga knew I was coming, then why allow that bitch to be up in my space?” I asked him, and he shrugged.

      “You know how bitches is, and you know A loves you, and I ain’t saying that hoe didn’t need to be checked, but it’s a time and a place for everything. Luckily, you did that shit before the connect got here,” Drae told me, and I looked around.

      “Word, the connect here?” I yelled out, trying to be heard over the music.

      Drae and Asim both nodded, and I looked around again to each VIP area trying to see if I could recognize who he was. We had never been blessed with the connect’s presence and had only really met with niggas he had sent our way. To hear that he was here had me feeling nervous and bad at the same time. This was a big opportunity for all of us, and my dumb ass was about to fuck it up.

      “Sorry,” I mumbled before stepping back and going over to where Octavia and Asha were dancing next to Tyson.

      Asha was turned towards Tyson and giving him a lap dance, and he was all into it. I smiled solemnly at the two of them, because no matter what they had been through, it was always all about them. As far as I knew, Tyson had never stepped out on Asha, and Asha had never fucked around on him, either. I knew perfect was nonexistent, but they were damn near there.

      “Don’t let them make you feel bad, Lani, because I would’ve done the same thing if it had been me. These bitches don’t know shit about respect, and sometimes you gotta beat a hoe down to make her stop fucking with you. Naima knew she was wrong, and I know you had told her before to stay away from A,” Octavia said close to my ear, and I looked up at her.

      I knew if anybody knew how I felt, then she definitely did. I had seen her bang on mad bitches behind Drae. She smiled before handing me my wedges to put back on and then a glass of whatever she had been drinking on. I was only nineteen, so I wasn’t old enough to partake in the consuming of alcohol, according to the law, but whenever I did go out with these fools, they always made sure they got me lit with their shit.

      I took a few sips of the Patron that Octavia had been sipping on and then handed her back the glass. After a few minutes, Tyson had a blunt in rotation, I was forgetting all about Naima, and was starting to relax and enjoy myself. There was never a dull moment in the club with the DJ playing all the latest hits and even some throwbacks that kept the crowd live. Shit was straight, and it wasn’t long before Asim dropped his attitude and came over to where I was standing. He pulled the blunt I was toking on from my hand, took a couple of pulls, and passed it over to Octavia.

      Standing behind me, Asim wrapped his arms around my waist and buried his head into my neck. He lightly ran his tongue against my skin causing me to shudder and close my eyes.

      “Aye, yo—Club Onyx, is you muthafuckas enjoyin’ yourselves tonight?” The DJ yelled into the mic after he cut the music.

      The club went crazy, especially when the DJ dropped the banga Tony Montana by Future. You could hear everybody that called themselves a d-boy start to sing along while dropping everything from ones to hundreds on the dancer that was the closest to them. Asim and I bobbed our heads as well while rapping the lyrics to each other.

      All I got is my balls and my word, fuck the roaches. Everything we do, we put Versace on the sofas. The money got me geeked like I took a hit of coca. My life is a movie, I gotta stay focused.

      Tony Montana, Tony Montana, Tony Montana.

      “Aye, where the fuck all my d-boys at?” the DJ yelled out. “Shout out to them Westside niggas, A, Drae, and Tyson and the crew—and shout out to the first lady of their camp, Lani Baby!”

      “You hear that, baby? We bout to be making some major moves, we going to the top. You with me, right?” Asim asked into my ear, and I nodded my head.

      He kissed me on my ear, and I couldn’t help but smile as he rubbed his hand up the middle of my legs and tried to access my kitty. I closed my legs tightly catching his hand in the process. He lightly bit me on my neck before he pulled his hand back and stepped in front of me. I looked up at him while he smiled down at me. I knew my face was turning red as it always did whenever Asim looked at me like this for too long. Butterflies danced around in my stomach, and I tried to drop my head, but Asim placed his finger underneath my chin and forced me to look up at him.

      “You know I love you, right,” he said, although I couldn’t hear him.

