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Mordecai

“Eddie, wake up, what the hell are doing passed out on the floor?” 

“Huh, I’m up” 

“Baby, you are drooling. Why are you on the floor?” 

“I just had a little to drink, Dro and I got sleep. 

How much to drink, Eddie? “

”Just a lil bit of that.” 

Eddie pointed over to the coffee table where I saw a whole empty fifth of Henessey plus two 40s of O.E. “Eddie, what the fuck are you doing? Nigga, its broad daylight and you get tore down.” 

“I’m a motherfuckin G, nigga. I can handle mind. See?” 

Eddie got up on his feet and then he fell back and landed on the coffee table. The coffee table broke and the bottle went flying everywhere. O shit. This nigga was out cold. This shit has been going on for the past couple of months since that day in the church. I blame myself for letting it go on this long. Mostly cuz this is not the first time this has happened. Two ago when we were sixteen, Eddie tried his first sip of liquor. This nigga was like a new man. He started drinking like crazy. Lil sneaky shit that I had to help him hide from my parents until eventually we got caught. My dad pulled Eddie aside and told him a story about how his father used to get drunk like crazy and beat the hell out of Eddie’s mother. He even did it when his mother was pregnant with Eddie. Luckily, his mother had enough sense to seek out help from close friends or Eddie wouldn’t be here today. To bad that Eddie’s mother wasn’t strong enough to stay together after he was born or she would be around today. After that story, Eddie stopped drinking and went to a few youth AA meetings. Here we are two years lata and we are back to square one. I was in denial about what was going on with him but I can’t ignore it anymore. I just can’t figure out what brought on this. Even though, I can’t lie, he can give some really good drunk dick, this shit doesn’t make any sense. I threw the nigga on my shoulders and carted him off to bed. I started to take his clothes off and then finally the nigga started to wake up. 

“Dro, I think I’m sick.” 

“Sick like what??” “Sick like…….” 

EWWWW!!! SON OF A BITCH!!!

Eddie

“Stay ya monkey ass in the shower, nasty fuck!!!” 
Why is that nigga so damn salty? You would think that he believed I meant to hurl on him? Shit, he doesn’t understand what’s going on with me. I’ve been doing this shit for a long time. Playing it by the streets. Living by the streets. Learning from the streets. But is this it, its it all I have to offer this kat. 

“Here is your fucking towel.” 

Damn my shawty look good as hell. He standing there, looking at me with so much disgust but love at the same time. He took off the clothes and he has the massive dick swinging in the air. 

“Stop looking at my shit. You can’t think that this shit is a turn-on. You fucking reek badly yo. Not to mention empty ya fucking stomach on me. You need to stop drinking before you get yaself hurt.” 

He turned to leave but drunk or sober, I was always to fast for him. I grabbed him by his waist and pulled him into the shower. He wasn’t putting up much of a fight but he had his bottom lip poked out.

” Dro baby, Kai; I’m sorry. I wish I could tell you what is going through my mind. But this is something that I gotta handle myself, ya feel me? 

“E, I understand that part. But why start fucking drinking all crazy, you know about ya family history and shit?” “You know drinking is what got us into this predicament in the first place. So, I know you don’t regret that?” 

“That was a low blow and fuck you.” 

He stepped out the shower and left me in the bathroom to my thoughts. I didn’t want to be the lower on the totem pole nigga in his life. Kai had already started taking classes in school and was make them good ass grades. The whole time, I’m a nigga holding shit down in the neighborhood. Feared by some and respected by many but was that good enough for my shawty. I was able to get him out from under this street shit but I couldn’t pull myself out. That makes me a fucking hypocrite. My shawty is in love with a hypocrite. I can’t have that shit. I got out the shower and didn’t even bother to wrap a towel around my waist. I walked into our room and found Kai laying on the bed. I started to run my hand down his thigh and plant gentle kiss. 

“Stop yo, chill out, son” 

I smacked him on his leg and started to nibble on his thigh. 

