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3:45 A.M.

Me: Babe send me your address. I need to see you. We need to talk. I’m going to see dude first, but when I leave there, I’m coming to you. I got you. I know I let you down enough so don’t even worry.

The moment CiCi dropped her location, I turned my phone off and tossed it into the passenger’s seat. It was damn near four in the morning and I was out here on a mission to find that nigga Enzi. Shit had just gotten to that point with me, and I was really tired of letting these fools make it. I had told Major and Wiz to chill out and let's just focus on securing a bag, but playtime was over with.

Muh’fuckas was acting like they didn’t know about them niggas and how much of a beast they were. It was only because of me that they hadn’t fucked the city up yet. I had them tamed and was trying to show them that we didn’t have to be hot boys out here to be respected, but I felt like I had lied to them. Seems like niggas didn’t wanna listen until you forced them to.

It was time to let that savage pop out and I couldn’t see a better way than giving it to this hoe Enzi first. I had been wanting his head for as long as I could remember. Every time I thought about sliding on homey, I thought about the respect he had for his pops and then CiCi.

Her fucking with him was one of the main reasons the nigga had been making it. Me not wanting to see her hurt had allowed folk to breathe, but like I had told her before, all I needed was a green light. When she came by the house and told me it was go-time, I didn’t even hesitate. Shit came at the perfect time because now that I had switched my plug up, that nigga Enzi could go.

I had far better work, was making way more money now, and had within a few months managed to basically move all the way up in the ranks in the heroin game. We were on some top-level shit, and I knew the homey Enzi wasn’t gonna respect that.

Soon as I pulled into the lot of the tax office, I parked my car behind one of Enzi’s men and dead the engine and lights. After a couple of minutes, big homey got out of the car and made his way over to mine. One of my biggest fears was having one of the niggas I trusted cross me for the dollar just like this lame was doing Enzi right now.

Major had run down on buddy a couple of weeks ago and let it be known that he was willing to play for pay. I had other plans for Enzi at first, but fuck it, big homey was about to die tonight.

“Waddup,” I greeted the bodyguard Mitch and he looked around before leaning down into the window of my car.

“What’s up? He still inside. I don’t know what he doing, but he been in there for about twenty minutes now,” Mitch told me and I nodded before grabbing my lil’ ratchet from the side of my seat.

I hopped out and then dapped up homey before pulling the hoodie that I was wearing over my head. The night air was a little cold, and I shook off the chill I had before rushing inside and checking my surroundings before proceeding to the back office where I knew that Enzi was located. Every light in the building was off, but when I made it to the office, I could see the computer screen as it caused a light glow around his face.

I pushed the door open, and Enzi’s head popped up briefly to glare at me before he stared back at the screen and then quickly back at me. He tried to reach for the pistol he had that was nearby, but I had mine pointed directly at his chest causing him to freeze in place. He held his hands up in surrender, and the look on his face told me he had a lot of thoughts going through his mind right now.

“Big homey let me in. I hope it’s cool,” I said snidely, and he only nodded.

“Do what you came to do,” he urged, and I stepped closer to him.

“I know you killed Ci’s brother. That was some fucked up shit to do when you know how much that girl cared about her brother.”

“I ain’t got shit to say. Like I said, do what you came to do.”

“Nigga, your pops would be so disappointed to see how much of a square your sucka ass is for real. His ass really wanted you to be me out here and shit, but I think you know you could never, nigga. I ain’t kill that dude no matter what your punk ass thinks.”

“I know, and I know who did. You tell baby girl that. I mean, if you ain’t too worried about letting her know that a nigga really was keeping it a buck with her. I came after her for other reasons, but shit turned into something I didn’t really expect. Her brother was an accident but let her know I never meant for it to be the way that it was,” Enzi said, and he sat forward in his seat.

I thought that nigga was trying to reach for his shit again, so I popped him one time in his arm causing his body to jerk back. He grimaced from the pain and took his right hand and covered the hole that was now in the left. I moved even closer and sucked my teeth ready to give it to this nigga.

“I really, really did love...”

POW! POW! POW!

“Ain’t no love bitch,” I spat while watching Enzi’s body sink into the chair that he was sitting in.

I waited, making sure that homey was dead before I backed away and left out of the office. I rushed out the building and noticed that Mitch had cleared the parking lot. I made sure I kept my head down while making my way to the Honda that I had driven here. Soon as I got inside, I started the engine, and skirted out of the lot.

