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Synopsis

“Right now, you’re safe. Free to leave me at any time. I can’t tie you down like that, baby. Not when you deserve better than me.” —Karim Lawson
During her upbringing, Amiyah Mays swooned over her parent’s devoted foundation. She admired their twenty years of unwavering love and prayed to the heavens that she would one day attain an incontestable love of her own. 
Karim Lawson fit the card. He was dangerous in the best ways and endearing when it counted the most. After six years of bliss, the revelation that they may not have the same vision began to stump their growth. Feeling stagnant in their relationship, Amiyah issued Karim an ultimatum to securely commit or be free. A happily ever after is what she’s after, even if it’s acquired without him.
Will Amiyah’s demand for more push Karim away? Or, will he shun his fears for the woman he loves? 




Introduction

Hey, you!
Thank you so much for supporting me thus far! For that, I am forever grateful. This novella is beautifully intense. However, it’s all love. Enjoy!
xoxo, ShanicexLola




Prologue

Amiyah stared at the outcome of her hard work that was spread out on the long, glass dining room table. Nodding vigorously, she smiled at the food dishes she prepared to celebrate her six-year anniversary with Karim.
A four-cheese macaroni dish with the edges crisp, just the way he liked it, sat upon the middle of the table. The glass dish was surrounded by barbecued baked chicken, sautéed green beans with small bits of bacon mixed into them, and cornbread muffins. A strawberry cheesecake that she was anxious to dig into with him after dinner was in the fridge. Everything was in place and set to be indulged in, but her long-time boyfriend, Karim, was missing.
More times than none, the streets received more attention from Karim than she did. They’d been together since she was twenty-four—since he was twenty-five. Still, time hadn’t changed the precedence on Karim’s mind.
Money over everything.
Never too much money.
The details on how he spent his time in the streets were unspoken and unavailable to her, but Amiyah was no fool. She had a few ideas and even a few leads, beginning with the two pieces of protection he kept on himself at all times. Nearly every night, she had to remind him that he was in the safety of his own home. She assured him he could put his pistols away instead of keeping them so close that it made her feel uneasy. Karim was always on guard to command respect and protect them. Amiyah harbored a love-hate relationship with that.
“Pretty girl.” Karim’s deep baritone carried from the living room. When he was inside the condo they shared, Amiyah felt more at home and thoroughly completed in his presence.
“I’m in the dining room,” she responded and smiled at her feet. She blushed at the nickname that made her heart skip a beat each time it fell from his full, enticing lips.
Amiyah didn’t move from where she stood. Staring straight ahead, she anticipated his touch. Closing her eyes, she sighed blissfully when Karim came up behind her and leaned down to kiss her neck. Shifting her long braids to the other side of her neck, Karim inhaled her. He breathed her in before he went crazy from missing her all day.
“How are you, pretty girl?” he whispered in her ear.
“I’m better now.” Turning around to look up at him, her eyes bounced at her favorite visual. Karim towered over her at six-two. His muscular build intimidated her in the most thrilling way. Amiyah looked up to him in life and love. Coming in as her protector, best-friend, lover and greatest experience to date, Karim was easily deemed her everything.
“What’s all this?” he asked. Karim struggled to maintain a straight face. He loved her too much to pretend or front on her. He adored every inch of her to a capacity that wouldn’t allow him to let her down that easily. “Fix your face, woman. I’m just fucking with you.”
Pulling a long, slender box from his pocket, he lifted the top of the box and exposed a gold necklace. The letters P and G hung at the end of it. They were diamond encrusted pendants that made her giggle at how extra he could be sometimes.
“Karim.” She rolled her eyes and nudged his shoulder. “You do the most. All I wanted was for you to be on time for dinner.”
“This is a surprise, isn’t it?” Gazing into her captivating brown eyes, he looked away to avoid getting lost in them. Karim glanced over at the table. “How was I supposed to be on time for a surprise you told me nothing about?”
Amiyah turned her head to dodge his kiss before he could land a juicy one on her lips. “Nice try, asshole. You knew what today was and you know how much our anniversary means to me.”
Karim smirked and licked his lips. Amiyah was naturally stunning. But when she was mad, he couldn’t help himself. When she was mad, he wanted her more than anything else in that moment. She was the first woman that got a prevailing rise out of him. His dick was never calm around her.
Amiyah’s silky brown skin ordered his touch. She was a small woman that endured a great deal of pain and pleasure from him. Karim’s self-control diminished at the sight of her beauty. His stamina was intact around the woman he desired.
“You’re so fine. So fucking beautiful.” He rubbed his hand over her round cheek. “How did an ugly ass nigga like me bag a woman like you?” he quipped.
“Karim. I mean it!” Amiyah always tried to stand her ground, but he made it impossible. A handsome man like Karim didn’t deserve to be reprimanded. Only loved, pleased and appreciated.
His dark brown skin distracted her. Amiyah traced his biceps with her slanted, almond brown eyes. Her mouth watered as she craved him. His fresh line-up wasn’t making things any easier for her. And God, she really wanted to tug on his thick beard.
Amiyah’s fingertips tingled to rub through his low haircut. Instead, she balled her fists and stepped back to stay strong. Now wasn’t the time to weaken under his spell.
Karim was naturally relentless, especially with the woman he was madly in love with. Stepping forward like they were practicing some sort of dance routine, he towered over her height of five-five and scoffed. “Stop bickering with me and come get your pussy ate," he said.
Unable to control herself any longer, she walked into his arms and giggled. “Let’s eat before the food gets cold.” She looped her arm in his before approaching the table.
Karim was usually out and about from sunrise to sundown, but his warm and spicy scent never wavered. He always smelled so good that it made her fall in love with him a little more each time she rested her head on his broad shoulders.
“Sit across from me. I want to look at you,” he said. It was the little things that swooned her. Karim knew what to say, how to touch her and how to ultimately love her better than she’d ever been loved before.
Amiyah placed a napkin on her lap, then looked up to a wide smile stretching his face. She’d always deemed his smile perfection. His pearly whites put a twinkle in her eye. The golds on the bottom set of his teeth turned her on. The gold-plated set were removable, but when he had them in, she couldn’t help herself from lusting over him.
“Why are you staring at me like that?” Amiyah blushed and reached over the table for his hand.
“I missed you.” There were no doubts that Karim's occupation involved dangerous activities. He was fine with Amiyah having a small idea of what he did. However, actually knowing the details of his employment was a different ball game. It was a line he wouldn’t allow her to cross. In all, he was thankful for the opportunities he made it back to her safe and sound.
“I missed you, too, Karim.” Holding onto each other’s hands, they closed their eyes to pray.
It had become their tradition for Amiyah to begin with a simple prayer over their meal before Karim took it away. He spoke to God like they were homies dapping fists on the street, but Amiyah admired it. She applauded his efforts to work on a stronger connection with the higher power she wholeheartedly believed in.
“Amen,” they whispered in unison after praying together.
“I appreciate you.” He held onto her hand for a little while longer. His grip on her was strong. It signified the strength of their love for one another after six challenging years. Perfection was far-fetched in their relationship. Still, trying times brought them closer with every issue that occurred.
“Karim.” She pulled away from him and shook her head. “I—” Amiyah paused and stood from the table. It was getting harder each day pretending she was OK with the lifestyle he’d subjected them to. She wanted to grow within herself. And with him. Karim had gotten too comfortable in their relationship.
“Talk,” he nearly demanded. Making his way to her, he rounded the table and approached her promptly to sit beside her. With eyes that worshipped her, he stared at her on edge until she spoke again.
“Six years,” she muttered softly. Amiyah was confused. She was also angry and impatient at this point. Karim wasn’t budging on his perspective as to why they were stagnant in their relationship. Somehow, they'd reached a dead end.
“Here we go.” He flailed his arms in the air, then let them fall to his sides. “Every year. Shit, every month on this day, you do this. Why you do this, Amiyah?” The mood always shifted when he called her by her first name.
“I just want to understand.” She huffed.
He’d never strayed from their relationship or disrespected her in any way. Karim had the tendency to sometimes be rude to others, but he treasured her. Amiyah was treated differently and placed on a pedestal in his life. So, why couldn’t he fully commit? She racked her brain on why marriage was a forbidden subject with him.
“If it isn’t broke—” he started. Amiyah practically screamed to cut him off. Karim repeated that quote too much. It was starting to come across as a sick joke.
“Maybe we should take a break,” she aired impulsively. Tears welled in her eyes, threatening to fall with every blink. Swallowing hard, she avoided his glare by looking down at her lap.
Pressuring him into marrying her wasn’t the plan. Karim needed to want to marry her on his own. He should’ve wanted more out of their relationship. Amiyah constantly stressed over reasons he didn’t.
“A break?” He scoffed and brushed his hand down his flushed face. Nothing scared a strong-willed man of his caliber, but losing Amiyah worried him. The mere thought of not having her broke his heart.
“Don’t jump the gun, Amiyah,” he warned her. His vast pride could very well be the death of him one day. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to beg or plead his case. Amiyah wanted to understand his standpoint. Unfortunately, Karim’s stance was unknown. The unknown was pushing her over the edge.
“I already have.” Amiyah stood to walk away from him before her tears fell. Locking herself in their master bathroom, she slid down the door and prayed she wasn’t making the wrong decision. The night had gone from her cooking his favorites and anticipating cuddling the night away, to her calling things off because she felt inadequate and confused in their relationship.
“Amiyah!” he shouted behind her. To no avail, his effort went ignored.
As time pressed on, Karim was failing at making her happy. He didn’t know what to do about it. He wasn’t ready for more, nor was he ready to explain why he was opposed to marrying her right now. Standing from the table, he peered at the goods around it, then dropped his head.
The front door slammed behind him when he stormed out and left. Amiyah wailed as her heart shattered to pieces. Karim did the bare minimum when it pertained to fighting for her. She wanted more for herself and for her selfless heart. Amiyah vowed to start demanding it from him if he planned on sticking around.
“Six years.” She cried with her face buried in her palms. Six long years and no real progress with the man she unconditionally loved had taken a toll on her heart. Amiyah was officially tired.