      I nodded my head, and he leaned over and covered my lips with his. As soon as Future’s track went off, the DJ went into the throwback 21 Questions by 50 Cent. It was one of Asim’s favorite tracks, and he started mouthing the words while still looking at me like he had done many times before.

      It was times like these that I would swear up and down that I had the best nigga in the world. This was the Asim that I fell in love with, and the one that would always make me feel so foolish for acting an ass the way that I did behind him. I knew this nigga loved me with everything in him, the same way that I loved him.

      “Lani Baby!” Asim yelled, and just then, I caught how everyone started to move in our direction.

      I looked over at Dondrae and watched how he wrapped his arms around Octavia while looking at Asim and I. I frowned, but when I put my attention back on Asim, I knew what was up. My hands started to shake, and I brought my hand up to cover my mouth, but Asim grabbed both of my hands and pulled them into his. He dropped down to his knees while never taking his stare away from me.

      “Do you believe me when I tell you, you the one I’m loving? Are mad cause I’m asking you 21 questions? Are you my soulmate? Cause if so, girl you a blessing?” Asim rapped, and I smiled. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a black box.

      I shook my head not believing what was happening. The DJ cut the music completely, and it seemed like every eye in the club was all on us. I started to sweat as nervousness filled me. I had always wanted to marry Asim. Ever since I was a young girl, he was the one that I had dreamed I would be spending the rest of my life with, but I had no idea that it would be happening this soon.

      “Lani Baby, you are my queen and the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with. Even though, I rather you be at home, barefoot, and pregnant, a nigga still honored to have you by my side day and night while I’m ripping and running these streets. I don’t think a nigga could really ask for more than for his lady to also be his right-hand.

      You the only woman I done encountered that I know for sure got my back and gon’ hold me down through whatever. We’ve had a tough road so far, but I know for sure it was all to get us to this point right here. Lani Baby, I love you, and I want to know if you would marry me?” Asim asked me after he opened up the ring box showcasing a pretty, light pink diamond ring.

      “Awwwwwww!” Octavia, Asha, and a couple of their friends all said at once.

      I looked over at Drae and Tyson, and they nodded their heads in approval. Them niggas sometimes made me feel like I had four fathers between them, my Uncle Rock, and my real father. They stayed on me like white on rice, and if it was a problem with them, it wasn’t happening. They all knew I could handle myself, but it didn’t stop them from stepping in to put in work where they felt I shouldn’t haveto.

      “Yes,” I said after I looked back down at Asim and shook my head. He pulled the ring out of the box and placed it onto my finger before standing to his feet. Everybody cheered when the DJ shouted out that I had said yes and then he began to play Jagged Edge’s Let’s Get Married.

      Asim pulled me into his embrace and slid his tongue deep into my mouth. For what seemed like forever, we kissed until a few of the dancers that worked for the club came over and broke us up.

      “Lap dance,” the dark-skinned stripper asked as she smiled and handed Asim a bottle. He nodded before he pulled me over to sit down in his lap.

      “Congratulations!” another stripper said to us, and I smiled and nodded. She was brown-skinned with lip piercings and a long weave. She bit down on her lip before she came out of negligee and began to dance along with her friend for Asim and I.

      “I’m getting you pregnant tonight,” Asim said in my ear, and I looked back at him and laughed. He tossed a few bills on the dancers as they twerked in front of us. I watched as he gripped a handful of the dark-skinned stripper’s ass and then slid his hand down towards her pussy. I could feel myself heating up inside watching him do this shit right in front of me. “You gonna have my baby, Lani Baby?”

      Biting down on my lip, I sat back and crossed my arms over my chest while Asim continued to toy with the dancer’s goodies. I guess he could see that it was getting to me, so he removed his hand and started to kiss all over me. I moved my head to the side, and Asim gripped me around my waist before sliding his hand between my legs and moving towards my clit.

      “Damn, I just proposed to you in a club full of people, and you still on that insecure bullshit. You ready to go or something?” Asim asked me causing me to look down at the engagement ring. “Fuck I gotta do to make you see that I don’t want nobody but you. Ain’t stuntin’ none of these hoes out here Lani. The fuck?”