It was now almost five in the morning, and all I could think about was getting to CiCi. The moment I realized that shawty was still pregnant with my seed, I was ready to forgive all and leave all the bullshit in the past. I couldn’t even act like I was good without her because I wasn’t. What we had was rare, and the feeling she gave me was something I knew I would never get from nobody else. I missed that shit. Nigga had formed a whole attachment to lil’ baby and felt like I hadn’t been right without her.

No matter how much Camila tried to force it, she could never give me what I had developed with CiCi. The bond was undeniable, the love was real as fuck, and shit, I had plans to change her world if she allowed me to. I was gonna make up for all the mistakes I had made. The way I had pushed up on her and her people, the way I had fucked her up, and everything in between and after that.

After I had finally gotten away from the area where the Tax Office was located, I reached for my phone and turned it back on. I then went to the messages where CiCi had sent me her address. Wiz had already put me up on where she lived, although I had never gone by there before. I kinda knew where she was, but still allowed the address to populate in the GPS just in case.

My phone told me I was about fifteen minutes away, so I tried to hurry, hoping I was going to catch her before she had fallen asleep. It was crazy that I wanted to finish what we were talking about when she came by the house. I wanted to hear more about how she felt about a nigga, and how crazy she had been going without me. At least then I knew I wasn’t alone in this shit, and that I wasn’t the only one fucked up from the time we had spent apart. Finally, I was able to realize that it was okay to have real love for the woman I was rocking with and not think that it made me look soft out here.

“What the fuck?” I mumbled when I pulled into the complex of the address that CiCi had sent to me. The police had this bitch lit the fuck up with at least ten squad cars posted up, the caution tape was out, and the Coroner’s van was sitting right in the midst of it all. “The hell is going on?”

I parked the Honda in the first available spot that I was able to find and then tucked the pistol underneath the passenger’s seat. I snatched up my phone and went to dial CiCi’s number when I spotted shawty talking to one of the police officers.

“Cioni!” I yelled, and immediately took off jogging in her direction, garnering the attention of a few of the officers the closer that I got. One of them brought their hand up to stop me, and I pushed him back and frowned at him. “That’s my baby mama. Get the fuck off of me!”

“Wait, he’s okay,” CiCi told them as she ran towards me.

I wrapped my arms around her and started kissing all over her face and lips. I could feel her whole body shaking underneath me and knew that something had to have gone down. She didn’t look to be hurt, but when I noticed the body bag that was being carried towards the van, I stared down at her. Tears slid down her cheeks and she went to brush them away before she broke down crying in my arms.

“It was Self. Somebody killed him right in front of me.”
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A Couple of Days Later...

The tiny house was packed from wall to wall. My palms were sweaty, and the bottom of my feet felt like I had just run a marathon. All the eyes that were on me were making me even more nervous and feel extremely out of place. It was like I could tell what everyone was wondering and thinking, and that was if I had something to do with Self being killed.

If they only knew that I was just as lost and still in shock. It was like I couldn’t get the gunshot, which sounded like an explosion, out of my mind. The way Self’s eyes rolled in the back of his head, and how he had fallen onto me and died in my arms had me sick. I couldn’t sleep, eat, or calm my nerves. I was scared and constantly looking over my shoulders like I could be next.

Rumors were flying rapidly through the streets, of course. All the blame was pointing to Ledge, which ultimately had fallen into my lap. I heard everything from me setting Self up to a love triangle gone wrong because Ledge had caught him at my house. Although none of that was the case, I knew people were gonna think what they wanted regardless.

Self had come to my apartment that night to warn me of something, and that alone had led to his death. I knew for a fact that it wasn’t Ledge though because he had no idea where I lived and was busy handling Enzi. Plus, I knew for a fact that Ledge would never do no shit like that right in front of my face.

Whoever had done this to him was trying to hide something, only I didn’t know what could possibly be so bad that they wanted to kill him for it. Ledge had already told me that Enzi confessed to killing Lucky and had claimed that it was accident, which I didn’t believe. Enzi was a bitch whom threatened me all the time when he couldn’t get his way with me. I never expected him to use my family to hurt me, but it was obvious that he had. There couldn’t have been no other reason.

Lucky was a very low-level hustla, and although he might’ve stolen shit from time to time, I couldn’t see him taking anything from Enzi that warranted him being killed. He killed my brother because of me, and I was glad that bitch was dead.

