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      POW-POW-POW!

      

      “Gianiiiiii!” I screamed, as I hopped to my knees and tried to crawl into one of the bedrooms.

      Gunshots were flying all over the place and I was scared that if I went in the wrong direction, one of them would hit me. I had never been so frightened in my damn life. It sounded like we were in the middle of a war zone and whoever was here did not come to play. Every time I heard a shot, I could hear Giani grunting above me, and I didn’t even know if that meant that he’d been hit or not.

      “Keep your muh’fuckin’ ass down!” he yelled before several more shots were fired, and I heard him grunting again.

      “I’m trying…Giannniii!” I screamed, when I felt nothing but fire pass by my ear.

      Suddenly, I was yoked up from the ground and noticed that we were headed towards the front of the house and into the garage instead of out the back like we had been previously. Giani carrying that big ass gun with one hand and me with the other, made me further feel fucked up inside for the way that I had messed up with him. The way he was protecting me was indication of how he’d felt about me, and I was feeling like the lowest person in the world for hurting him. He could’ve said fuck me and this baby that I was carrying—especially considering that he didn’t know if was his or not—but he didn’t.

      “Get over! Get over!” he ordered, as he practically tossed me in the car. He patted his pockets for what I assumed was the keys and when he’d noticed that he didn’t have them, he grunted, before looking over at me. “I gotta go back inside. Sit tight.”

      “Oh, my God, Giani, I’m coming with you!” I yelled out.

      “No, Cash, come on now. Get down low and stay down. I’mma be right back,” he promised, and before I could say anything further, he was getting out of the car.

      I dropped as low as I could, getting between the seat and the glove department. When the sounds of the gun shots resumed, my body started to shake, and I closed my eyes, silently praying that Giani was going to make it back out here. It felt like forever had gone by before the shots stopped and there was nothing but pure silence.

      I eased my way from between the space I was in so that I could peek over the dashboard just as the garage door shot open. Quickly, I ducked down, scared that if it wasn’t Giani that whoever it was would see me and try to kill my ass.

      When the door swung open, and the scent of Giani hit me, I let out the breath that I had been holding. He signaled for me to stay down, before he pressed the button to start the engine, and then placed the car in reverse.

      “I had to cut the power…fuck,” he said, out of breath before he looked around.

      “Are they still in there?” I asked him, my breathing heavy as I rocked my head from side to side.

      “I shot whoever the fuck was shooting at me. But I don’t know if they dead and I don’t know if anybody waiting on the outside. Get up here and put your seatbelt on. We gonna have to thug it out,” he said and I quickly did what I was told.

      The moment I had clicked my seatbelt into the buckle, we were flying backwards into the garage door. It had only put a dent into it, before it felt like the walls shook. Giani placed the car in drive and went forward as far as he could before he stormed backwards again. My head flew forward, so Giani reached over and placed his arm in front of me before trying it again.

      The last time worked. We went flying out of the garage so fast that I thought that we were going to go over the cliff that was on the side of Giani’s house. He lived damn near in the boondocks where the houses were up a hill and spread pretty far from each other. He always prided himself on his accomplishments and how he’d never had any infractions where he laid his head. I knew this was fucking with him, and sad to say, I didn’t even have to wonder who it was. Deep down, I already knew that it couldn’t have been nobody but them damn Harley Boys.

      “I knew I was being followed that morning when I picked you up. I knew that shit, but I kept thinking a nigga was tripping,” Giani hissed as we sped down the street.

      I remained quiet, not quite knowing what I should say if anything at all. We’d barely escaped, and I was glad of that, but I had been really hoping that there was going to be an end to this beef soon. I was tired of all the tension and hearing that this person or that person had been shot or either killed. I didn’t understand this dying for corners and street credit shit at all, or doing something that will only lead you to a 4x4 cell. I had been there and nothing about it made me wanna be out here on no thug shit.