      I took in a deep breath and nodded for Octavia to come to me. Damn, I was trying my hardest to let my guard down and chill, but it was hard. I knew that Asim loved me, and he’d just proved that to me and everybody in this bitch that he did, but there was Naima—and the way that he was touching this fat booty bitch that I just couldn’t get over. I shook my head and sighed, and when Octavia came over to me, I whispered into her ear.

      “Let me get a blunt please. I’m trying my hardest to enjoy myself,” I told Octavia, and she leaned down and opened up her purse. She pulled out an already rolled blunt and handed it to me and then came closer to me.

      “Chill, Lani. Just relax and enjoy yourself, ok? You hardly ever do that… tonight, do just that, okay?” Octavia told me, and I nodded, quickly lighting the tip of the blunt. I took in a few pulls and tried to drown out everything around me that wasn’t important so that I could focus on what truly was. We were making big moves, Asim had made a big move, and we were about to really, really become one. Most bitches would kill for this shit, and being I knew that, I chilled and enjoyed this night with my man and my fam.

      “Aye, yo… y’all give it up for my main mans Dox from the Boogie Down Bronx! We hate to see you go fams, but know the real gonna be waiting for you on the other side when you come home,” the DJ called out, and I caught the way Asim, Drae, and Tyson’s attention all filtered to the other side of the club. I had never heard of a nigga named Dox, but apparently, he must’ve been some big deal, because his section was filled with a bunch of niggas that I could tell was getting that shmoney. Niggas was iced-out with bricks on their wrist and houses and shit around their necks. The nigga, who I assumed to be Dox since he was front and center, was sporting a chain so big and shiny that even from where I stood I could make out exactly what it said. He was tall, dark-skinned, and a dread-head just like Drae.

      “Who is he?” I asked as I turned to Asim.

      “The reason why we bout to be eating better. Somebody turned FEDs on that nigga, and we got his spots,” Asim shrugged, and I nodded before I looked in that direction once more.

      Asim grabbed the blunt from my hand before he tapped me on my thigh signaling for me to get up. I stood up, and he got up right behind me. He smacked the dark-skinned dancer on her ass and threw the last of the ones he had at both of the dancers before he walked over and stood between Tyson and Drae. We were all chilling and vibing to the music and each other’s company for a good while before I noticed the change in the fellas’ demeanor.

      “Hol’ up. Let me see what’s going on,” I told Octavia and Asha just as I headed in Asim’s direction. Before I could reach him, he had turned around and pulled me into his embrace. He kissed me on the lips before looking down at me with a smirk on his face. Biting down on his bottom lip, he grabbed a handful of the little ass I had and kissed me once more.

      “What’s going on?” I asked him, knowing that something wasn’t right.

      “Nothing… get Octavia and Asha, and y’all head back to Drae’s. We gonna meet y’all there in a minute,” Asim said, and out the corner of my eye, I could see Tyson quickly rolling his wheelchair out of VIP. I looked around Asim to Drae and watched as he stood with his arms folded tightly across his chest and a mug smeared across his face.

      “What’s going on?” I asked, again, my teeth gritted, my stare still planted on Drae.

      “Just got word them Eastside niggas up in here, and they might be planning some shit,” Asim said, and I sucked my teeth.

      “Them niggas just won’t quit. Let me tell Tavia them to…”

      “You go, too. We good. Just sent Ty home, and we already deep as fuck… we straight,” Asim told me, and I frowned at him.

      “I hate when you do this, A,” I told him and looked up at him.

      “You bout to be my wife, and pretty soon, you gonna be the mother of my child. I’m just tryna look out for you. Go home and have that pussy ready for me so we can celebrate tonight for real, for real,” Asim said before he leaned down and tried to kiss me, but I turned my head and walked away. I stormed off into Octavia and Asha’s direction and told them that we had to go.

      I swear, I hated when Asim treated me like I was some weak ass bitch or something. He always hollered out about how I was just as much part of the crew as the rest of these niggas, but when the real shit popped off, he wanted me to be at home taking cover under the covers and shit. I know I was harder than some of these niggas, and Asim knew that, when it came to my fam, I was just as much as a protector as he was.