All Self wanted was to prove to me that he hadn’t been lying about Enzi. The USB disk that he was trying to hand me was nowhere to be found. The police had only recovered money, his cellphone, and wallet, but nothing else. Ledge and I both had searched my apartment from the top to the bottom but came up with nothing.

It wasn’t there though, considering Self had never had a chance to make it inside before his brains were being blown out. Whoever killed him had to have taken it before they ran off, which wasn’t good. If the disk showed anything about Lucky’s murder and it pointed back to Enzi just like I knew that it would, everyone would know what Ledge had done.

“Cioni...well, look at you,” Patricia, Self’s aunt said as I approached her.

I looked around once more at all the eyes that were on me before I brought my attention back to Patricia. She looked weary and I could only imagine if she appeared this way on the outside, what she was experiencing on the inside. Ms. Patricia was the first person that I had thought of when Self was killed. She had raised him here in Atlanta due to his mama being on drugs real heavy. She was the only reason I took a chance on coming here. She had always treated me like a daughter whenever I was around so there was no way that I couldn’t show my face and pay my respects to her.

“Hey, Ms. Patricia...I just wanted to come by and give my condolences. I am so sorry,” I told her teary-eyed as my voice cracked.

"Now, don't you start that. I have been able to hold myself together for three hours now, which is a record for me since I got the news.”

“I’m sorry...I...”

“He really loved him some CiCi. You were all he talked about,” she told me, and I couldn’t hold back the tears.

“I really loved him, too, Ms. Patricia. I hate how things ended with us and I know that although we wasn’t together anymore, it didn’t change the place I had for him in my heart. He was my first love. I damn near grew up with him. I’m going to miss him,” I told her, letting out a forced chuckle.

“Child don’t, I know it. He didn’t even know how to function with life after you were no longer in it. Every time he called home, it was CiCi this and CiCi that. He was so mad at you for leaving him, but happy because he said it was finally time you got a backbone and stopped letting people walk all over you. I don’t care what none of these people out here saying about you or what they trying to convince me of, I know better, and I know that you would never do my nephew like that.

He came home because he felt it was the only way in his heart that he can get you to forgive him for all the wrong he had done to you. He was hoping that one day you would give him another chance, and this was his way of redeeming himself. He knew the risk that was involved, but he didn’t care. His main focus was finding out what happened to Lucky.”

“I know, and he told me that...he tried to give me something that night. It was like a little USB disk that you put into the computer. Do you know what was possibly on...” I started but was cut off when Prince walked up.

“Everything alright, Auntie?” Prince asked her as he placed his hand on her back and eyed me.

His dreads hung just at the top of his shoulders. The diamonds around his neck glistened against his dark skin like a sky full of stars while the iced out Patek that he wore around his wrist was obviously an indication that he was getting a bag. Prince was Self's right-hand man, and would often come onto me in the past. He used to tell me all the time that he could and would treat me better than Self, but for whatever reason, I never trusted him.

The time I threw Prince in Self’s face the day we were fighting at my mama’s house was just my way of making my nigga mad because I would never. Prince’s eyes were always shady looking, and he was the type that I would never turn my back on or leave in my house alone. Self had mentioned that Prince knew something or was either involved with Lucky’s death, but I knew me asking him was probably not a good idea. It wasn’t like he would own up to it even if he did.

“Hey... Prince,” I said and stepped back away from them.

“Sup, shawty? You sure you should be here?” Prince questioned and I raised my brow while eyeing him.

“She can be here if she wants to be,” Ms. Patricia jumped in and I sighed.

“It’s fine, Auntie. I’m gonna leave. I just wanted to stop by and give my condolences.”

“You don’t have to leave, Cioni. You are just as much family as everyone else here. Self would want you here,” Ms. Patricia protested, and I smiled snidely before glaring at Prince.

“Nah...fam wouldn’t want that. It’s not like this is the first time she done set that man up. Streets know that Ledge got my boy and that your gullible ass had something to do with it. You tell that nigga that the next time I come at his ass, he won’t survive. I’m sending nothing but headshots this time,” Prince boldly stated, and I gulped before stepping back even further.

“Princeton Carter!” Ms. Patricia snarled while staring up at him with disgust.

I didn’t even wait around any longer to hear what she or Prince was going to say next. The nigga had basically admitted that he really had gone after Ledge and tried to kill him. Self had said it, and at the time, I thought that he was just trying to put it all off on his boy so that he wouldn't get even further on my bad side. Now, I see that Self was being honest with me.