      “You ever told anybody where I lived?” Giani interrogated, and I looked at the side of his face and quickly shook my head. I didn’t even have to think about it; I knew that as a fact that I hadn’t. Never even what part of town he’d lived on. I wasn’t dumb. “Did Neeko say something to you about me when he was messaging you?”

      “No, I showed you the messages. He always says the same shit any time he reaches out to me. I block every number, but this last time, I just figured it was best for me to go ahead and change the number,” I told him, truthfully.

      “Took you long enough,” he commented and I sighed.

      “Giani, I’m—” I started, but when he cut the music up to cut me off, I sat back in my seat and sighed.

      Tears ran down my face, and I crossed my arms over my chest, feeling real low and defeated right now. I didn’t know where we were going, but the drive there was long. Every now and then, Giani would look at me and I would look at him, but neither of us said anything. I just wished that I could turn back and change what I had done. If I could, I would’ve never done no shit like that. I wasn’t even that kinda person and everybody that knew me for real, knew that.

      “Come on,” Giani said, as he pulled into a parking space.

      I sat forward in my seat and looked around the lot. There were a few cars scattered throughout, but for the most part, it was pretty dead looking. I undid my seatbelt, pushed my door open, and climbed out of the car. Giani waited for me to catch up to him before he headed towards the high-rise looking building. Once we’d made it close, he took out what looked like a keycard, swiped it over a mechanism that was near the door, and then pulled me along with him inside of the building.

      “Where are we?” I asked as I looked around, notating the two armed security guards that were standing near a desk.

      “Not sure if I wanna tell you that. Don’t even feel like I can even trust you,” Giani remarked, before nodding at the security, who in return nodded and smiled at him.

      “Baby, please…”

      “I ain’t your fuckin’ baby. Don’t say shit to me. When we get up here, find your ass somewhere to sit that’s outta my fuckin’ face until I figure all this out,” he cut me off, before aggressively pulling me towards the elevators.

      I watched as he pushed the up button and then peeped how he inconspicuously checked out the mirrors that were nearby. I guess he was trying to make sure that we hadn’t been followed. From the way security was looking, though, I didn’t see how anybody that didn’t belong would even get in.

      The elevator dinged and we both stepped on. I watched as Giani pressed the button for the 28th floor and couldn’t help but stand close to him as he leaned against the railing. He didn’t move, and I was glad of that. Whenever we were out, he always wanted me close to him. He would tell me that I should never get any further than a couple of steps away. At first, I thought that it was some possessive, controlling bullshit but had quickly realized that he was just overprotective of me.

      Damn, Cash, I thought to myself and dropped my head.

      When we’d made it to the 28th floor, I was getting ready to step off when Giani jerked me back and forced me to get behind him. He slowly stepped off the elevator, looked both ways, and then nodded for me to follow him. We walked down a very long and beautifully lit hallway that didn’t seem to me like it would ever end.

      “Stay here, right quick,” Giani ordered before he waved that same keycard over the door and then twisted the knob so that he could enter.

      I stayed out in the hallway while constantly looking over my shoulder. I was tired and antsy, and after experiencing the second most traumatic day of my life today, I wanted to crawl up in bed and not move for a while.

      “Come on,” Giani told me after quickly opening the door and pulling me inside.

      I stood nearby and waited as he locked every lock on the door, followed by the security chain. The moment he stepped away from the door, I was right behind him. I was hoping that he would forget about everything that he’d said on the elevator, but when he turned around and I bumped right into him, I realized that he hadn’t.

      “On that side, it’s a full bathroom and everything else you need. I’ll find you a t-shirt or something that you can change into if you want,” Giani offered and I reached out for his hand. He snatched away from me and grimaced. “Just stop—a’ight?”

      “Giani, please talk to me,” I asked him, my voice cracking with every word I spoke.