      “Lani, what’s going on?” Tavia asked, and I bit down on my lip as I pulled them through the thick crowd. Soon as we made it outside, I turned to them and told them that the Eastside niggas was at it again, and Asim and Drae wanted us to leave.

      “What happened now?” Asha asked, her light skin turning redder and redder by the second. She knew that them niggas was the very reason her man was in a wheelchair now, and every time we had beef with them, Asha got sick not knowing what the outcome would be.

      “Ain’t nothing happened that I know of. That nigga Dame never got over the death of his brother, and shit, we winning and them niggas ain’t. I was just thinking earlier how I was hoping that now that we were older, them niggas would calm down and let that beef shit go, but Dame ain’t gonna ever let it go,” I told Octavia and Asha before I kicked off my wedges and angrily tossed them into the street. Barefooted, I walked towards the parking lot to where Octavia had parked her red Lexus that Drae had purchased her some months back.

      “Dame’s the one that started this shit. What did he think was gonna happen after he and his boys damn near killed Ty?” Asha asked, her voice shaky. “Yea, his brother got killed, but he don’t think that Ty is pretty much living a death sentence, too? I watch him suffer every day knowing that he might never walk again.”

      “Fuck that nigga. Dame knows what it is. Eye for a muthafuckin’ eye,” I told them, and Octavia sighed.

      “Yea, but when does it ever end. Somebody gotta…” Octavia started, but the sound of gunshots cut her off.

      We all looked back at the club at the same time and watched as everybody began to file outside. Chicks were kicking off their heels, screaming, and running for cover. I stood there for a minute checking every nigga’s face that came out of the club hoping that I was going to see Drae and Asim, but I never did.

      “Unlock the door, unlock it,” I yelled as I rushed to Octavia’s car. I pulled the back door on the driver’s side open and reached under the seat to grab the Glock 40 that I had tucked underneath it. I didn’t wanna go against what Asim said, but when I heard more gunshots, I knew that I had to do something. There was no way I would be able to go home, sit there, and wait for one of them niggas to contact me—or even worse, the police. I wasn’t built that way. I ran towards the club while pushing my way through the crowd. It wasn’t until I got inside and felt someone tugging on my arm that I realized that Asha had followed behind me. “The fuck?”

      “I gotta find Ty; I gotta find him,” Asha cried, tears dripping from her eyes.

      “He already left! Ty’s gone,” I yelled to her. “Where’s Octavia?”

      I quickly grabbed her before she could fall when a group of chicks bumped into her as they tried to get out of the club.

      “Y’all go and I’m gonna find—” I started, but my eyes bucked open as Asha’s mouth fell open, and her hand went to the fresh blood that start to spill down her arm. I reached for her, scared that I had gotten her killed. Tears fell down her face. Her eyes danced around for a moment before her body went limp. I tried to catch her before she fell, but the blow to my head sent me flying forward and onto the floor. I tried to raise my head and get up from the ground, but foot after and foot landed on my head, my back, and my legs preventing me from doing anything other than laying there. I felt myself being rolled over onto my stomach, but when I tried to open my eyes, my vision was blurry.

      “Put them in the back!” I heard someone yell out, his voice deep, and raspy. Again, I tried to open my eyes, but the pain in my head and the wooziness I felt kept me from doing so.

      “Where to?” someone asked, and I could tell that I was inside of a car due to the motion underneath me.

      “Asha,” I said, lightly, my voice barely audible.

      “To the hospital,” the guy said, and I finally was able to open my eyes to look at him. His dreads hung down the sides of his face, his skin smooth and chocolate, along with the neatly trimmed chinstrap that laced his face. The ice around his neck, the one that had blinded me from a distance in the club was now glistening right in my face. I reached out and held my hand up to touch him until everything around me was—black, silent, and peaceful.
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      The following day…

      I immediately jumped to my feet and rushed straight towards the door when I heard keys jingling. All night, I had been going crazy after word got back to me and the fellas that somebody shot at Mulani, and that Asha was the one that ended up eating the bullet at the club. Shit had got live as fuck. Dame and the fuck niggas he rolled with was on their usual bullshit. I swear, I was getting sick of them niggas.