Amiyah

Amiyah tossed and turned on her queen-sized, pillow-top mattress until she couldn’t bear to lay there any longer. For the past three weeks, late nights had lost its peaceful tranquility, stripping her of the protection and serenity she acquired when Karim was around. When they were together, he held her throughout the night, guarding her from any trouble that possibly lurked outside of their condo.
Now that they were a part, Amiyah was having the hardest time adjusting to the absence of his warm body next to her. Karim Lawson was always so warm. His strong, muscular arms were inviting. His presence alone made her feel safe. And not only her. Karim’s authoritative aura could make anyone feel protected when he was around.
Dragging herself to the kitchen, she flipped the light switch, then sighed as the bright lights nearly blinded her. Everything agitated her nerves. Every small problem seemed heightened and bigger than it actually was. All because she missed him. Without him, the madness of the world drove her up the wall.
After retrieving a bottle of water from the fridge, she sat at the kitchen’s island exhausted and out of whack. Studies said it took twenty-one days to form a habit. Amiyah’s persistent tactics to move on without him wasn't working out the way she originally planned. In fact, Karim was the captivating habit that needed to be broken.
How could she possibly form a habit that would distract her from craving him? He was too exhilarating to quit.
Sighing amid gradual sips of water, Amiyah peered around the kitchen and sneered at the framed photos of them that decorated the walls. They looked so happy together and she thought they were. Karim’s reluctance to fully commit begged to differ.
As his woman, she’d done everything she could to please him in every way. Amiyah performed her best tricks. She took care of him emotionally and sexually while holding him down altogether. She’d never missed an opportunity to uplift him when he was at his lowest.
When she wasn’t busy pushing paperwork and trying her damnedest to be the best secretary at Cohen’s Law Firm, her life revolved around Karim. He was the rousing man she loved—the uncontrollable bad boy she couldn’t get enough of. Karim did it for her. Amiyah couldn’t help but wonder if she did it for him, too.
Fully aware that she couldn’t force a man to want a serious, beautiful commitment that she’d dreamed of since a little girl, she’d assumed waiting on him to get to that point would suffice. So, she waited and waited until she realized it wouldn’t happen. Sadly, patience wasn’t doing her any justice. Things weren’t working out the way she’d planned.
Like clockwork, her cellphone rang from the nightstand in her master bedroom. Karim respected her request for a break, but he still called her every night. Unable to quit him altogether, she never missed a call from him. They needed to know how each other were doing. When Karim’s deep tone blared through the phone, she felt relieved knowing he was safe and intact, despite the troubles he may have been involved in during the day.
Closing her eyes to control her tears from falling, Amiyah exhaled deeply and focused her thoughts on keeping her butt posted on the wooden stool behind the kitchen's center island. Karim kept tabs on her. If he couldn’t physically see her, he wouldn’t stop calling for the clarity he needed. However, answering him broke her down. The phone calls lasted half an hour with fifteen minutes of dead air. They listened to each other breathe and felt at peace while doing so. Each time their phone call ended, her strength and composure came crashing down. Living without the love of her life was hard.
Taking a deep breath after her iPhone stopped ringing from the bedroom, her eyes shot open at the sound of Karim clearing his throat. His self-made occupation caused for him to be light on his feet. He had to be precise with his moves and exceedingly careful throughout his days. She hadn’t heard him come in, but now she could feel his intense orbs dancing over her flushed face.
“Karim,” she whispered. Now that he was in front of her, the night had just begun regardless of the time. Amiyah huffed. Deep down, she was grateful to see him. Avoiding his handsome face for three weeks had weakened her. Seeing him again made the color return to a world that appeared dull without him. “What are you doing here?”
“I live here, pretty girl.” Karim approached her. “And I’m ready to argue.”
“What?” She rolled her eyes and stood from the stool to back away from him. Being too close to Karim would fail her. Thus far, she’d been strong and firm about how she felt. She couldn’t give in now. Then, it would have all been for nothing.
Holding back from blushing at the inside joke he’d mentioned, she looked at her feet and shook her head. Karim struggled to explain himself with words. His love was displayed in the way he kissed and caressed her body. Whenever he issued a joke that he was ready to argue, it meant he was throwing in the towel. He was ready to converse about the elephant in the room.
“Where else you gon go?” he asked when she backed herself into a wall. Amiyah trapped herself, then fell victim to his enticing cologne.
“You promised,” she reminded him. He’d promised to respect her wishes—promised to obey the space she needed so he wouldn’t cloud her better judgment. “You said you wouldn't—”
“I tried!” he shouted. Karim mumbled an apology when she jumped. His voice was too deep to shout without warning. “Pretty girl. I fucking tried.” He groaned under his breath like he was in pain. And he was. He’d been holding out from seeing her for the sake of her wishes and his pride. Now, he couldn’t stand it anymore. He needed her.
“You’re breaking me down. Tell me what you need,” he spoke in her ear. His bottom lip grazed her earlobe and she almost lost her mind.
In her head, she gave herself a pep talk to be strong enough and resist him. Her struggle was written all over her uncomfortable face. Amiyah struggled to push him away. Karim was overbearing as he towered over her. His chest was rock hard and touching him gave her butterflies.
“I’m not going to keep explaining it to you, Karim. I can’t. Every time I do, it hurts. Don’t you understand by now?” Her parents were twenty years deep into a beautiful marriage. Even her sister that was twenty-five years young to Amiyah’s twenty-nine years on earth was already engaged to the man she loved. Matrimony meant a lot to Amiyah. To her, it glorified love. 
“I do. Then I don’t,” he admitted.
Amiyah looked at him stunned. He was right, he had come to argue. This was the first time he’d responded to a question about understanding what she ultimately wanted to come from their relationship. Karim was finally allowing her to pick his brain.
“I know I haven’t let you down that bad, pretty girl. You know I’m in love with you. In a dream, the Man above shows up every night to make sure I know you’re in love with me, too. What’s the problem? What’s the pressure between us? I’ve given you plenty of rings.”
Amiyah went from swooning over his beautiful words to kissing her teeth. Folding her arms across her small chest, she ignored his gaze and shook her head, disappointed in his last comment.
“Because you’re stalling. You’ve given me plenty of rings to shut me up. How many times can you give me a ghetto ass proposal before you decide it’s time we make it official?”
“Damn. This arguing shit is tiring.” Karim rubbed his hand over his face and huffed.
“Then get out!” She pushed him. It took all the strength she could muster, but she successfully pushed him back. Amiyah didn’t stop pushing him with all her might until they were close to the front door. A few tiring minutes had flashed by before she gave up.
As Amiyah stopped pushing him to catch her breath, she struck his shoulder with her fist. “If we don’t have the same vision...” she cried, failing to express her complete thought.
“You never asked me for my vision,” he muttered through clenched teeth. “Amiyah.” Karim sighed. Amiyah looked in his eyes when he said her name. Karim hardly called her by her first name. It didn’t fit her the way Pretty Girl did.
“Why have you never asked me for my vision?” He was close to her again and she was losing it. He leaned down to speak against her neck. Failing to find the right words, he kissed her collarbone instead. Karim’s soft touch settled her down. His lips against her warm skin mended her aching heart.
“Karim.” She moaned with his lips to her neck. Tears escaped her eyes. Missing him was torture. Amiyah didn’t realize how much she needed him until he returned.
“You missed me,” he stated rather than asking, and then chuckled in her ear. Karim hiked her lace nightgown to her waist and eased his hand up into her wet panties.
When he was there, she didn’t wear any to bed. Karim would only rip them off of her if she did. He requested that she allowed her pussy the chance to breathe overnight. Truthfully, he wanted them nonexistent for easy access to taste her whenever he craved her in the middle of the night.
“Don’t do this to me.” Amiyah’s words told him one thing. Pulling him closer, she contradicted herself with a firm kiss to his lips. They touched each other like it was their final night together. Karim’s hands roamed her slender body aggressively.
Cuffing the biggest thing on her, he squeezed her ass and led them to the bed he missed sleeping in. His older brother’s couch wasn’t doing his back or heartache any justice. The king-sized bed that sat in the middle of their two-bedroom condo was where he belonged.
Karim was tough yet remarkedly gentle. Tossing Amiyah onto the bed, he stripped out of his jacket and flung it across the room. He stared at her lying on the bed and cursed himself. Fathoming a life without her essence was torture. Karim deemed Amiyah his. She was the apple of his eye and she belonged to him.
Amiyah giggled when he ripped her panties, then pulled them from underneath her. If she had a dollar for all the underwear he tore from her body, she would be rich enough to own her very own underwear line.
Karim fell to his knees at her mercy. The bedroom was dark with a strip of the streetlight peering through the slight opening of the curtains. Amiyah lifted on her elbows to see what he was doing. Before she could utter a word, Karim snatched her to the edge of the bed and positioned her legs over his shoulder. Anticipating his tongue on her clit made her moan. Karim commenced by kissing her pussy the way he would her lips. Her clit compensated for her tongue as he swirled his tongue over it.
Amiyah traced her fingertips over his low-cut and cooed. He’d taught her how to relax instead of running from the pleasure. It was a promise she never broke—a rule in their bedroom that she obeyed.
She laid back with her bottom lip tucked between her teeth. Amiyah focused ahead on the ecstasy to come. Her thighs trembled as he indulged passionately and proved just how much he’d missed her.
“Announce it,” he said. Amiyah quivered when he spoke against her pussy. Karim loved hearing her moan, but each time she stuttered and squealed during a powerful orgasm, he fell more in love with her.
“Karim!” She held his head in place and gyrated her hips. His thick beard tickled her clit as he licked every inch of her pussy until she convulsed and screamed his name.
Karim licked his lips and stood with a boastful smirk on his face. Pulling her into his arms, he sat with his back against the headboard. Amiyah pushed her hair behind her shoulders and rested her head on his chest. It was safe there. The safest place she’d been in three weeks.
“Amiyah.” He lifted her hand to his lips for a gentle kiss.
“Hm?” she hummed, struggling to stay awake each second. Her eyes were heavy. Karim had arrived and suddenly, she could fall asleep without an issue.
“I love you,” he whispered against her forehead. Amiyah was already asleep before he completed the sentiment. She snored lightly in his arms, but that never stopped him from talking. Those were the moments he spoke the most. When Amiyah slept, he spoke his peace without fear of interruption, judgement or having her second guess that she was his entire world.
“Marriage doesn’t mean shit,” he whispered harshly. “My mom and dad taught me that. They walked away from each other. They regret taking it that far. She hates everything he stands for, and she blames him for the way me and my brothers took after his hustle. I’m hardheaded, Amiyah. I can’t help that shit. I can try. I just can’t have you grow to hate me after we’re married. Right now, you’re safe. Free to leave me. I can’t tie you down like that, baby. Not when you deserve better than me.” Karim kissed her forehead and sighed. He was expressing exactly what Amiyah needed to hear when she was awake and begging him for some understanding.
In the pocket of his jeans, his phone vibrated. His older brother, Rashad, sent a code word through text that told Karim where to meet him. Karim slid from underneath Amiyah, careful not to wake her. Rubbing over her cheek with the back of his hand, he whispered he loved her a final time, alarmed their condo, then rushed out the door to meet up with his brother.
Leaving her side was never easy, only necessary to pay to the bills.