I rushed out of the house, and when I glared over my shoulder and saw Prince wasn’t too far behind me, I started to panic. My heart raced as my baby boy seemed to knot up intensely against my left side. I swallowed back hard and pulled out my keys as quickly as I could while trying to hurry and unlock my door. I don’t think I had ever moved so fast in my life and was inside of my car in a matter of seconds with the doors securely locked before Prince could reach me.

He stood at the curb with his eyes slanted while he stared intently at me. Immediately, I cranked my car and pulled away from the house. Soon as I was down the block, I grabbed my phone and called Ledge. We’d been staying downtown at the Twelve hotel ever since all this shit had gone down. Even though I didn’t want to, he refused to let me go back to my apartment, and he wasn’t trying to go back to his place no time soon since Camila was there.

I didn’t know what we were doing, but with things being so chaotic right now, it wasn't like we had a chance to even talk about it. I just know that I was glad that he was there in my corner because right now, I felt like I didn't have anyone else to lean on. With my mama still being mad at me about Lucky and Ali going through her shit, I needed Ledge so bad. Things had fallen into place at exactly the right time and I couldn’t have been more than happier that they had.

“Where the fuck you at man?” Ledge said groggily,, and I could tell that I had awakened him.

“Bae...I came to Ms. Patricia’s house.”

“Who the fuck is that?” he questioned, and I glared in my rearview to make sure I wasn’t being followed before quickly making a left turn onto the busy street.

“Self’s aunt. I came to give my condolences. She was...”

“And you knew I wasn’t gonna go for that shit, and that’s why you snuck your ass out of bed while I was sleep. On blood, Ci, if I gotta come over there, shit gonna get ugly for real and you know this.”

“I know...but I wanted to at least talk to his aunt. I didn’t want her thinking I had anything to do with it.”

“It doesn't matter what that lady think man! The streets think that shit and I told your ass that. You think because you used to fuck with Self that one of his boys won’t try and slide on you?” Ledge yelled, and I shook my head knowing that he was right. Hell, Prince looked like he was ready and willing to risk it all just a few minutes ago all in Self’s honor. "Niggas be clout chasing everyday ma. You from the da block, so you know what it is.”

“I know and it was dumb. I should’ve just called her. Prince was there and he was talking big shit about how you won’t survive next time and how he ain’t sending nothing but headshots.”

Ledge chuckled, but I knew it wasn’t because he thought something was funny. The line grew quiet, and when I pulled the phone away from my ear, I could see that this nigga had hung up on me. I took in a deep breath and checked my mirror once again. The streets were a beast and these niggas would really do anything to come out on top. Shit was so fucking aggravating, and I couldn’t wait to get my baby sisters out the mix of it all. I might’ve failed Lucky, but I be damned if I let them fall victim to the hood like many of us already had.

Ledge: Babe, send your location. Bout to send one of my hittas to you ASAP.

I glared down at my phone and did exactly what I was told. I couldn’t believe I had been so stupid as to even come here knowing the situation. I just wanted to be respectful and at least show Ms. Patricia my face so that she could see that I was not this person that I was being portrayed to be right now. Everyone knew how I was when it came to my name and how I looked out here. I had just made some dumb choices and unfortunately, the people I loved were ultimately paying the price for it, but I wasn’t fucked up. I just wanted her to know that, that was all.

A few minutes later, Ledge was texting me to let me know that I should see a red Nissan trailing me and when I did, I allowed my body to relax. It only took me about another fifteen minutes to get to the hotel, and the moment I pulled up to the Valet, I spotted Ledge. Visibly aggravated, he stood there wearing a white tee and red jogging pants. I took in a deep breath and slowly got out of the car, immediately handing my keys over to the Valet and taking the ticket that they gave me.

“You ok?” Ledge questioned, and I looked up at him and into his eyes before I nodded. “Good, don’t you ever do no shit like that again. It ain’t just you I gotta think about no more. You carrying a whole baby right now, Ci,” he fussed and I sighed knowing that he was right.

“I know. Just felt bad and can’t get what happened off my mind. Ms. Patricia was always good to me, and I guess just showing my face and telling her how sorry I was, was the only thing on my mind. I didn’t even think it through for real,” I told him, and he took my hand into his.

He nodded at his boy that had followed me here and then led the way inside of the hotel and over to the elevators. Once we were on the inside, we rode up to the 32nd floor and then walked down the lengthy hall to our room.