      The whole beef all started about five or six years back when me, Ty, Drae, and Lani were some straight up youngins. We were out on the block smoking, drinking, and shooting crabs with some other niggas from the hood. Dame, his brother, and a couple of other niggas from their clique rolled through to shoot the breeze with us. Back then, we was all cool as fuck even though we wasn't from the samehood.

      Dame knew we was getting a little cake, and he wanted in, and shit, all a young nigga like me was thinking back then was expansion, which meant more bread. We wasn't moving no major weight like we were now, but at the time, we kept our pockets fed and a nigga wasn't missing no meals, and Dame could see that shit.

      He convinced us to plug him and his boys in, so off top, we gave them niggas a pound of purple to see what they could do with it. For the first few months, shit was straight. Dame quickly went from a pound a month to three to four a week. We got twenty percent of the profit and felt like Dame was trustworthy enough to meet up with the connect that Rock had plugged us in with so that he could start moving that fish scale, too. We ain't never have no problems out of Dame or anybody he rocked with. Shit was all dope and money, and more money and more dope, but with that came greed, and with greed came Dame’s true colors.

      One night, when me and my patna, Wee-Wee, met up with Dame to get some more work to him, he and his boy pulled out Glocks and AKs from their duffels instead of the usual bundles of cash like normal. Off top, they dropped a few slugs into Wee-Wee killing that nigga right in front of me. Dame popped me one time in my stomach, and tried to finish me, but luckily his gun got jammed. That fuck-up gave me the opportunity to reach for my tool, and I hammered big homey that got Wee-Wee and put two into Dame’s chest. I was able to get out of there, into my car, and made it to the hospital just in time before I passed out and crashed into another car that was parked in the emergency room bay.

      Two days later, after I woke up in the hospital, I'd found out that Dame had showed up wearing a vest and had made it out alive. That fuck nigga had tried to take out Drae and Tyson using that same raggedy ass pistol. He caught Drae in the face with a slug that, till this day, is still lodged into his cheek, and when he tried to get Tyson, his pistol jammed yet again. Tyson had given him that handiwork, and was about to end his hoe ass life until they heard the sirens of the police in distance. Them boys had saved Dame’s life, which had unfortunately, led to more problems for us.

      Since then, it had been the Westside against the Eastside. We hit them back for Wee-Wee, even though I had already got the nigga that killed him. Shit, we was still mad cause Dame’s hoe ass tried to take all of us out. As soon after we popped one from they side, they got another one from us, and vice versa. Back and forth, back and forth we went for years. Rock told us, to really sit them niggas down and get them off our back, we had to go for their crown and stop with all the petty shit, but it was like we could never really get at that nigga Dame like we wanted to.

      Drae was getting aggy with it all and decided to take out Dame’s brother instead, which only made Dame come after his brother leaving Tyson confined to a fuckin’ wheelchair for the rest of his life.

      That only pissed us off even further and led us to shooting up their whole block a few weeks after Tyson recovered. At that point, neither of us gave a fuck who we hit. We just wanted to let Dame know that we wasn’t playing no games with ass. Since then, shit had been quiet on his end except for a few minor incidents here and there. I guess, last night, since the bulk of us were all in one place at once that Dame felt it would be the best time to get at us. Couldn’t believe that nigga tried to hit my chick, though.

      Yea, Lani Baby was down and participated in just about as much dirt as the rest of us, but fuck that, she was still a female. That was the main reason why I told her ass to leave and go home. I wouldn’t be able to take it if something happened to my shawty.

      “The fuck,” I said after I pulled the door open before Lani could even unlock it. Some big, wide ass nigga that I had never seen before stood next to her with his arms tucked across his chest. I frowned as I looked him and down. Out of instinct, my hand went to my pistol, and Mulani cleared her throat before she looked over at him.

      “I’m… I’m good,” Lani said, and once again, cleared her throat. “Thank you.”