Karim

“Aye.” Karim’s older brother, Rashad, snatched a pillow from the couch Karim slept on. He tossed it at his head to wake him up. “Rise and grind, bro. We’re meeting with the realtor in an hour about the building on Ashwood for the club we discussed. Remember?”
“Oh yeah.” Karim stretched his arms out. They’d just gotten in from handling business less than four hours ago. Standing from the couch, he yawned. He dragged his feet to the bathroom in the hallway and slammed the door to run a warm shower.
“You don't remember shit!” Rashad shouted behind him. The seriousness in his tone amused Karim. He joked frequently that he lived his life to get on his brother’s nerves.
Rashad was organized—obsessed with having structure. Karim was wild—impressed with the unexpected thrills in life. They were opposites with how they chose to move and sometimes handle business. If they weren't brothers, they wouldn’t bother to be friends or work together. Nonetheless, their loyalty to each other ran deep. Their meaning of brotherhood was at the top of their lists of importance, no matter how much they occasionally disagreed with each other.
Karim stood underneath the powerful shower-head and sighed. He counted his blessings that he’d saw Amiyah last night. Karim was grateful that the taste of her was back on his tongue, but it wasn’t enough. He missed her already. He could still taste her on his lips. Amiyah’s fetching features populated whenever he closed his eyes.
In his past, he could shake a woman in no time at all. Karim protected himself with shiny steel tucked in his pants and rubbers in his pocket. The code to focus on himself and the empire he aimed to build with his brothers was drilled in his head by his strict father. Since him and his siblings were little boys, their father reminded them every day that falling in love would slow them down and result to an enemy catching them slipping.
Karim broke all the rules when he spotted Amiyah in the mall with a group of her friends. He’d prayed for her to look in his direction to notice him. The moment they locked eyes, Karim approached her, unwilling to miss the opportunity of a lifetime.
Amiyah’s presence humbled him. She wasn’t impressed with him or the expensive articles covering him from head to toe. Karim was the only impressed being between them. The sound of her small voice kept him engage. Amiyah’s flawless, glowing skin had his undivided attention. She hadn’t done anything but walk out of Victoria Secret giggling with a handful of bags and he was hooked. Karim was boastful; he knew he could pull her.
It was a blessing how long he’d held onto her.
“Stop crying in there and hurry up, nigga!” Rashad drank the rest of the milk from his Cinnamon Toast Crunch bowl, then chucked it in the sink.
Karim rinsed his soapy body and huffed as he cut the shower off. His brothers had been teasing him relentlessly over his troubles in paradise. Without telling them anything, they’d found out on their own by his excuses to crash at Rashad’s house for weeks. Hanging out with Karim stopped being fun and thrilling for them. Being around him was now stressful and aggravating. Amiyah had him off his game, and it was evident.
Walking out of the bathroom half dressed, Karim brushed his waves while combing his fingers through his beard. Glancing around the living room for a shirt, he dropped his brush to put on his socks and shoes.
“C’mon, man. My lady showers and gets dressed quicker than this,” Rashad grumbled.
Karim chuckled. “Word? You know what. Never mind. Fuck it. That would’ve been too easy.” Smoothing his hand over his shirt, he searched the living room for his jacket. One of Rashad’s hoodies was the first thing his sight landed on.
“I’m ready.” He grabbed the hoodie and approached the door behind Rashad.
“What you trying to say about my lady?” Rashad inquired as he led them out the front door. Karim only cackled and shook his head.
“Khalil said he’ll meet us on the lot.” Reading over the text Khalil sent, he informed Rashad of their baby brother’s recent update.
“Bet,” Rashad returned.
◆◆◆
 
Khalil dribbled the ball under his legs, then checked the ball to Rashad. “Should we send Pops a picture of the building to see what he thinks before we sign off on it?”
Karim laced his shoes tightly and stood from the basketball court to stretch. “This man and his father,” he quipped.
Coming in as the youngest brother at twenty-one years old, Khalil reported everything to their father. He looked up to their father as the self-righteous boss he was.
Xavier Lawson had certainly paid his dues and could school his sons on running a business whether legal or forbidden. Karim and Rashad just preferred to leave him out of some things, whereas Khalil thought it was smart to include him.
“Go ahead and do your thing, fam. He gon hit you right back and ruin your dream. Nothing is ever a go for him,” Rashad explained.
Their father was the hardest on Rashad because he was the eldest. As the middle child, Karim received tough love more than anything else. Khalil on the other hand had gotten a lot of patience and praise from their father since he was born. Each relationship with their old man differed, unlike their mother who treated them all the same.
Khalil shrugged their laughter off. “He always knows what he’s talking about.”
Rashad mugged Khalil for a brief moment. He looked away to check the ball to Karim, eyeing him curiously.
“I checked him for a wire when we changed inside the locker rooms, bro. He’s clean,” Karim confirmed.
“Fuck y’all.” Khalil scoffed. “What’s been up with you anyway?” He nodded in Karim’s direction and motioned for him to pass the basketball he was hogging.
Rashad laughed. “He still tripping over Amiyah. Couldn’t be me.”
“Man shut up. The fuck you mean it couldn’t be you? You and your girl are at each other’s throat every night. I been thinking about getting a hotel for some peace and quiet.”
“You should. She won’t let me beat with you in the house.” Rashad dribbled the ball and hit Karim with a crossover to piss him off. “You let little Amiyah run you out the condo you paid for.”
“You always loud and wrong.” Karim stole the ball from him and dashed to the other end of the court. “She wants to get married,” he blurted when he shot the ball and missed.
“Oh shit.” Rashad mumbled and winced. “Yikes.”
Rashad and Karim shared the same logic on marriage. They’d watched their parents struggle to be in the same room together. And now, speeches from their parents on toxic relationships came frequently. The separated duo made it known how much they regretted marrying each other. They blamed society’s far-fetched expectations of marriage on their downfall.
“What’s the big deal?” Khalil looked back and forth from their serious expressions. “Amiyah is a good girl. Mom and dad love her. Y’all been together for a long time and you just turned thirty. Shouldn’t yo old ass be trying to settle down? Both of y’all old asses should be trying to settle down. Aren’t y’all tired of starting over and learning the ins and outs of different women?”
“I don’t think I’m tired of going in and out of different woman just yet.” Rashad smirked.
Karim laughed and interjected on a serious note. “Mom and dad hate each other. You weren’t around yet to see how fast things changed between them. One day they were happy and taking us on trips to Disney. The next, they were throwing glass plates above our heads to attack each other. Shit was wild. I ain’t fucking with it.” Karim shook his head to shake the memories. Every fun childhood memory had been tarnished by their parents overlapping arguments and brawls.
“That’s their story, bro. Doesn’t have to be ours. I’m thinking of popping the question to Serenity.”
“Your childhood sweetheart?” Rashad looked at him strangely. “You want to marry the first and only woman that got your dick wet?”
“If that’s how we’re putting it, then yeah, I do. You have to show a good woman you love her while you have her. Shit is too chaotic and wild out here to sleep on a real one. I believe Serenity is the one for me. I won’t let fear fuck that up.”
Rashad laughed harder after Khalil’s explanation. Proceeding to tease his little brother on his logic, Rashad didn’t stop until Karim shouted for him to chill and get off Khalil’s case.
“If that’s what you want, I support you, Khalil.” Karim dapped Khalil’s fist and pulled him into a brotherly hug. Their little brother had more heart than them and it discreetly shamed him.
His love for Amiyah scared him. How he could care for and love a woman more than himself didn’t make any sense. It was nearly unfathomable. If he needed to put his life on the line for her, he wouldn't hesitate to do it, yet marriage backed him into a wall. For reasons he didn’t quite understand, the thought of marriage advised him to run.