“Bitch that hurt, move to fuck playin so much”  

I smacked his other leg and then grabbed his waist and pulled his dick under my face. I started to suck on his inner thigh and slide my tongue to his balls. Pop One. Pop Two. I put his balls in my mouth and started sucking them while his dick danced on my forehead. I could feel the pre-cum sliding down face. “I’m trying to get drunk off ya dick. How many proof of alcohol is that?” He started laughing as I popped the head of his dick in my mouth and I licked off his pre-cum. “Damn, its like having my own personal 40oz dick. But this shit aint no O.E.” 

“That’s not funny, jack ass.” 

“Shawty, don’t fuck up the mood” I took his dick in my mouth until I fell his dick tickle the back of my throat. My shawty started moaning like crazy as he was leaking mo’ precum. Little did he know he was like my own personal high. I literally got drunk off of dick, his presence, and his love for me. Being with him did things for me that alcohol could not. That’s why it hurts me so bad that I can be a better man for him. I refuse to accept that this is all I can achieve. I started sucking his dick harder pounding his dick in my throat. I was gagging but I didn’t care. I took his dick out my mouth and licked that dick dry. 

“Damn E, you were manhandling the shit out of my dick. Did you forget it was attached to me?” 

“Shut the fuck up and manhandle this ass nigga!!” I probably should slowed my roll on that cocky shit. But this was my nigga so I aint give a fuck. He flipped me over and threw my legs up in the air. My ass was semi-dry from the shower but my boi aint care. I pissed him off and he wanted to take it out on me. We both absorbed and lived off the passion, pleasure, and pain we could call each other. It was our definition of love. He grabbed the KY off that dresser and squirted a drop on each of my ass cheeks. Fucked up huh?? He started running it on my ass like he was shining up a bull’s-eye. I realized none of that oil made it into my ass as he rammed his dick up in me. I let out a loud ass “SHIT” as I felt my spinal cord shiver. My legs went numb as Dro’s speedy repetition started drilling his dick in my ass.   

Mordecai

Sometimes I wonder if we are together because we are addicted to the pain we can inflict on each other. I remember when I first initiated this shit; I was running to him to forget the pain I was feeling. Today, he ran to my dick to forget the fact he is becoming an alcoholic. This is stupid though. Ask anybody and they will tell you that’s what hood niggas do. Drink, fuck, play spades, and bones. It’s what we do. But I’m scared for him though. I’m scared for us. This is funny as shit, life was so much less complicated when he was homeboi. Now, I feel like I’m his protector, his watchdog, his lover, his babysitter. I got out the bed and tucked his ass in. I jumped in the shower for the second time and threw on some shorts and a beater. “Baby, I’m gone” I whispered. He sleep but he hear me, the nigga always hears me. Nigga can sleep through a hurricane but he can hear when someone is talking about him. 
<Twirp> Chris. Where you at? 

<Twirp> Over by Big Town, aint shit, getting my grub on. 

<Twirp> Get me that box with a ½ an ½. 

<Twrip> I got you.” 

Chris fucked E or something like that. I don’t know what and I don’t care. But he was the closest person to him to tell when shit went sour where Eddie felt he had to start drinking like the shit was going out of style. “So I heard you and E been fucking?” I asked as I pulled in front of Big Town. Chris started looking like someone stole his lunch money. “Get in the car, Fam. No dice, we need to talk” Chris looked around and thought twice before into my car. 

“It only happened once, cuzzo. I swear. You know that I have issues and shit.” 

“Yall got issues, you mean. Cuz he just as guilty and grimy as you are.” 

“How did you find out?” 

“You told me,” I repied. Chris was looking crazy as shit. 

“When did I do that?” 

“You just did, Potna,” I laughed, “But, that’s not important. What’s wrong with him? He is definitely broke and I want to fix him.” 

“I don’t know what you are talking about?” 

I started pushing on the gas pedal the car was going about 90 miles down Harford rd before I slammed the brakes. 

“You can’t fix him, Dro. He has to fix himself. He feels like he is failing you and failing himself as a man.” 