I think I was starting to love it here just as much as Ledge did. It felt like I was on a much-needed vacation even though I was right in the heart of the city. The comfortability this place provided was enough to, at its best, alter my thoughts from the real world, and I needed that more than anything right now.

“I gotta go take care of my lil’ hitta Bird and then handle some business. Wiz supposed to bring Ali through to chill with you, so you won’t be by yourself,” Ledge told me as he removed his white tee.

“I think I rather be by myself right now,” I let him know and he glared at me.

“You and Ali good?”

“I don’t know, and I don’t really care right now. She acts like I intentionally told Wiz that she was the one that killed y’all plug. I didn’t know the nigga was still standing behind me,” I told him and rolled my eyes.

“What you mean she killed our plug?” Ledge questioned and immediately my head shot up at him. The facial expression he wore told me that he didn’t know anything about it, which meant I had further dug myself into a hole with Ali. “Huh?”

“Oh...I...I thought that Wiz had told you everything.”

Ledge stared at me for a moment before he snarled and stormed off to where the bedroom was. I shut my eyes closed tightly and then let out a deep breath before sucking it back in and doing the same thing all over again.

Ali was ignoring the hell out of me and didn’t even check on me after the shit happened with Self. I know she had to have heard about it. Everybody had heard about it, but of everyone you would think that my best friend would see to it that I was okay. She was acting like a real bitch like I had purposely let the cat out the bag when it wasn't even like that. I was there to help her through her shit, but when I needed her, she was nowhere to be found.

It was all good though because I definitely didn’t want her coming to fuck with me because she was being forced to do so. I was good and could take care of my damn self. Besides, once Ali found out that I unintentionally told Ledge too, she was probably never fucking with me again anyway.
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“Dang, I would think y’all would be shedding tears right now, not helping me pack with big smiles on your faces,” I told Essence and Precious as they stuffed clothes inside of my suitcase and duffle.

“I’m just happy we no longer have to share our room anymore unless it’s with CiCi,” Essence snidely spoke, and I rolled my eyes at her little grown ass.

“Yea maybe now that you’re leaving CiCi can come back,” Precious added, and I slowly stood to my feet and crossed my arms over my chest.

“Y’all get y’all little disrespectful asses on up out of here. I don’t need no more help,” I fussed and walked behind them as they made their way out the bedroom.

I shut the door closed and locked it while I quickly continued to pack the remainder of my things. I was finally moving out of Ms. Porshala’s crib and in with my new little boo, whom I had been dating the past four or five months now. Yep, I had scored me another boss ass nigga and this time I wasn’t letting this one slip out of my hands. I had made sure to bag him early on, which was why I was already twelve weeks into my second pregnancy.

Things with him were far better than they were when I was with Ledge. I didn't have to push anything or try to force things to happen. They just did, and I knew without a doubt that my nigga was fucking with me. He asked me to move in with him, so he had to be feeling something real for me. Being it was his suggestion, it was what he wanted and that alone made me happy with my decision to take this next step with him.

I hated to have to leave Ms. Porshala, especially at a time like this, but I knew she understood. We had grown so close from the time I had been here that it hurt that I wasn’t going to be able to see her every day like I had grown accustomed to. All of our late-night girl talks, smoke sessions, and movie nights were gonna be missed for real.

Soon as I had grabbed all of my things, I texted my boo to let him know that I was done and that he could come inside and help me. Taking in a deep breath, I walked out of the bedroom and went in search of Ms. Porshala. I found her sitting in the recliner near the window that faced the outside. It was where she had been sitting a lot these past few weeks. I think it was the only thing that kept her sane and from going crazy after the loss of Lucky.

“Hey, Ms. Porshala, I’m all packed up and about to get out of here,” I told her, and she slowly turned her head towards me. She brought a cigarette to the tip of her lips and then took a pull. “I’m going to miss you.”

“You sure being with that nigga is the right move, Madden? I know he got money and all that, but it all seems kinda weird to me. You know this not my first time saying this. Something ain’t right about him,” she told me before peering out the window again.

“I really, really like him and you know with me being pregnant and all, I figured I might as well give it a real shot. It’s not like we don’t already know each other.”

“Right...I just wanna make sure you know what you doing. You know sometimes when we think we are using someone, they might be using you for their own reasoning.”

“I know mama and I’mma be careful. But I think he’s cool. We seem to be on the same page and want the same things out of life,” I let her know just as there was a knock at the door.