      Big dude nodded before he smirked at me and walked away. I gripped Lani by her arm and pulled her inside before slamming the door behind her. Her hair was all over her damn head, and she had two big ass bandages taped across her forehead. Her lip was swollen, and her eyes red. Looking her over, I noticed she had on a t-shirt that was two sizes too big and some sweats that I knew didn’t belong to me nor her. Seeing her like this made me snap. I grabbed her by her throat and slammed her against the door. Looking down at her, I angrily bit down on my bottom lip. My chest rose and fell. The veins in my neck flexed as the thought of some funny shit going on crossed my mind.

      “Fuck is that nigga, Lani! Who is he?” I yelled, spittle dripping from the sides of my mouth.

      “Get your ass off of me, nigga! The hell is wrong with you?” Lani hissed. She took her hands and pushed me with all her might, but I didn’t budge. She had some fuckin’ explaining to do.

      “I called your muthafuckin’ phone all night, Lani! All night! Niggas talking ‘bout you and Asha got shot at... Asha got shot! The fuck? You got me going from ER to ER looking for you and come up in here with some nigga, like shit cool!”

      “I came back inside the club last night after I heard the gunshots. I didn’t know that Asha was behind me. I thought her and Tavia stayed at the car. People were running all over the place, and before I knew, I heard the shots and one of the bullets hit Asha… but she’s fine,” Lani explained as she looked up at me. I took in a deep breath, but quickly went back to being mad as hell.

      “See what the fuck I be talking about. I told your ass to go the fuck home. You know Asha being hit is on you! Niggas said they was shooting at you, Lani! You think I be talking just to be talking. I told you we had it handled!”

      “How the hell is it my fault? How you gonna put that on me? I didn’t tell Asha to follow behind me. She wanted to make sure that Ty was okay.”

      “Ty left before you did!”

      “I know that! Like, I said, I didn’t think that she was going to follow me. I don’t even know… I tried to get to her, but somebody knocked me over my damn head, and next thing you know, I was on the ground, being stepped all over,” Mulani sighed before she pushed me again.

      I let her go and stepped back a few feet. I looked her over once more and shook my head. I really, really loved Lani. Even though she was nothing like chicks I was used to dating, I had always had a thing for her, but had been too scared to act on it due to her cousins and her Uncle Rock. They were like family to me being that my mom and pops were straight up base heads.

      I used to hate that nigga Rock and Lani’s dad back when I was younger, because I felt like they were the reasons my parents were hooked on that shit, but after growing up and seeing shit for what it really was, I learned that it was really all on my pops. He used to be a hustler himself, but ended up getting hooked off his own supply.

      Not long after that, my moms was right by his side, and together, they said fuck me and everything else around them. Rock ended up caring for me majority of the time, especially since I spent most of the time at his crib anyway. He kept me clothed and fed until I was able to fend for myself. I had much love and respect for Rock for that, so when my attraction for Lani started to grow more and more each day, I had to fuck mad bitches just to stay away from her ass. I tried like hell not to go there with her, but that night Ty was gunned down, I was just too tired to fight everything that I was feeling.

      Everything was straight with us in the beginning. I was happy. Not to say that I wasn’t, but I was just growing tired of my woman going as hard as I was in the streets. I wanted to marry Lani, have kids, and have a family, but it was like all she wanted to do was cook crack and count stacks. Shit was cool when we was younger, but being that I was twenty-one, I was really starting to miss what I didn’t have growing up.

      “Did you hear me?” Mulani said, breaking me from my thoughts.

      I looked down at her and watched as she ran her hands through her mangled hair. I still didn’t understand what the fuck happened with her and Asha last night. Neither of them were at any of the local hospitals, and all night, neither of them answered their phone.

      “What you say?” I asked, my eyes starting to search Mulani’s body.

      “Asha is fine. It was really just a flesh wound, but I guess the shock of it all caused her to pass out. We dropped her off with Tyson this morning.”

      “Who the fuck is we? And which hospital were y’all at, cause I searched every last one of them and couldn’t fine either of you.”