“How so?” 

“Because, he got that street hustle and that’s it. You have school. The place is in ya name cuz you got the legal financial backing. He want to do better than what he’s been doing since he was 12, which is hustle. Unfortunately, that cocky attitude is on empty and he think that he is dumb and he wont amount to shit. He knows he’s not the school type. He also knows that he has a problem with authority and being somebody’s foodservice bitch or any other job like that.” 

“So basically, in a nutshell, the man is growing up and he can’t handle it. So he turned to fucking alcohol.” 

“You ever heard the saying, You daddy aint shit, Your mama aint shit, and you aint never going to be shit. I guess is he feels he gotta be like is parental counterparts.” 

“Are you fucking kidding me? Damn, that. I love him too much for that shit to happen. You, me, and God are going to wake that bastard the fuck up and get him back to where he need to be.” 

“Why me?? This battle is between you and him because yall can only stomach each other. Leave me and God out of it. He saved you from throwing ya life to the game so you need to save him from throwing his life to the bottle. But remember, he aint the AA meeting type. He can’t stand church cuz he thinks its full of hypocrites. The only solid belief that he has in life is you and his love for him.” 

“That aint much to work with.” 

“That’s everything to work with. I wish I had what you had.” 

“Is that why you fucked him” 

“Nah, that was closure for shit your uncle did to me. But one crisis at the time, drop me off at Cheryl’s and handle your business. We will talk?” 

I dropped Chris off at this gurl’s and started to head home. I need to have a long talk with Eddie. We been through a lot through the course of our relationship what was one other ripple, right. We can survive anything cuz our bond is that strong

Eddie

Damn, shit, fuck, and then some. I rolled out the bed and fell on the floor. I looked around to see if Kai was laughing then I realized that he left. I got up and shook off the remainder of liquor that was in my system. I dropped to the floor and hit like 200 pushups. When I got up I could feel the sweat and smell the scent of  from us fucking. Damn, it smelled good. I ran the water in the shower and got on my knees to pray. “Lord, please forgive me for my sins. Forgive for the poison in which I pollute my temple. Lord, forgive me for committing a sin by lying in bed with my heavenly brother. I know it’s bad but I can’t help myself. I love him so much. O man, homie, I forgot sometime. Give me the strength to choose a positive path. Please help me lead my life down a path that will make me and the ones I love proud me. In your heavenly name, I pray. Amen.” I got up and jumped in the shower. The water was steamy hot and close to burning my skin off. I kinda like it that way. In hopes, that it would burn off all my misgivings, I aint had any look as of yet. Two hours, I jumped out the top with my body on fire. I wiped the steam off the windows and hated the person that was looking back at me. I brushed my teeth and went to get dress. 

“You know its in your blood. Compared to your parents you are doing rather well. What are you ashamed for?” 

I look at myself in the full length mirror. 

“Because I want better than this, I want Dro to be proud of me.” 

“You know you are Dro’s bitch right, You have really fell from grace.” 

“Dro loves me. That’s nothing to be ashamed of.  Life didn’t get better until I hooked up with him” 

“It’s your own funeral. You are willing to risk your life for him? He aint hood, He don’t understand what you are going through.” 

“Yes and he does” 

“It’s your funeral, damn, we look good. Grab the gun from under the bed before you leave” 

I grabbed the gun from under my bed and placed it behind my back. I look at myself in the mirror. I put my foot through the mirror and look at the shattered glass on the floor. I spat on the floor. “I have bad luck before you broke. I wonder if now it will have the reverse effect…

“Sup Seiko, what’s good with you?” I asked my homeboi as I pulled in front of Lexington Market. 

“I’m doing real good, kinfolk. Thanks for picking me up. My car is in the shop.” 

“Your car is always in the shop. I’m surprised you not whipping around your girl’s car” “ARRGGGHH” 

“I’m going to assume yall niggas are beefing again.” Damn, the nigga started swelling up and shit. 

“Yo calm down before I have to pull over and go to blows with ya ass. You know she aint worth it.” 