I moved quickly to open it, and once I pulled it open, a big smile immediately creased my lips. I don’t know if it was the diamonds that hung around his neck or the scent of the cologne that was flowing from his body, but the nigga had me geeked. I licked my lips and then moved closer to him so that I could place a kiss on his cheek.

“Hey, baby. How did everything go?” I asked him and he only nodded before stepping inside.

“It was straight. A lot of people came through and showed love. Even your girl had the nerve to show up,” he said, and I cleared my throat.

“Who CiCi?” Ms. Porshala frowned, and I eyed her before sighing. She took a pull off the cigarette and pursed her lips up while disgustedly staring at him. “Why wouldn’t she show up? She was with the nigga for a few years.”

“I think he just saying being everybody saying that Ledge killed Self and being it happened at her apartment that he was probably set up by CiCi,” I told her and tried to direct Prince to where my things were, but he didn’t budge.

“That’s exactly what I’m saying. But I guess that’s the best way to appear innocent. Show up and give your condolences and then maybe everyone will think you ain’t have shit to do with it, but nah, the streets know what’s good.”

“Well, I guess it’s a good thing she’s with Ledge then, huh? Cause we all know the streets ain’t gonna touch that nigga or her as long as she is with him.”

“Tuh,” Prince waved her off and I sighed again.

“Bae, come on and get my stuff so we can go, please?” I urged him through gritted teeth, and he smirked.

“That’s the best thing to do. Don’t bring this nigga up in my house again, Madden. No matter what, CiCi is still my daughter. You better be careful with that nigga right there and that’s all I’m gon’ say,” Ms. Porshala warned me, and I nodded before rushing behind Prince.

I helped him to gather my bags and we took everything out to his brand-new, red Maybach that was parked right at the curb. Once we put everything in the trunk, I got ready to go back inside to say my final goodbyes when Prince grabbed me.

“Nah, let’s go,” he ordered, and I eyed him. “Fuck that broad. She knows what it is."

“Prince, I can’t...that lady took me in when I had no one else.”

“And I’m taking your ass in now. That bitch got so much mouth when it comes to me and you wanna go in there kissing her ass like you owe her. You paid to stay. She ain’t give you shit for free, so let’s go.”

I jerked my arm away from Prince and then walked over to the car and got inside. Soon as he was in the driver’s seat, he pressed the button to the start the engine and quickly peeled away from the curb and off the block.

The ride to Conyers where Prince lived was long and quiet. All I could think about was if Ms. Porshala was mad at me for just leaving the way that I had. I didn’t want her to think that I was being ungrateful because that was far from the case. As far as Prince goes, ever since she found out about us, she hadn’t been an advocate for him. She didn’t like his vibes and felt like he was only dealing with me for reasons that weren’t good for me, but I didn’t care about any of that. I had to survive out here, and no matter how much I cared about that lady, I wasn’t trying to be like her.

Ms. Porshala had all those kids by no good men and still struggling to make ends meet. Without section 8 and food stamps, she would be fucked up out here. The niggas she dealt with often treated her as a doormat, and either had a wife, girlfriend or baby mama that came with them. I was just trying to secure my future, and if I had to trap a nigga into doing so, then that was just fine by me. Prince didn’t have to love me, but he would pay me though.

Once we made it to Prince’s home—well our home, we took all of my things inside and I immediately began unpacking and putting everything away. Prince had a nice four-bedroom, modern sized home right in the middle of the suburbs. He’d just moved out this way a few months ago after he stopped relying on licks and started moving weight.

There was nothing special about the way that we linked. Being that we already knew each other and would smoke together from time to time, eventually, one thing led to another and here we were. At first, I felt kinda awkward knowing I had fucked his homey a few times, but when I realized he didn’t give a damn, I stopped caring.

“You need anything? I’m about to go check on a few things and then pick my patna up from the hospital,” Prince asked once he stepped out of the bathroom.

“Nah, I should be straight. And what patna?” I questioned and he shrugged.

“My plug really. Gonna bring him here so he have a place to hideout and shit. It’ll work for me ‘cause I can watch that nigga while I move this dope. The nigga was shot a few times, but he had on a vest so he straight.”

“Oh...ok,” was all I could think to say to that.

“Yea, but make yourself at home baby. This your world now. Gone ahead and put your lil’ woman’s touch around here so it can stop looking like a trap house,” Prince joked, and I giggled.

“It’s far from a trap house, but I got you. I would love to dress it up. I’ve always wanted to decorate my own home,” I told him, and my heart skipped a beat from the excitement.
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