Amiyah

Karim’s jacket comforted Amiyah during her tedious, ten-hour shift at work. Regardless of the time they’d spent apart, his signature cologne still soothed her. A lot of his clothing and shoes remained on his side of their closet, but the jacket he’d left behind the night prior was fresh. His scent on it was vibrant, protruding and downright stimulating. Amiyah exhaled deeply at her overburdened to-do-list. Karim’s jacket calmed her down and controlled her accelerated heartbeat.
With all the pain she’d endured from missing him, it was safe to assume she was the victim amid their break. Amiyah almost regretted her decision to request space for time to mull over their history.
Karim was the type of man women appreciated whether they received half of him or not. Unwilling to settle, Amiyah continued to acknowledge his fathomless potential. She just wanted more—much more of his whole-hearted love than he’d been giving.
Amiyah signed out of her computer and grabbed her purse from underneath her desk. Checking the time on her watch, she stood from her desk with urgency. Her parents expected her and her sister to come to their childhood home on Friday nights for dinner. It had become their tradition ever since they moved out. A way to keep them grounded, and to keep a smile on their mother’s face. For the last few weeks, she’d been rain-checking with excuses that she was tired.
It had taken her parents a long time to accept Karim. Admitting to them that they’d possibly been right to warn her about him wasn’t an ‘I told you so’ she was willing to hear right now.
Amiyah’s three-inch heels echoed throughout the parking garage. Harsh winds ruffled her skirt as she nearly skipped to her Jeep. Her power was masked during business hours because someone else was in control. Inside of Cohen’s Law Firm, she had to be professional and obey protocol without a negative word about it. Outside of the building, her cosmic powers returned, ruling her the leader of her own world.
Amiyah downed the windows of her pink Wrangler Rubicon and sped out of the parking garage like she was responding to an emergency. The excitement on her face revealed the truth. She was happy to be free from never-ending office work that sucked the life out of her. After sighing peacefully during the riveting breeze that circulated inside her car, she turned up a Cardi B tune on the radio and recited the lyrics at the top of her lungs.
The distance between her job in Maitland was only fifteen minutes away from her parent's home in Altamonte Springs. She’d gotten through three ratchet songs before pulling in front of her family home.
Amiyah’s mouth dropped when she pulled into her parent’s wide driveway behind her mother’s van. Her father always protected his pride and joy by parking his Dodge RAM in their two-car garage. The distinctive challenger parked next to her mother’s vehicle belonged to none other than the domineering man she couldn’t escape.
She killed her ignition and panicked, wondering why he was even there. Amiyah’s parents were old school Christians. They’d initially disapproved of the couple shacking up together. Her parents had aired their frustration until they wore themselves out. Persistently, they’d lectured their eldest daughter for years before they accepted her preferred way of living.
Amiyah stepped out of her car and looked up at the cloudy sky. “I hope my father didn’t kill this man.” She sighed. Her father was a great man—often described as a real stand-up guy. About his daughters, he would change faces and turn into a monster if it meant protecting them. The men in their lives went through hell to get his approval.
Hesitantly, Amiyah approached the door and turned the knob. “Mom? Dad?”
“Come on in here, girl,” her mother’s sweet voice resounded. Amiyah smiled and joined her in the kitchen. Besides the mouth-watering aroma filling the air, she immediately knew her mom was in there. The kitchen was her sanctuary.
“Hey, mom.” She pecked her mother's soft cheek. Amiyah stepped back to look at her mom suspiciously. “Um. Karim’s car is outside.” Even saying it aloud seemed odd.
“So is he. He’s in the backyard with your dad pulling up weeds.” Angela Mays looked up from the dish she was rinsing to admire her beautiful, confused daughter. “Shocked me, too. I went to the neighborhood market down the street to pick up a few things and came back to them two fools playing in my garden.”
Amiyah snickered behind her fingers. “Need any help in here?” She would’ve done anything her mother asked to distract her from thinking about Karim being in the backyard with her father.
“No, thank you, baby. The food is almost done. Go wash up and relax. Was work OK?”
“Sure,” she answered, panicking internally and trying to relax while Karim was in the backyard with her father discussing God knows what.
Amiyah snuck to a window to spy on them in the backyard. She considered walking out of the backdoor to make her presence known but quickly thought against interrupting them. The idea of her father bonding with the man she loved swooned her. The visual of them getting their hands dirty while laughing together warmed her heart. Despite her and Karim’s iffy terms, she’d always wanted him to get along with her father.
“Everything OK with you two?” Angela joined her at the window and asked. Startling Amiyah, she side-eyed her daughter as she stumbled over an answer.
“Yes.” Amiyah nodded. “We’re... we're OK.” She shrugged. “Why do you ask?”
“Little girl. That man hasn’t been over here for a family dinner since your father was down his throat with questions the last time.” Angela scoffed, nearly amused. “It’s been a long time. Now look at him. He’s out there sucking up. You don’t have to lie to your mother. I know he done messed up some way, somehow.” Angela tossed a hand-towel over her shoulder and walked away. “Hurry up and wash your hands so you can set the table for four,” she called behind her shoulder. “Your sister says she’s working overtime tonight.”
“Great,” Amiyah mumbled and sighed. It was going to be an interesting dinner.
Just the four of them.
◆◆◆
 
The men’s hard chuckles were driving the women up the wall. Amiyah stared ahead at her mother who was looking her father upside his head. As the couples sat next to each other, Karim sat directly across from her father, laughing and interacting like they were best friends. Amiyah avoided Karim’s thirsty eyes whenever he looked over at her. She knew if she locked eyes with him, she wouldn’t be able to pull away from his mesmerizing gaze. During their trying times, she learned the hard way that she had to be strong enough to salvage herself. Karim was easy to submit to. He was a magnetizing lead she would always follow.
While the men were fully engaged in a debate over their favorite football teams, Amiyah poked at her lasagna in deep thought. She took small bites only when she looked up to her concerned mother staring back at her.
Karim had always been a bold man. He was willing to do whatever he needed to do to get what he wanted. She loved Karim with every breath in her body. She adored the ground he treaded carefully on. He was strategic, thoughtful and could come up with a scheme to get whatever he wanted, whenever he felt he needed it.
Although Amiyah knew him well, she just couldn’t figure out why he was there. He’d ventured to her parent’s home out of all the places he could’ve tracked her down at.
“Can I talk to you in the kitchen, Karim?” she whispered. Scanning the dining room like the vibrant teal walls were unfamiliar, Amiyah continued to avoid his eyes.
Karim rose one of his thick eyebrows. “What was that?” He'd heard her fine but inquired like he hadn’t. He drove her crazy in more ways than she could keep up with.
“The kitchen. Now.” Growing agitated with him, she smiled faintly at her parents and apologized for their need to be excused.
“Handle your business, honey.” Angela laughed under her breath. She didn’t involve herself in her children’s relationship quarrels. If they ever needed her assistance, they knew where to find her. But she didn’t meddle.
Amiyah rushed into the kitchen and turned around to Karim on her heels with his plate of lasagna in hand. Leaning against the tall island in the middle of the room, he stared at her intently as he feasted.
“Your father is coming around to me.” To avoid reacting to his beautiful smile, she dropped her head and closed her eyes for a moment.
“What are you doing here, Karim?”
Karim’s chewing slowed to a halt. Swallowing hard, he licked his lips and sat the plate on the counter to approach her. “No.” She backed away from him. “I asked you a question.”
“I’m eating,” he said. “You thought I forgot about Friday night dinners at your people house?” He chuckled. “And I’ve been hitting your line all day, pretty girl. I paid the bill, so I know it’s on.”
Karim didn’t need permission to pull her into his arms. He practically snatched her into him and held her close to his chest.
“I had a busy day at work.”
“That’s new? Muthafuckers used to be in the waiting room cursing you out for taking so long to get to them. You would stop everything moving to answer my call.”
“Karim,” she whined, struggling to break free from his arms. Eventually, she gave up the fight and rested her head against his chest. “Watch your mouth in my parent’s house.”
“My bad.” Karim stepped back and shook his head. Towering over her, he raised her chin with his index finger to finally have her eyes. “I don’t deserve this shit.”
“Karim!”
“You got a good man on your side, pretty girl. Flawed like a muthafucker but I’m—”
“You can’t even help yourself, can you?”
Karim nodded and paused before trying it again. As he rubbed his fingers through his beautifully groomed beard, he never took his eyes off her. She’d hidden herself from him for weeks. Unsure of when he would see her again after this, he took his time to admire her.
“You don’t know what you’re doing, huh? That’s what this is.”
“What?” She scoffed. “What are you even talking about?”
“You don’t know what you’re doing to me,” he whispered harshly and patted his chest aggressively. With Amiyah, he was a patient man. These days, Karim was fighting to get his point across—fighting to prove his love to a woman who thought marriage defined it.
“You don’t know what you’re doing to us,” he said.
“I’m giving you a break to figure out what you want, Karim.”
Karim held back from calling her stupid. As badly as he wanted to tell her how foolish she was, he couldn’t bring himself to disrespect his Pretty Girl like that. He bit his fist to suffice the urge to curse. His phone interrupted him from speaking again.
“Yo,” he pulled his phone from his pocket and answered. His eyes traced her cheeks as his brother updated him on what was going on. “I’m on the way,” he assured Rashad and disconnected the call.
“I’ll be home in a few hours.” Karim looked at Amiyah as he stashed his device back into his pocket. Grabbing her hands, he rubbed them over his face and huffed.
“For what?” she whispered. Holding back tears, she looked down at her feet to hide her glossy eyes from him. Karim’s time management was another reason she suggested a break. As the women who was madly in love with him, she felt she didn’t receive enough of his time.
Amiyah may have been unaware of how him and his family acquired a lot of money, but she was well aware of all the time she didn’t get to spend with him because of it.
Ignoring her question, he lifted her chin and kissed her wet cheeks. “I love you, pretty girl. I’ll be home in a few hours.”
Amiyah watched him until he walked out of the kitchen. She stood in place until she heard the front door close. Wiping her eyes, she took a deep breath and returned to the dining room with her parents. Once again, she would have to come up with another excuse for why he had to skip out so suddenly.