“I don’t remember you telling me that shit when you had looking all over Baltimore for Mordecai” he spit back. 

We was quiet for a minute while we headed down Pratt Street. 

“I need your help, Seiko” 

“Damn, you couldn’t last long without opening your mouth, huh” 

“I’m serious, yo, I’m trippin.” 

“You have been talking to him again, huh?” 

I shook my head, yes. Seiko has been like my spiritual confidant and as close to a best friend as Dro. He knows that I have talked to myself in the past. Seiko said it’s the mirror image of everything that I don’t want to be. Yo, said I need to start seeing the nigga that is everything I want to be. I told Seiko’s ass that he doesn’t exist. 

“So, when you going to let that kat go?” 

“I don’t know, sometimes I wish I just let the nigga take over.” 

“Yeah, but you are going to lose everything you have if you do? You are going to lose your life, your freedom, and that nigga you love so much.” 

“So what the hell you think I should do?” 

“You should go here and get a new perspective on life” Seiko handed me a brochure. “Nigga, are you fucking crazy. O, hell nah…”

Mordecai

Dammit. I was burning the shit out of myself trying to make spaghetti for dinner. Eddie loves my spaghetti. My chest was red as shit from the steam coming off the pot. I really should try not to cook with no shirt on but it was hot as hell in the kitchen. My spaghetti is better than anything you get from some restaurant because my sauce is thick and rich. I use all fresh ingredients like the mushrooms, sausages, and garlic. A nigga can really throw down in the kitchen. I took a spoonful in my mouth. “Whooooooh. That’s that fire right hur!!!” 

“What’s all that noise? Aint nothing like seeing a man throw down in the kitchen.” 

That was Cranberry. Cranberry was off the chain. She was a neighborhood hoe who has nothing loyal for the man she is kicking it with at the time. She is your everyday garden variety ho-ppurtunist. But she served her purpose, she was there whenever I need to get my dick wet and she provided a good cover for Me and Eddie. 

“Come here, baby, come try this?” 

“What I need with the spoon when I taste what’s right there?” She took her tongue and slowly licked the sauce of my lips. She bit my lip and I grabbed her from behind her neck and started tonguing her down. I cupped her ass up and sat her on the counter. I popped her breasts out her tank top and sucking on them like she giving me milk. She was loving that shit cuz she started moaning. 

“Damn, daddy suck on momma’s nipples” 

I stopped. “What you say?” 

“Don’t stop daddy, momma’s nipples need attention.” 

I looked at her and I got lost.

 “Dro, what’s wrong?” 

I banged the cabinet and dishes inside rattled. “Get the fuck of my counter?” “What the fuck is wrong with you?” “Bitch, get out of my kitchen!! Damn, you got me burning my sauce and shit” 

“I don’t know what the fuck is wrong wit you. But fuck you and ya fucking sauce!!” 

I grabbed the back of her head and mushed her out the kitchen. 

She started grabbing her shit when Eddie walked through the door with Cranberry’s home girl, Belvy. 

“B, we got to go cuz this nigga is crazy” she said near tears. 

“Girl, what the fuck is wrong? Come here and sit down.” 

Eddie walked over to me and stood next to me. I wouldn’t look up from the sauce. I didn’t want my eyes to meet his. 

“What did you do, Dro?” 

“Why you gotta automatically assume I did something?” 

“Come in the bedroom, yo” 

“No, the sauce is going to burn” 

“You making spaghetti? Fuck that bitch don’t burn my shit. Turn it down and meet me in the bed room.” 

I put the sauce on low and sat there thinking to myself. I’m so fucked up in the head that I can’t even get my nutt off with this shawdy. I walked into Eddie’s bedroom and he was sitting looking at whole bunch of papers. 

“What’s that?” I asked. “Don’t try to change the subject? What happened” 

I explained to him the situation and he automatically knew what was wrong. 

“Baby, you gotta let it go? How long has been? A year since that happened.” 

“It aint been a year cuz we aint had our first anniversary” 

He look at me all dumbfounded. “Can we have one of those?” 