      My cries fell on deaf ears. He left me standing there looking stupid as he walked to the other side of this big ass penthouse. I had never seen anything so beautiful before a day in my life, but I was too distraught to even enjoy the full scenery. I left out of the open space and headed into the bedroom that Giani had pointed out for me. Looking around, it didn’t look like the bed, dressers, or anything in the room had ever been touched. It smelled like fresh dryer sheets and Febreze. Everything about the set-up reminded me of things that I had only ever saw on TV.

      I knew that Giani did well selling dope, but parts of me were wondering if there was something more to it. The house he owned, I had nosily found out was worth 1.2 million dollars. I’d seen it on the deed for the house when he’d left it sitting out one day. I liked that he wasn’t the flashy type unlike a lot of niggas I knew. Most were saving their money up just to cop a new chain or to toss rims on a raggedy ride. Giani on the other hand really had money, but didn’t seem to want too many people to know about it.

      “Shit...” I said once I had made it in the bathroom.

      The bathtub—or whatever it was – sat in the middle of the floor. It was round shaped and looked like a big, weird ass looking bowl that for some reason, I couldn’t wait to sit inside of. I walked over towards it, figured out how to turn on the water, and then looked around for some soap and towels.

      Once I had found everything, I undressed completely, and then climbed inside, wincing a little at how hot the water was. Immediately, it felt like a lot of tension that I had felt in my back and shoulders was leaving my body. I rested my head against the back of the tub, shut my eyes, and just cried.
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      My eyes shot open, and I quickly reached under the pillow and grabbed my cell phone to check the time. It was a little after three in the morning, which meant that I hadn’t slept but about twenty minutes. Every time I tried to close my eyes, I felt the need to check on my folk. This street shit wasn’t nothing to me, but I ain’t like having to lose my people to it. My lil cousin Anthony and the way he died was tragic enough and made me want to wipe the whole city out, but I knew it was only a few that was responsible for that. Those few I was going to handle accordingly.

      I had my own way of doing things that didn’t involve me running up in nobody’s mama or granny house or shooting down the young ones just to prove a point. For years, I had been in this street shit and had never gotten caught up in nothing and that was because I had always done things a certain way. I didn’t give a fuck about none of this gangsta shit, not like how Neeko and his brothers did. They were so pressed on making muthafuckas believe they were ‘bout that life by doing so much that they really thought I was a pussy ‘cause I barely made any noise. I had been taught that the loudest one in the room was the weakest, so I didn’t have to say shit. My presence alone was enough and in due time them niggas was gon regret the day they tried me. When I came, no one was even gonna see me coming.

      “Let me get the fuck up,” I mumbled and slid out the bed.

      I yawned and stretched before I stuffed my hands down the middle of the jogging pants I was wearing. Walking out of the room, I looked around and then made my way to the other side of my penthouse. I don’t know why after the way she’d done me, but I felt a need to check in on her ass to make sure that she was good. Ever since we’d been here, all I could hear was her crying and sniffling. I didn’t know what the fuck for. I wasn’t the one that doubled back and gave a pussy some pussy. From what I could tell, her ass had been garnishing out fake love and lies and for the first time in my life, I’d been tricked by a bitch. Never again though and that was facts.

      

      When I peeked inside the bedroom and saw that Cash was finally sleeping, I nodded before walking away. I placed a couple of hundred dollars on the cabinet for her and then left out of there. I knew she would be straight here, but I also knew that wasn’t nobody trying to get at her like they were me, so I felt comfortable leaving her alone.

      Once I had made it downstairs and into my ride, I skirted out of the parking lot, heading towards my destination. Every time I looked through the rearview mirror and saw how fucked up my back glass had been smashed in, I grew angry as fuck.

      Couldn’t believe niggas had really found out where I lived. I had been living in that damn house for going on three years now and never once had a nigga ran up on me. Crazy thing about it is, my security system had just fucked up two days before that shit happened and the technician was supposed to be out to fix it tomorrow. Only person that knew about all that was Cash…and of course, my cousin Freddie B. I hated to think that shawty would set me up, but it was starting to look more and more like that was the case. All behind a pussy ass nigga that allowed her to sit in jail for six damn years, and didn’t seem to care too much about her going back. Bitches was stupid, for real.