Karim

Pressing in the gate code to access his father’s home, Karim drove up the long driveway and gaped at the mini mansion his father seasonally resided in. Xavier was always on the road traveling, blowing money and exploring his options like he was thirty years younger than his fifty years on earth. His spacious, red bricked home was nearly vacant. Beautiful from the outside with dozens of large, lavish windows—empty on the inside with only full-sized beds in each room and tall, wooden dressers next to them.
Xavier was hardly in town. His time spent in Orlando was always quick. He was occasionally in and out to check on his family. Each time he arrived, he summoned his sons to meet up with him, then blessed their pockets to suppress his guilt of tearing their family apart. He always offered them his knowledge toward their endeavors.
Karim parked behind Khalil’s Acura and sighed before stepping out. This wasn’t where he wanted to be. He was too far away from his heart, perplexed because he and Amiyah were on bad terms. Whenever she cried, it stuck with him. The tears she didn’t deserve to shed were imprinted in his head, taunting him whenever he closed his eyes.
Karim fought an anxious urge to start his car and race back to her. Stepping out into the night’s air, he brushed his hand down his face and channeled his thoughts. The last thing he needed was for his brothers to call out his emotions in front of their father.
He approached the door and looked around. Karim didn’t have to knock; the threshold was prepared for him to enter.
“Yo!” he shouted. His deep voice echoed and bounced off the walls. Karim’s steps were loud on the tile floors. Following his father’s booming voice, he met them in the kitchen standing around with glasses of whiskey in their hands. Rashad’s face harbored a scowl while his father and Khalil chopped it up with smiles on their faces. Rashad appeared relieved that Karim was finally there.
“My boy!” Xavier sat his glass down and approached Karim with open arms. Pulling him into a rough embrace, he patted Karim’s back and chuckled. The slur in his words along with the liquor on his breath confirmed he was intoxicated.
“What’s up, pops? Where you in from?” Karim inquired. He held his breath until Xavier freed him, then looked to Rashad and Khalil for answers. Khalil shrugged.
“I’m not shocked.” Rashad muttered and scoffed. He’d never been a fan of their father.
“Some of everywhere. You know how I get down, son.” He laughed. “But what’s been up with you, Rim? Fill your old man in on your life.”
Karim patted his father’s growing belly and chuckled. “Working hard. Everybody ain’t able to lay around and have bitches feed ‘em grapes and shit.”
“Grapes ain’t do that.” Khalil laughed while scrolling through his phone. He headed toward the doorway and announced his departure by waving it in the air. “Duty calls.”
“And he rode with me,” Rashad added. Gulping the rest of his drink like it was a shot, he mumbled good luck in Karim’s ear and rushed out.
“That’s cold,” Karim called behind them. He felt they set him up for failure to deal with their drunken father alone. “Y’all boys be safe,” he shouted again. Karim shot a quicker prayer to the Lord when they made moves together. However, he prayed especially hard when they weren’t performing their acts as a dynamic trio.
“They’ll be alright. Khalil is safe with Rashad. I taught that boy well. He can hate me all he wants, but I taught him all he knows. I’m the reason he’s tough.” Xavier stumbled to the counter to pour another drink. “How’s your mom doing?”
Karim hopped on an empty counter for a seat and shrugged. He was the spitting image of his father. It was almost like his mother despised Xavier during her pregnancy with him.
Karim had entered the world with the same curly hair atop his head, the same slanted eyes, small nose and plump lips. As Karim got older and let his beard grow out, he and his father could’ve gone for twins despite Xavier’s gray hairs and old age.
“She’s good.”
“Is she happy? Without me?”
“She is.” Karim nodded. He hated to break it to him, but his mother was actually ecstatic without him. Happier than she’d ever been.
“That’s good. That’s all I’ve ever wanted. Her to be happy.”
Karim stared at him with a concerned look on his face as Xavier looked off in deep thought.
“Can I ask you a question?”
“What you got for me, son?” Although his words slurred a bit, he looked toward Karim interested.
“What happened, pops? One day our family was complete. Shad and I was hype when y’all told us Khalil was on the way. The next day you were out. You and mom been beefin’ since.”
“She put me out.” He shook his head. Xavier smiled faintly as he reflected on it. “I made a lot of promises that I failed to keep. Dorinda didn’t ask for much. I just made it seem that way. She wanted time. So much fucking time. If it was up to her, we would’ve been making love in the house all damn day.”
Karim nodded. “Yeah. That sounds like my pretty girl,” he mumbled to himself.
“Time is money and love doesn’t pay the bills. Since she couldn’t understand that, I married her to trap her. I thought that would shut her up. As you can see, she got tired of my shit and left my ass anyway.”
“Were you in love with her?”
“Hell yeah. No doubt. She’s still my world. She’ll always be the only woman I’ve ever been in love with. I just fucked up, son. I chose the fast life over the woman who really loved me. She didn’t care about all the money or what I could do for her. She cared about me. She loved me.” Dropping his head, he rubbed through his beard and sneered. “Shit happens, tho’.”
“Right,” Karim agreed. Digging in his pocket for his phone, he unlocked it and went directly to his text thread with Amiyah. Karim informed her that he was on the way home as his heart throbbed to see her again.
The sighs he asked for were coming at him full force. Losing Amiyah would equate to losing his mind. If he proceeded to follow in his father’s footsteps, he too would be on the other side of a heart-wrenching outcome.
Suddenly, Karim feared ending up regretful from choosing the fast life over the woman who didn’t ask for anything but a promising commitment and a little extra time.
◆◆◆
 
Karim was careful not to frighten her as he entered their condo. Amiyah was asleep on the couch, exactly where he assumed she would be. It was where she always waited for him each time he gave her a head’s up that he was on the way home. Amid their differences, she was weak for his allure.
Regardless of the break she’d suggested, resisting him wasn’t easy. Amiyah was breaking. She was beginning to need him much more than she wanted to get her point across.
Karim locked up and stood in front of the couch. Admiring her peaceful slumber before he awakened her, he valued the light she’d left on. The dim lamp next to the coffee, plush couch illuminated her striking, brown skin. The ample ass he loved to squeeze, and caress poked from underneath the blanket wrapped around her.
Karim wondered why he ever thought the streets were more important than a woman as perfect as Amiyah. She had every right to demand the happily ever after she wanted. For her, he would try harder. Karim planned to try harder to accomplish gifting her the world.
“Pretty girl,” he spoke, barely above a whisper. At his attention, her orbs widened, exposing her gratitude to see him.
“Hey.” She sat up on the couch. Before she could stand, Karim fell to his knees and laid his head in her lap. “What is it?” she whispered. As she massaged his head, she rubbed over his broad shoulders with her free hand. Loving him through their uncertainties felt better than not having him at all.
“This love shit gotta nigga beat,” he grumbled. “But I—” Amiyah lifted his head from her lap to kiss him. She shushed him with a passionate kiss as her pussy pulsated for him.
Karim missed her so much that he pulled her onto the carpet next to him. Supporting her head with a pillow from the couch, he laid her down and hovered over her. “I’m in love with you,” he continued. “I will never stop fighting for you, pretty girl. You hear me? You’re going to have to do a lot more than kick me out of the fucking house.”
Amiyah moaned as he kissed her neck. Karim smiled at his jacket that swallowed her slender body. She was bare underneath it. Spreading her legs to rest between them, the warmth that radiated from her thighs teased him.
“I’m sorry,” he breathed in her ear. It was an apology that didn’t come across genuine. One he aired in advance for what would come next.
Karim released his dick and entered the pussy that was always wet for him. His touch made her body thrive with purpose. Karim pushed deeper inside of her with a mission to please. Cupping her breast to kiss her areola, he teased her nipple until she got tired of moaning through the pleasure and begged him to fuck her.
Karim was sorry for a lot of things he’d put her through. But, fucking her passionately and making love to her until she lost her mind wasn’t one of them.
Karim couldn’t lose the pussy that griped his dick this beautifully. Groaning in her ear, he confessed just that. When he was deep inside her, he ditched his pride to confess the concealed emotions he harbored. The love was evident in his desirous strokes. Squeezing her thighs tenderly, Amiyah fought back by roaming underneath his shirt to dig her nails into his back. Parting her thighs wider, she welcomed his thick inches to ravage her blissfully.
“It hurts to miss you,” Karim admitted. He sighed while inside of her—amazed that her love could feel this extraordinary.
“Karim.” She panted. Attempting to brace herself, she pushed his chest. No matter how much she aimed for mercy, Karim refused to oblige.
Chuckling against her sweet lips, he kissed above her top lip, down to her chin, and then pulled out of her slowly. Standing over her, he stroked his hard dick with his jeans around his ankles and smirked.
“Take your ass in the room. I want you on all fours.” He slapped her ass and gave her a boost in the direction of their bedroom.
Amiyah squealed, giggling with anticipation until she felt the weight of his dick at her entrance. Positioning her near the edge of their large bed, he demanded the arch he loved.
Slapping her ass until she got it right, Karim praised her perfect form. He kissed the ass cheeks he’d slapped to ease the pressure, then kissed her pussy from the back to have the candied taste of her on his tongue. No other woman could have him profoundly absorbed like Amiyah had him. She was the one.
On his face, she quivered. Karim’s thick lips grazed her clit, then quaked her body when he circled his tongue around her sensual pearl. Underneath her, he groaned and muttered pieces of his affection. The vibration tingled her core.
“Karim,” she whined. The moment she tried to stop, he slapped her ass as a fair warning. Karim was far from being fulfilled.
After being punished for three weeks, he preferred she ride his face until she collapsed on top of him. Until she was utterly spent, he refused to let up.
Impressed with the ways she rotated her hips, he buried his face further between her pussy lips. Karim licked every inch of her and cherished every caress to her smooth, brown skin. Pleasing her was as easy as loving her. He wished she knew that.
“I’m—”
Karim interrupted her from announcing her peak. Wrapping his arms around her hips, he held onto her tightly, accepting every drop he could savor.
“I love you,” Amiyah moaned. She collapsed upon his face and assumed it was over, but Karim kept his arms around her waist, patiently waiting for the moment her pulsating clit calmed down, so he could feast again.