“Shit, I don’t know. Write in it the book.” 

We kept a book of all the questions that we faced since we started fucking around. It was like our reflection of our relationship. It was a new lifestyle to us and we were exploring it together. 

“Stop changing the subject. I will write it in later, baby, the girls are gone. Your daughter and her mother aint coming back. She scaring that hoe like that aint making things better.” 

“I know, Eddie, but the shit she was saying made me snap. I don’t know why. Its just I can’t stop thinking about it. So much shit could have been done differently.” 

“We can’t dwell on the past. We can’t change what as already happened. You saying that is like you regret, you and Cristal’s fall out is like you saying you regret kicking it with me.” 

“I didn’t mean it that way. I love that me and him have this connection. But its hard, because I yearn for a daughter that I never had a chance to hold.” 

“It’s okay, baby, I understand. Its not about us. Let’s go outside and get these hoes in order” 

I hugged him and we kissed long and hard. I needed that like I need my next breath.   

Eddie

After the little rant, Dro just did, the bitches was on edge. I whispered something in Belvy’s ear and she got up and walked into the kitchen to take care of my boi. Belvy was a hoe. Pure and simple. I could have told her to lick Dro’s ass cheeks and she would do it. But this time, she just going to give him a nutt. Well shit, who am I foolin? A pre-nutt. If I wait for that nigga to nutt on some real shit,  then we aint never going to go to eat. I stop staring at the two so I could square things away wit Cranbery. “Shawdy, come sit in E’s lap. He really shook you up and shit. Got tears coming down ya eyes and shit.” 

“Ya bo is crazy as shit. I don’t want to fuck wit him.” 

I unbuckled my belt. “You know about all that shit that went down wit his fiancée rite?” I took my dick out. It was on brick. “Yeah, but bitches cheat. She deserved to get murdered. He need to get over it” 

I grabbed her neck. “Don’t EVER let him hear that shit come out ya mouth” I whispered in her ear, “I guarantee, you will be a memory. Get on the dick, bitch.” I took my hard dick and held it straight while she slid on my dick. I grabbed her, tore her lil skirt off, threw on her stomach. Beating my wood in and out her pussy. I dug her face into the coach cushion with her ass up, cuz she started to moan too loud. Cranberry and Dro looked at me. Crandberry was standing it front of Dro grinding her ass againt his dick while this nigga was stiring the sauce. Only he would do some shit like that. “Yo, Dro, I think you right? Her pussy is stale as shit. I think she spent.” 

“Fuck her then!!” he said. So I grabbed her by her hair and started roughin her shit all up. Her legs were shaking from climaxing repeatedly. She was loving the abuse her pussy was getting and she responded tightening her muscles. I couldn’t sustain myself anymore and I released my seeds in her pussy. I threw her ass of the couch and told her to get the fuck out. 

“Yo, what about my clothes and Belvy?” 

I looked at her and called Dro and Belvy to the living room. 

“Ya girl is leaving and she need to know if you going” I asked. 

Belvy mugged her. 

“B, I don’t have any clothes. Don’t let these niggas throw me out with my pussy all out. That’s real grimy.” 

“You stay fucking shit up for me”, She turned to me, “Cranberry, should know by now. Belvy got grown man’s pussy, I aint going nowhere. Be easy, bitch.” 

With that, I grabbed the hoe by her arm and tossed her on the front porch. I threw her a twenty, “That’s mercy right there. Don’t disrespect my crib or my fam.” I closed my door and laughed.

”Yall niggas is real foul for what yall doing to my gurl.” 

“So, why you aint leave with her.” I asked. 

“Cuz I’m that bitch and I know where the green is. Yall money, bitches know that. What we don’t know is how yall tick or what we can do for yall to keep us around.” 