      “I think his name was Geronimo… shit, I don’t know. I don’t fuckin’ remember. I just woke up, and that big ass nigga was standing over me asking was Asha and I ready to go home.”

      “Really? You expect me to fuckin’ believe that?” I asked Mulani before I got back in her space. I started to search the pockets of the sweats she was wearing, but came up with nothing. “Where’s your phone?”

      “I don’t know, Asim, and I don’t care what you believe. Move. I have a damn headache, and I wanna lay down.”

      Mulani pushed past me and made her way towards her bedroom. I followed behind her and watched as she quickly climbed out of her clothes. On her back were red bruises, and seeing that shit just made me mad as fuck. I didn’t say anything and just walked over to the side of the bed that I slept on whenever I stayed the night with Lani.

      I pulled up the top drawer and reached inside to grab a Backwood that I had filled with weed. Grabbing a lighter, I lit the tip of the blunt and laid back on the bed trying to get my mind right while Lani was in the shower. By time that she was done, I had faced the entire blunt and was still aggravated by the time she came out the bathroom.

      “My head hurts so fuckin’ bad. I swear, I ain’t never been hit so hard in my damn life,” Lani said as she sighed.

      She pulled the towel away from her hair, and I watched as it fell down her back, stopping at the tip of her ass. She dropped the towel onto the floor and walked over to her dresser to pull out a wife beater and a pair of boy shorts. Just as I stood to my feet, my phone vibrated in my pocket, so I pulled it out to see I had a text from my boy Nas.

      Nas: Need to talk to you now!!!

      I shook my head and slid the phone back into my pocket after reading the message. Lani was leaned over the dresser rolling a blunt and making subtle glances at me through the mirror. I knew she was tryna feel a nigga out to see where my head was, and truthfully, I was all over the place right now.

      Last night had me ready to put an end to Dame once and for all. I couldn’t have that nigga fuckin’ up this new situation we had going for us, and I damn sure couldn’t have no more incidents like last night. Dame’s ass wasn’t invincible. Shit, we just needed to sit down and come up with a plan that wasn’t going to fail, so that we could put more focus onto getting his money.

      “Geronimo, huh?” I said, still thinking about that big ass nigga that dropped Mulani off.

      “That’s what he said, but who knows?” Lani said, as she sealed the blunt with her tongue and then took a lighter to fire up the hay. I sat down on the edge of the bed and placed my head into my hands.

      “Do you hear yourself? Fuck you mean, who the fuck knows? That nigga could’ve been with Dame, and you talking about who the fuck knows. You need to start fuckin’ listening, Lani Baby. This is where ninety-nine percent of our fuckin’ problems come from. You walking around this bitch trying to be a bigger man than me and shit. You acting like you trying to see whose balls are bigger or some shit. The fuck. Is you gonna wear a fuckin’ tuxedo to our wedding and shit? We gonna have to argue about who gonna carry our fuckin’ seed? Why the fuck you can’t just do what I tell you? Shit could’ve ended up real bad for us, and you know it,” I said and sighed.

      “If the niggas was with Dame, then we would’ve been dead. They nursed the both of us back to health and then dropped us off. Yea, I know shit could’ve been worse, but I was only trying to help. After I get some rest, I’ll go apologize to both Ty and Asha and let them know that I didn’t mean for that shit to happen. I feel bad enough, Asim. You don’t have to keep telling me how bad things could’ve gone last night, I know.

      And, I wish you stop trying to change me. You tell me all the time, you like me the way I am, but in the next sentence, you trying to turn me into some boring ass housewife. I’m only nineteen years old, and I got plenty of time to be some boring ass wife and somebody’s mom. I don’t even know if I know how to be a mother,” Mulani said, and I shook my head and stood up to leave.

      “Well, let me know when you fuckin’ figure it out. I’m out,” I told her and slammed her bedroom door behind me when I walked out.

      I could hear Lani’s footsteps against the carpet as she ran after me. I reached for the front door to open it when she stepped in front of me with the tip of the blunt hanging from her mouth. So beautiful, yet so fucking deadly just like one of my niggas. I looked her up and down and scoffed.
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