Amiyah

Awakening in the middle of the night was different tonight. For the first time in three weeks, the tranquility Amiyah felt at 3AM was dream-like and soothing. He’d put her to sleep with immense pleasure, then stuck around to hold her. Lying on his bare chest, she refrained from getting up to use the bathroom. Comfortability drenched her. She was secure with him in attendance, wholly completed in his arms.
Reaching up to feel his face in the darkness, she rubbed over his thick beard and traced her fingertips over his lips. Sighing deeply, Amiyah returned her hand to his buff chest to rub over it.
“I don’t read minds, pretty girl. You’re going to have to do better than that.”
Relieved that he was awake, she smiled. “I want to know your vision, Karim,” she whispered. “What do you want out of our relationship?”
“Just you,” he answered quickly. And vaguely. Amiyah contemplated her next question, then sat up next to him. “Don’t,” he muttered. He stopped Amiyah from overthinking his answer before she could ruin herself. “I’m not finished.”
“OK,” she whispered. Surrounded by darkness, she managed to wrap her legs around him and hold onto his neck. Karim’s dick poked her stomach. The rises she got out of him were effortless.
“I’m not willing to repeat a lot of the headass shit I’m about to say. You gotta keep up.”
Amiyah giggled as he spoke against her neck. Securing her in his arms snuggly, Karim held onto her like he could lose her at any moment.
“I know you’re a man, Karim. You’re the man! But you can tell me anything. I won’t hold it against you or use it to hurt you. After six years—”
“I should know that already,” he finished her sentence. “I feel you.”
“Then why aren’t we better than this? Why is it a struggle to pick your brain? At this stage in our relationship, why don’t we want the same things?” There were more questions she wanted to air, but her voice cracked. As she lost her composure, the room fell silent. She closed her eyes tightly to hold back tears.
Karim flipped her onto her back to hover over her. He kissed her cheek and whispered in her ear. “You really have to stop speaking for me.” Gently, he wrapped his hand around her neck, then rubbed over it with his thumb.
“Is it not enough for me to fucking love you, pretty girl? Do you have to question my every move, thought and mistake?” He huffed. “I want everything with you. Amiyah, you are the woman I’m going to spend my life with. Losing you is the only thing I’m afraid of.”
“Karim—”
“I’m going to marry you,” he whispered in her ear. “Despite my fears, what I’ve experienced, and the bullshit I’m mixed in with every day, I will make you my wife. But you can’t rush me. And you can’t define our love with a ring, certificate or ceremony. I’ve been in love with you since the day I met you. Don’t insult how far we’ve come by forcing me to love you on your terms.” Karim meant every word he aggressively whispered. The gleam in his eyes that shone in the darkness confirmed the truth.
Gasping when he pushed inside of her slowly, Amiyah’s response was stripped away with pure ecstasy. Resisting her was impossible. In her ear, he confided how much he missed her pussy lips being wrapped around his dick.
“Now tell me your vision again.” He chuckled in her ear to mask his own moans. His sultry baritone in her ear was the greatest tune she’d ever heard.
Stuttering through moans, Amiyah tugged at her long braids, losing herself in his gratifying strokes.
“I love you,” was the only part of her vision that she’d managed to utter. She rubbed his face in awe. Even in the dark, his jaw structure intrigued her. Surrounded by nightfall, the dark-brown eyes she admired populated in her head.
He felt so good inside of her that she began to scream his favorite things. Assuring him that her pussy belonged to him, she promised Karim that no other man could ever compare. She promised that no one else would ever reap the benefits of the sex that only got juicy for him.
Amiyah reminisced on the beginning of their relationship as the sun invaded their sheer curtains. In the beginning stages of their relationship, they made love all day.
Each year, his quality time with her lessened without an explanation. Working alongside his brothers became top priority. Just as she was unwilling to compete with another woman, she refused to compete with the streets.
She was shocked that he’d settled comfortably next to her. Covering herself, she sat up to stare into his relaxed face. “You’re not leaving?”
“Not even if you wanted me to.”
From afar, his phone rang in the corner he’d dropped his pants. Amiyah laid back and huffed. Assuming he would leave her, she rolled over onto her side, merely grateful for the exclusive time she received. Karim left the room to retrieve his phone like she knew he would. Returning empty handed, he laid behind her and pulled her close.
“You’re not going to answer it?” she whispered. Amiyah had become jealous of his phone. Hardly missing a call, Karim usually answered, then rushed out of the door.
“I’m here. Aren’t I?” Positioning herself to face him, she gazed in his genuine eyes and nodded. “Alright then.” He eyed her lips. They were reeling him in, urging him to smash his lips into hers. “Chill on me. I’m where I want to be.”
A Saturday spent in bed with each other was long overdue. Karim proved just how much he missed her by taking his time to place soft kisses on her shoulder. Her skin was delicate—in need to be pampered and commended. Amiyah’s glistening bronze skin was alluring. His lips tickled her skin, causing her to giggle beneath him.
Engulfed with a kiss to her bottom lip, Amiyah parted her lips to taste him. Their tongues danced together, and then fought over control. Karim’s large hands roamed between her thighs.
Rubbing what he deemed a sweet treat, his touch made her moan in his mouth. Clamping her thighs together pissed him off. Karim warned her with a grumble, then pushed a finger inside to feel her. Amiyah’s warmth covered his finger and her walls tightened around it. He broke their kiss to taste her from his finger, then smirked—a clear indication that he needed to fully indulge.
“Relax,” he mumbled in her ear, calming her tense body down. “I’m not going anywhere.”
She was thirsty for him, and how could he blame her? Amiyah was on edge, worried that he would rush out to leave her at any moment. Karim made his intentions to stay blatant by disappearing underneath the comforter to taste her. Tasting her was pleasurable for him. The way she had been starving him was anything but fair.
He gripped her thighs aggressively as he feasted. Amiyah was the sweetest thing he’d ever tasted. Moaning on the verge of tears, she arched her back with her mouth wide open, gasping for air. Amiyah moaned Karim’s name with adoration lacing her soft tone. He was the greatest ardency she'd ever known. 