Dro looked at me and we smiled. Aint shit a hoe can do but gap they legs or birth our kids. I lost my respect for women long ago. My mother was hoe. She was sorry as shit. Would have sold me and her pussy for that next hit. The bible says love thy mother and father. Shit, I never had neither of those. My father that good sense to leave my mother. She wasn’t worth shit. I used to remember sitting the living room with my lil sister, hungry as shit while she was letting the next new nigga nutt up her for some money. I would walk in the room and she would tell if I was so hungry then go make some money. The streets and the darkness didn’t take me. I walked in there head first because that’s what I needed to do to survive. Dro’s parents say that my mother wasn’t always like that. She just made bad choices and I should remember her for the person she used to be. Problem is I can’t remember someone that I never met. I wiped a single tear from my eye as I got up out the living room and went into the kitchen to eat.

Mordecai

Eddie sat down and I looked dead in his eyes. He didn’t threw someone out this house but it wasn’t that girl. Every time he went off on a shawdy, I could see the pain in his eyes. My boi was going through so much pain on the inside. Every bitch that he encountered he saw the shitty ass traits that his mother had. So every time he spit on a bitch, threw em out the house, or just did them grimy it was like he was paying back his mom for the hurt she put him through. My boi got issues but they are very valid. When we were about 9 years old, Eddie stopped going to school. I barely used to see him and six months had passed before I re-connected with him again. My mom was walking out the supermarket and Eddie ran up behind her while she was putting food in car. Before Eddie made a run with my mom’s purse, she called his full government name out. He stopped dead in his tracks. He told me he didn’t realize who’s purse he was stealing and he felt ashamed. After he returned my mom her purse, he told her what was going at this crib. My mother’s heart reached out for my childhood homie. To bad it was out of my mom’s hand after the social worker caught his mom, he and his sister was shipped off. My parents wouldn’t stop fighting though. They wanted to get his sister too but shit aint go down as planned. It didn’t happen right away because Eddie was rebellious as shit but eventually he came to stay with me and my family. He been eating the same way for years, like every meal was his last. I secretly hoped that life could be always like this ya know. Me and my boi cuz we came a long way. A lifetime of love sitting here at this table. But I gotta admit, neva thought or imagined that it would be like this. When I looked that nigga I still see that lil bad ass who used to get me in so much trouble. 

“Yo, kid that food was banging. Where dessert at?” he asked snatching me from my thoughts. 

“Nigga, you eat like a slave, I guess you need all your strength, huh?” Belvy asked. 

“Yeah, shawdy and you going to reap the benefits of that.” I answered for him. 

“Well, I’m bout to go and get comfortable, fo sho.” 

She left out the room and I got up and went into the kitchen. With the quickness, Eddie was right behind me. He stood behind me and grabbed my waist. He started grinding his dick up against my ass. 

“You know you can reap the benefits to kid, I can send the hoe away” 

“What you fail to realize pa, is that I feed you so well, so that I fatten that bubble up for me. So you have your fun wit, Belvy cause a nigga getting his dick wet in you when you done.” 

“Okay kid” 

He bit my ear and then ran into the other room where Cranberry was wearing nothing but some heels, dripping in baby oil…

”Yo, what it do, lil daddy? Yo ready for these tats?” I was asked by my homeboi, Lytebryte. Eddie was still in the bedroom getting his grown man on with Belvy and I had his boi, Lytebryte to come lay some ink on my arms. Lytebryte was a cool ass nigga from Houston that moved to ATL for school. He ran corners for Eddie during his spare time to make that extra spending money that Morris Brown aint eat up. He was also one of the only three niggas that knew the truth about me and Eddie. 

“Where ya boi at? In there wit the hoe, Belvy” 

“That leeching ass bitch, yall in for some trouble.” 

“You should know better than that. We aint going to let no hoe bring a G down. She will lose her life first” LB gave me pound on that one. 

“So what you trying to get today? I know you said you want to get that scorpion tattoo on ya neck.” 

“Yeah, but that’s a lil too much detail yo, I aint trying be in the chair all day.” LB started setting up in the living room while I went to the kitchen to grab something drink. I needed to be drunk as fuck to go through this cuz a nigga can’t stand needles. I took a couple of shots of Belvedere straight and shook it off. 

“What up, LB? You laying some ink for my boi?” 

I turned around to find Eddie giving a hug to LB. Sweat was beating off his body and his boxers was barely hangin on him. He walked into the kitchen and grab the bottle of Belvy and took a swig. I had to admit that I was looking at his sweaty body and was jealous. I aint like sharing but I shared in his love of the pussy.
Eddie

“What you looking at? I asked my nigga. 
“Shit. Didn’t you have enough of Belvy in the room why you drinking up my shit.” he said as he bit his lip. 

The nigga was feeling tipsy and horny as hell. I knew that look cuz its what got me in this mess in the first place. “What kind of ink are you getting, kid?”

“I don’t know, conflicted as hell about what to get. What would you get?”

“Probably, get ya name tattooed on me with a scorpion over my heart”

Dro looked at me like I was crazy. “You are fucking lying. Why would you do that? Get a nigga name on you.”

“Cuz, you the only nigga that I can honestly say loves me to the fullest and will always have my back. You don’t believe me I will do it??”

He got up and walked over to LB. “Clean me up, LB. I want to do that tattoo that we was talking bout the other day.”

“Right now, are you sure about this E?’ LB looked at me with confusion in his face.

“Don’t do that shit, LB! He don’t know what the fuck he talking about. E, you don’t have to prove shit to me?”

“I’m sure my nigga. Get that shit started. Can you give a nigga a drink or do I have to get it myself?”

I grabbed the bottle of Belvedere and walked into the living room. Eddie was sitting down in the chair. LB grabbed a bottle of alcohol and started wiping off Eddie’s chest. Eddie shook his head and LB turned on the needle. He went to put the needle to E’s skin when…

“WAIT!! WAIT!! He, um, don’t have his drink yet!!” LB blew his breath as I walked over to them and look E in his eyes.

“What? Stop playing cuz I know this nigga got other clients and shit”

Dro was stalling his ass off. He couldn’t believe that I was about to do this shit. He took the swig of Belvedere and leaned over to kiss me. We kissed as he took the drink from my mouth to his. 

“Do I need to leave or sumthin?” LB asked.

Dro stopped kissin me and exhaled. “Nah, get to work. Do as the man asked.” He said. LB repositioned his dick in his pants and walked over and turned his machine on. Dro sat across from us as stared at LB going to work. E. I could see the many thoughts following in and out of his head as he stared at me with love, lust, and fear. What are we doing? What is this shit that I’m going through. We keep falling deeper and deeper in love. Taking risks and doing crazy shit but I love it and I aint trying to change or lose it.
Mordecai

It had been almost 10 months, since we been lovers. I was in the bed with Eddie laying on my chest and I was reflecting. A fresh tear ran down my face as I thought about what brought me to this level of intimacy with this man.  Am I gay? I don’t think so. All that existed was what happened in our world, Eddie and mine. Sometimes I had to wonder did anybody figure us out. I mean we had the select few of people who we told in strict confidence and out of fear that Eddie or me would kill them, they kept their mouth closed. I slid Eddie off me, got out of bed and stood in front of the mirror on top of our dresser.

“Baby???”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you”

Eddie stretched and sat up in the bed, “What’s wrong??”

“Nothing, my tattoo itching that’s all”

Eddie got out the bed, dick just a swinging, and hugged me from behind. “I know. I told you that happens. I thought that was the whole purpose of me laying on ya chest.”

I looked at us in the mirror and smirked, “No, you was laying on my chest cuz you aint nothing but a big ass baby”

He started nibbling on my neck. I wasn’t in the mood for that. I needed to talk. “Babe..”

He let go of me and leaped on the bed with his head face down the mattress. That’s one of the things about Eddie that I hated. He never wanted to talk about shit that involved this situation. He could talk about money, drugs, politics, my anger issues, Jesus, anything but the fact that I was fucking him in the ass and vice versa.

“Eddie??”

“You really need to stop thinking. Its hurts my head when you think.” He said wit face still buried in the bead.