Karim

With water trickling down his chest, Karim scoffed when he got out of the shower and powered on his phone to a text message from Rashad. Rashad was demanding for Karim to meet up with him immediately. He could sense his brother’s hostility from the exclamation marks in the text. Karim rubbed through his beard and cursed under his breath. He really wasn’t in the mood to deal with Rashad’s attitude and dire need to be in control today. However, duty called. He’d put everything off to spend a day with Amiyah. It was only right to get back to business.
Karim towered over Amiyah in only a towel. The shape of her pouty lips never got old. One by one, he’d been attentive to them all night. Aside from the lips on her beautiful face, he was especially attentive to the lips between her thighs. As he contemplated how much time he had to spare, he licked his lips and decided on a gentle kiss to her forehead. He hated to leave her, but he turned away from her to grab a hoodie, jeans, and throw on a pair of sneakers anyway. The quicker he left was the faster he could make it back to her.
Because it was Sunday, he knew exactly where to find Rashad.
Karim parked alongside the curb in front of his brother’s home. He got out and entered his yard through the side-gate, heading straight for the back yard.
“Nigga’s don’t know how to knock or ring a doorbell no more?” Rashad sneered. He looked up from the steaks he was grilling with an attitude. Their eye contact was intense until giggling from the sidelines nagged at their attention.
Rashad’s girl was laid by the pool. She side-eyed Karim through her designer shades and smiled.
“Hey, Karim.” She twirled her fingers to wave at him and winked. She chewed the gum in her mouth obnoxiously, occasionally wrapping it around her index finger.
Karim simply nodded in her direction. He often wondered what Rashad saw in her. She flirted with every man she encountered. She seemingly lived for attention from a man.
“If I’d planned to visit on my own, I would’ve knocked. Since you summoned me over here, what’s up?”
“What’s up?” Rashad mocked Karim as he poked through the meat on the grill with a fork. “Where were your antennas yesterday?”
“Signaling Amiyah,” Karim quipped and grabbed a beer from the cooler before taking a seat on top of it. “Why? What happened?”
“Nothing. Nothing happened because you and Khalil were missing all day.” Rashad shook his head. Though he found nothing amusing about their negligence to be on call for business, he chuckled to himself. “I expect that shit from Khalil. He’s still young. But you! Nah. You rather be laid up with a bitch than make money.”
Karim took a final sip from his beer, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand before standing. “We make money in our sleep. Have you checked the stocks we’ve invested in lately? We ain’t hurting for shit,” he reminded him.
Hearing Amiyah be disrespected took him from 0-100. She wasn’t just some bitch to him. She was his world. Money couldn’t compensate for Amiyah. She deserved to come before anything else. She’d held it down for six years.
After the day they spent together, he decided it was time to stop running when his older brother called—time to stop participating in dangerous things that could hurt her worse than her not receiving his time. Karim refused to put her through an unnecessary loss.
“Alright, man. I’m out.” Karim threw his hand up to signal that he was leaving. Rashad had become like a second father to him when their mother put their father out. His brewing anger was his cue to leave before he disrespected him and regretted it later on.
Only four years older than Karim, Rashad had made Karim his right-hand man. He'd been bossing him around since they were teenagers.
“I’m not done talking!” he shouted behind Karim, stopping him in his tracks.
“I don’t give a fuck.” Karim snapped around to face him. “You don’t run me, bro. This shit is getting really old. You know why you can’t stand dad? Because you’re just like him. Selfish and boastful with no power. Without me and Khalil, you ain’t shit. Yesterday should’ve showed you that.”
Rashad dropped the utensils in his hand to pull up his loose-fitting shorts. Lifting his shirt over his head, he threw it across the yard. He was prepared to brawl over his brother’s accusation. Being compared to his father was the ultimate disrespect.
“Run that by me again,” he said, approaching Karim.
“Shad,” his girl called out to him, but remained in her seat to stay out of the cross-fire. She looked scared of his next move, but Karim was ready for it.
“Which part do you need me to repeat?” Karim shrugged, chuckling thereafter. His head was high in the air. Karim’s posture reeked confidence as Rashad moved toward him with vengeance.
He’d feared Rashad majority of his life. Rashad’s domineering attitude used to shut his brothers' thoughts down, convincing them to listen and oblige to his every idea and request. Those days were long over. His younger brothers had begun to find their own way in life.
“Run all that shit back if you’re bold.” Rashad shoved Karim’s shoulder, forcing him back a few feet. Charging forward, Karim’s fist connected with his jaw and dropped Rashad to his knees. “I said you don’t fucking run me!” he repeated with more power in his tone this time around.
“Rashad!” his girl squealed. She hesitated to move closer. Witnessing two muscular men who were over six-feet going at it wasn’t a safe fight to walk up on.
Jumping up and down at a distance, she screamed for them to stop. Her screams went unheard when Rashad jumped to his feet to take his brother down to the hard pavement in front of the back door. Their fists pummeled into each other in turns. They struck each other repeatedly with grunts and threats to kill one another.
Karim reached for his protection when he was grabbed and restrained. Khalil’s familiar voice stopped him from pulling it out of his pants.
“It’s just me, Rim. Chill!” Khalil looked from Karim to Rashad who was standing from the ground holding his nose. Angry that Karim had gotten the best of him, Rashad shouted for him to leave.
“Now,” he reiterated. “See that nigga out, Khalil.”
Karim laughed and stormed out with blurred vision. He was so mad that he spat in Rashad’s yard and walked to his car clenching his fists. He shrugged Khalil off of him as Khalil tried to follow closely behind. Karim was close to striking anything in his path and he didn’t want it to be his innocent, little brother.
“What’s up with y’all? Just tell me what happened, Rim.” Khalil maneuvered in front of him and pushed his chest to stop him from walking.
“I’m not replaying it for you, bro. He just can’t run me no more. I won’t let him, or dad do that to me no more.” He shook his head at the ground. “You can keep at it if you want, but I’m good!” He patted his chest to emphasize.
It had always been that way. They’d always influenced his outlook and decisions on life with their own. He’d started following behind Rashad when his father disappointed their mother to the point of no return. Karim blamed them both for the standpoint he’d grown familiar with. He was done putting money before family.
“I feel that.” Khalil nodded and pulled Karim into a brotherly hug. He patted his back a few times before suggesting that he skip out. “Y’all need to cool it on each other for a few days. He’ll hit you back when he’s over it. You know how that go.”
“It’s going to be whatever it’s going to be.” Karim shrugged and dapped Khalil’s fist.
“We’re brothers, Rim.” Khalil looked in his eyes to remind him.
“Right.” Karim scoffed at his words like it was a sick joke. “I’ll hit you later.”
Khalil watched him walk away until he reached the curb to get in his car.  The neighborhood was shockingly dead. There wasn’t even a sound of a car’s engine humming down the road. Focusing on the stillness of the reserved community, Karim channeled that energy and drove home in silence.
He was headed back home to the only thing that made sense. Amiyah.




Amiyah

Breathing heavily, Amiyah sat the bulky bags of groceries atop the kitchen counter, then plopped down onto a stool. She relaxed around the kitchen’s island to catch her breath. There was a one-trip rule she and her sister had always abided by whenever their parents made them tote the grocery bags out of the car. Reflecting upon those memories always made her laugh.
Wishing Karim was around to help her, she glanced around their spacious condo, craving his presence. She closed her eyes and imagined his lips on her neck. Imagining his breath near her ear made her heart skip a beat. She wished she knew how he did it. It was a shame how effortlessly intoxicating he was.
A FaceTime alert blared from her pocket. It was her sister and a healthy distraction from obsessing over missing Karim. Worse than the painful feeling of hunger in the pit of her stomach, missing him was the greatest pain she had come to know. She couldn’t stand it.
“Hey girl hey!” Amiyah connected their video call and flashed an excited smile. FaceTime calls with her sister were of vast importance. Although they were busy with their own lives, they’d promised to see each other once a week one way or another. FaceTime calls counted, too.
“Hey! How are you? You look really cute.” Miranda smiled. Her deep brown skin reminded Amiyah of their father’s smooth, chocolate skin. Miranda had certainly gotten her curly hair and chocolate skin from their father.
“Thank you. So do you!” Amiyah held the phone at an angle to provide her sister a better view of the snug-fitting denim jeans and graphic tee she sported. They shared a laugh as Amiyah posed for a lasting screenshot.
Miranda’s sudden mood change stumped Amiyah. She stared into the phone taken aback until Miranda wiped her glossy eyes and cleared her throat to speak.
“I’m sorry,” Miranda whispered.
“Sorry for what?” Amiyah panicked. “Do you need me to come over? Are you OK?” Focused on her phone, Amiyah hardly blinked as she watched Miranda tilt her head up and take deep breaths to regain her composure.
“I don’t know,” Miranda answered. Her saddened eyes avoided the camera. Miranda checked her surroundings nervous. She looked skeptical to speak her truth.
“Is Julius there?” Amiyah asked about her husband.
Miranda had always been the type that needed to be probed before she confided in anyone. Today, she was taking too long to confide in Amiyah.
“No. He left a while ago.”
“Miranda—” Amiyah sighed, growing impatient.
“I shouldn’t have married him!” Her tears fell freely this time. Miranda dropped her head. Her hands were trembling as she struggled to hold the camera to her face. “I’m overwhelmed.”
“What do you mean?” Amiyah’s voice softened by the minute, airing like a depressed whisper.
She thought Miranda and Julius were adorable. She’d cried at their wedding more than the actual bride did. The newlyweds were only five months in. Now, Miranda was sharing her doubts about their life-long commitment after they’d already recited beautiful vows.
“I wanted it so bad, Amiyah. I really did. I think we rushed into this.”
“Rushed? You’ve been with him for three years.” Amiyah was confused. As far as she knew, their history together had been beautifully consistent. At family dinners, Julius looked at Miranda like she was the only person in the room. A man who was utterly obsessed with his woman was a good man in Amiyah’s eyes.
“It’s not about that, Amiyah.” She patted her eyes with the edge of a napkin, careful not to ruin the heavy mascara from her lashes. “Marriage isn’t easy. We’ve become one in ways neither of us were prepared for. We didn’t map out a plan or discuss the technical side of things. We relied solely on love. Sometimes, that isn’t enough.”
“Miranda,” Amiyah whispered as they stared at each other confused. Miranda was confused on some aspects of her marriage while Amiyah was stunned at her confession overall. Amiyah assumed love was enough. She truly thought love was all it took to uplift and salvage any marriage. She thought that was the reason her parents were thriving.
Love.
“What does this mean?” Amiyah wondered aloud. She needed an answer from her sister after hearing how she felt. However, she needed an answer for herself, too. This altered the dynamics of everything she believed marriage was. “You want a divorce? Already?”
“No.” Miranda smiled faintly. “I love everything about that man down to his dirty drawls. We just shouldn’t have rushed into it, you know?” Looking off to the side of her, she wiped her eyes quickly and whispered something inaudible before disconnecting their call. It was safe for Amiyah to assume that Julius had returned.
Her rapid thoughts from Miranda’s call trampled everything she’d planned to do beforehand. She was stuck to her seat and her body felt heavier than usual. Everything around her disappeared until Karim stepped into her peripheral.
He opened and closed his fist, drawing attention to his swollen knuckles.
“Karim.” She rushed to his side. Careful with his hand, she rubbed over his sore knuckles and looked up to search his eyes for answers.
“It’s nothing.”
“Nothing?” She questioned, nearly shrieking. He’d never come home with any pain besides a headache. She worried that trouble followed him home.
“Just a fight with Shad. Don’t trip.”
Amiyah lured him further into the kitchen by the strings on his hoodie. Sorting through the Walmart bags she’d brought in, she retrieved a small bag of broccoli for his hand.
Karim smirked. “It’s all good, pretty girl. I don’t need that.”
She held onto his hand and rested the bag of frozen goods gently on his knuckles. “What the hell are you and your brother fighting over?”
Amiyah waited for an answer she wouldn’t receive.
“Karim! Can you ever tell me anything!” She waved her arms in the air. “What can you tell me?”
Karim reeled her in his arms. Eyeing her from head to toe, he licked his lips while admiring her. “That I love you. More than anything else in this fucked up world.”
Moaning when he kissed her neck, she sighed against him. Amiyah despised how weak she was for him. Helpless against his charm, denying his affection was merely impossible.
“What else can you tell me?” She blushed. Karim rubbed his bruised knuckles over her cheek like her smooth skin would heal it instantly.
He raised her off her feet to sit her on the counter. Parting her thighs to stand between them, he kissed from her chin, up to her top lip.
“You hardly tell me anything, Karim,” she spoke through his kisses to her face and neck. “God forbid something happens to you while you’re away from me.”
Karim smirked. Even her constant nagging over the same things was sexy to him. She could do no wrong, and he’d realized that he needed to do better.
“Amiyah. I got it. I hear you. I’ve heard you.” He squeezed her thighs. “I’ll do better.”
Amiyah gazed into his alluring brown eyes and nodded. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and then her legs around his waist to trap him and hold him close.
“I’ve heard you, too, Karim,” she whispered. “Our love is already ideal. Marriage can’t define it.”
The odd, short Facetime call from her sister was a punch to the gut. Amiyah desperately wanted what her parents had. Shortly after, she became envious of her sister’s new commitment.
The technical side of things that Miranda mentioned wasn’t a thought in Amiyah’s head before. Jumping a broom with the love of her life to follow a family tradition was all she could imagine. Feeling like she’d jumped the gun, she pondered ways to apologize to the man she almost pushed away.
She cupped both sides of his face in awe, grateful that he was back where he belonged all along. Karim’s enticing cologne tickled her nose. His height still intimidated her beautifully and his touch still harbored a power that thrilled her.
Her heart ached that she’d ever denied they shared the same vision. Amiyah knew the love was mutual. She saw it every day in all the ways he took care of her. She heard it in all the endearing things he said.
Amiyah smiled at the man she’d taught to love her. He perfected the way he caressed and cared for her overtime. Just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, he proved her wrong with a touch that excited every thin hair on her skin.
Her body had adjusted to all of the exceptional ways he pleased her. Losing him would tarnish more than just her heart.
“Karim.” She giggled, playfully fighting him off.
Unbuttoning her pants, he found his way inside of her panties for the warmth he loved.
“Lift that ass up for me.” With her assistance, he peeled her tight jeans from her skin, then leaned down to kiss her thighs.
Amiyah gnawed on her bottom lip as she anticipated his next move. She wanted him too terribly to be teased. Tugging at his belt buckle, she leaned in to kiss him. Without speaking, her eyes pleaded to see his dick.
Karim lifted her in his arms to carry her to their bedroom. He squeezed her ass on the way there, occasionally slapping her ass cheeks as a clear warning. After tossing her onto the bed, he licked his lips as she spread her legs. Amiyah welcomed him to have her, inviting him inside of her with purpose to express herself once he entered.
Although she suggested they take a break, she prayed for God to return him to her if it was meant to be. All signs pointed to Karim. He wasn’t a perfect man, but he was worth every bit of the trouble he caused her. Karim’s intentions to love her unconditionally were proven in his dreamy eyes.
Amiyah produced the loudest gasp when Karim entered her slowly. He spoke lowly in her ear to keep her calm, encouraging her to endure what was rightfully hers. Every thick inch of it.
“I’ll do whatever it takes to prove that I truly do love you.” Karim’s affection distracted her from the pain. With each stroke, he poured his heart out.
“I can’t stand the feeling of being without you.” She felt so good to him that a moan escaped his lips. A moan ruined his front. He was just as weakened by her as she was by him.
He was certain that he was deeply inside his soulmate. Amiyah was the love of his life. The pleasure from being inside of her felt anew each time he entered and heard her gasp in his ear. Being in love fueled their sex drive.
After six years, it never got old.




Epilogue

Waking up next to her was an accomplishing feeling. With his hand clamped between her thighs, he held his bladder to stay next to her—to relish in her beauty.
Karim prayed for God to open her eyes. To hear and feel her breathe wasn’t enough. Gazing into her loving eyes completed him.
Squeezing her thigh brought forth a sigh from her. She opened her eyes to him lying on his side, staring at her attentively.
“Good morning.” She reached up to rub the side of his face and caress his beard. Karim licked his lips and moved his hand up her inner thighs. “Do you ever behave?” She pushed him onto his back to straddle his lap. His dick poked her through his boxers, also poking through her thin, lace panties.
“Take a vacation with me,” he said, blurting it so quickly that it threw her off.
“Since when are you interested in taking vacations?” She side-eyed him. Karim was mostly all business. Whenever he went out of town, it was only for a trip that benefitted deepening his pockets.
“You with it or not?” Karim’s eyes traveled to her breasts.
Amiyah giggled and held his face in place. Shockingly, he was serious. His expression was resolute.
“I have to be at work in two hours.”
Karim positioned her on her back and laughed. “Pretty girl, you hate that job. I want you to hold it down at home. You rather work for muthafuckers who—”
“Karim.” She covered his mouth. Amiyah pretended he was too much sometimes, but she couldn’t get enough of how unruly he was. It was one of the most stimulating things about him. He was hard all the time, but soft and gentle when it counted the most.
“Where you wanna go?”
“Anywhere with you.” She’d given in to him like he knew she would.
“That’s cool and all, but I need a destination other than next to me, pretty girl. So, again, where you wanna go?”
“Hmmm.” Amiyah closed her eyes to ponder an answer. “Somewhere really green or really sandy.” She giggled as he pulled her into him. Even gazing into his eyes was dangerous. To love him to the extent she did was terrifying. Amiyah couldn’t stop now if she wanted to.
“I can make that happen,” he told her. Since she wasn't giving him an answer, he would surprise her with a location that had both. One of her favorite destinations to date—McWay Falls. With her toes digging into the sand, she would be able to stare out at the beautiful green forest as the eighty-foot-tall waterfall took her breath away.
“You can quit your job. Or, you can tell them you won't be in for the rest of the week. The choice is yours. We’ll leave tomorrow.”
“That soon, Rim?” The spontaneity was beautiful but also alarming. “Are we driving? Flying? We have to pack.”
She hadn't expected him to want to depart so soon. Amiyah didn't think she could fall any harder for Karim but lately, his regard to prove his love to her showed her she could. He’d been saying and doing all the right things. Karim was dedicated to displaying his immense love for her whether they recited vows in the near future or not.
“I’ll take care of the details. Just tell me you’re with it.”
“Okay,” she agreed promptly with the widest smile on her face. Amiyah’s elevated cheekbones made his day. He was his happiest when she was flashing her beautiful smile.
“You not giving me no shit about your job?”
“If they let me go for it, it’ll be their loss. But undoubtedly, I’m rocking with you.”
“You damn right, it'll be their loss.” He kissed her cheek. Planting his lips there afterward, he tilted her chin upward to pull away and gaze into her eyes. The chills that shot through him were electrifying.
“Damn,” Karim mumbled and pulled back.
The braids that surrounded her face and flowed past her shoulders made her features pop out. She tucked a few braids behind her ear, then surveyed his face.
Amiyah smiled at his lips as she held back from firmly pressing hers into his. “What is it?” she asked.
She went underneath his shirt to rub his toned stomach. Being next to him without direct contact wasn’t easy. She needed to touch him. Amiyah needed to fondle him longingly in some way.
“I would be a fool not to marry you, huh?”
Her eyes easily lit his on fire—a fire that danced fervidly as he gazed into her intense orbs.
“No.” She dropped her head. “But I would’ve been crazy to let you go because of it.”
“No.” He chuckled. Amiyah looked up at him questionably. “That shit was sexy. Made me want to give you what you want. You deserve that. You deserve everything you’ve ever dreamed of. You don't ask for much.”
“What are you saying?” she whispered. Her heart pumped rapidly in her chest. It knocked against her skin for freedom.
“Let’s go on vacation and plan our wedding. I don’t want to stall anymore.”
“Karim.” Her voice cracked, abandoning her by the second.
“Let’s plan for forever. Don’t ever let me go, pretty girl. Let’s stay together.”
“Forever.” Amiyah nodded slowly to agree. As she rubbed the side of his face, she gazed into his charming, brown eyes with tears welling in hers.
Things had finally fallen into place. Although Amiyah felt bad for the pressure she’d put on Karim, it had all paid off. Oddly enough, it had taken her pushing him away for her realize that their love was perfect how it was. The phone call from her sister had impacted her perspective and lengthened her patience with him. Finding out about the other side of marriage from a married person had taught her something she'd never considered. They were points she would bring up to him during their plans to wed.
In all, Karim and Amiyah’s pure, unfiltered, unrestricted love was bound together by destiny.
"If This Isn't Love, I'll never be able to wrap my mind around the monumental abundance it is," Amiyah wrapped her arms around his neck and said.
The End




Author’s Note

Thank you for reaching the end of Karim + Amiyah’s story! I am excited to discuss their journey with you. Join us in my readers group on Facebook to share your thoughts: https://m.facebook.com/groups/1007982242713936
You can also connect with me on my personal Facebook here:
https://www.facebook.com/AuthorShaniceSwint/
To be the first to know of new releases, cover reveals, giveaways and more, subscribe to my mailing list here: http://eepurl.com/dsb1EL
Again, thank you so much for indulging in Karim + Amiyah’s story. I can’t wait to hear from you.
xoxo, ShanicexLola
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