“Ok, faggot, we won’t talk about it”

He got up and started throwing pillows at me. “That was uncalled for, Dro. I aint no faggot. I don’t love or look at no otha nigga but you.”

“O, really, so that wasn’t you that was in here jacking off to Nelly’s Tip Drill Video?”

“I was jackin off to the bitches. You know that’s borderline porn!!”

“You was jackin off to Nelly, you lying ass bastard, you forget that ya dick get hard every time you see him. Plus, what about these..” I walked over to sock drawer and pulled out a handful of porn. Movie with some nigga named Tyger Tyson on the front.

“Um, they yours aint they??”

“Nah, nigga, they aint mine.  They yours, an how you get them anyway?”

“I got them online. I had them delivered to a p.o. box. But those are learning tools for you and me, so I still don’t see ya point”

I dropped the porn on the dresser and sat on the edge of the bed. 

“I mean, what the fuck are we doing? I love you. I have always loved you. I mean there is not a moment in life when I didn’t love you. I loved you as my brother that is. Now, I just don’t know. How long are we going to keep doing this? When we going to settle and just get a couple of girls and chill?? Don’t you think about these things?”

Eddie laid back on the bed and put his hands behind his head. “I think about things like that. But, it don’t seem important to me. I mean there so much other shit that we could be worried about. I mean I love you too, that’s enough for me. Labels, gay or straight, it don’t matter to me. As long as I have you, its all good.”

“So what about this?” I picked up the Bible and cupped it in my hands. “What we are doing is a sin, is it not?”

“You know, that’s one thing I don’t get about you spiritual people. The Lord knows your heart, right? So if I stop fucking you today, you think God ain’t going to know that every time that I look at you that my heart and my body is going to want and yearn for you. Plus, me and you fucking aint the only sin that you are guilty of. So of all the sins you worried about, this is the most important? Fuck that, I ain’t feeling it.”

I lean over to kiss him, “So you got all the answers, huh”

“I’m philosiphical like that, baby, that’s why you love me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Philosophical, genius, I know I’m not with you for you brains”

He looked down at his swollen piece of meat. “Well, lay some of your brains on me and smarten a nigga up…”

Eddie

Like I told Dro earlier, there was so much other things that we could be thinking about. Like for instance, how the hell am I going to past this GED test? I wanted it to be a surprise for Dro, that I was somewhat on the same level as him. Seiko had helped me out a lot with studying and I knew if I passed it then I could take college classes with Dro. We would rule a campus, I mean I couldn’t wait. College bitches, that frat step shit, all that. We would be come legendary on any campus. Then somewhat, I would be worthy of his love. I just wasn’t feeling that I deserved his devotion. Or the fact that he condemning his immortal soul to be with me. All that stuff about God and the Bible kind of got to me. I talked a good game to Dro but it didn’t mean that I believed it.

“Your name and social, sir??”

“Edward Dupree, 215-08-1127”

“Take this pencil and scrap paper, you can sit down and begin”

I sat down as the instructor was giving info to about five other hopefuls like me. I was nervous like hell. The instructor sat a booklet on my desk. 

“You may begin”

I look through the booklet at the first set of questions. I started getting a headache all of a sudden. The square root of..shit. My hands were sweaty and wiped them on my shirt. I started flipping through the book, man, none of this shit looked liked anything that me and Seiko went over. I banged my hand on the desk.

“FUCK!!”

The instructor walked over to me. “Sir, may you please keep it down?? People are trying to take test”

“May you please get the fuck out my face as you can see, I’m trying to take this piece of shit, test”

The faggot ass white nigga going to walk away and whisper niggas under his breath. I was already frustrated. I got up and threw my chair at him.

“Fuck you and this test, I aint nobody nigga”

I got up and walked straight out that place. Fuck that test, I will figure out something else. 

“Maybe you need another option, we at the armed forces can help you out.”

I looked over at this nigga in a blue suit with medals and shit. I took the paper that he was handing out and stuck in my back pocket.
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