      After a quick fifteen-minute drive, I pulled my car into the driveway of a home that I used to be real familiar with. It had been about four months since I’d even been around this way, but this spot used to be one of my most favorite places in the world. I placed the car in park, checked my surroundings, and then hopped out. I rummaged through the keys on my ring, looking for the one that had a red fob around it. When I came across it, I stuck it in, and nodded with a smirk on my face when I saw that it still worked.

      The house was dark as fuck, but smelled like apple pies and good ganja. I closed and locked the door behind me before I stepped through the foyer and made my way into the kitchen. I didn’t see shit on the stove, or in the oven, but when I checked the refrigerator and saw a big pot of spaghetti, I smiled and rubbed my hands together.

      Grabbing a plate from the cabinet, I put enough on it for like four niggas to eat, covered it with cheese, and then placed it in the microwave. The moment I turned around to go look for the hot sauce, a gun was being shoved in my face. Holding my hands up, I sucked my teeth and then looked down at shawty like she had lost her damn mind.

      “Gianelli, I could’ve killed your dumb ass!” she said before taking in a deep breath and backing away from me.

      “You wasn’t gonna do shit. Told your ass about putting a gun in my face,” I told her and she frowned before placing the safety back on the gun and sitting it down on the cabinet.

      “Nigga, you should’ve called first,” Priscilla snorted, and then turned around to grab a bottled water out of the fridge.

      “Who the hell…”

      I looked up to see Priscilla’s sister coming around the corner with a bat in her hand and a scared look on her face. When she saw that it was me, she rolled her eyes and rounded her ass back around the corner. I smirked before I grabbed the hot sauce and went to grab my food out the microwave.

      “What’s up? Last time I heard from you, you was telling me you a had a girlfriend before you hung up in my face and shit,” Priscilla said and I chuckled.

      “I lied,” I lied.

      “Nigga, you ain’t lied. You had a whole bitch cause I saw you there at the funeral with her. Acting like you couldn’t speak and shit,” she said and I shrugged.

      “I don’t wanna talk about that.”

      “She must be a special bitch for you to turn your back on family nigga.”

      “I ain’t turned my back on nobody. I was trying something different, but realized I was good just the way I was.”

      “Awww, she must’ve broke that baby’s heart. That’s what your sucka ass get for fucking over my sister nigga,” Priscilla said and I waved her off before stuffing my face.

      “Bro, shut the fuck up talking to me. I been dodging bullets and watching over my back for the last twelve hours. I ain’t tryna hear your shit,” I told Priscilla and her face softened.

      “What? Who shot at you?”

      “Neeko…I’m assuming. But I’mma see tomorrow when the security company comes. I know my cameras was still recording, I just couldn’t access nothing.”

      “Damn, bro. I’m sorry to hear that. That shit with Neeko them is crazy. I tried to reach out to you, but you know…I guess with your new situation, you ain’t need my help.”

      “I might need it now…” I spoke, honestly.

      “I got you,” Priscilla told me and I nodded my appreciation. “I told you before that whatever you and my sister got going on has nothing to do with me. I wish that every time you and her fall out that you stop turning your back on me. I never do you like that for nobody. Me and you were family wayyyy before y’all ever started fucking around.”

      “Yea, but you always pressing your sister and putting her in my face. I can’t talk to you unless we talking about her, so the relationship to me wasn’t the same.”

      “I realized that the last time we spoke and I apologize for that. That’s just my baby…and she loves the hell outta you. I just felt bad for her. But I’m sorry bro, you know I love you.”

      “I love you, too, P. Now, where the weed at cause I smell it,” I said and she smirked before rushing out of the kitchen.

      Most niggas had a dude as their ace, but Priscilla AKA P was mine. Besides Freddie B and my brother, Priscilla was all I had in my corner. We’d been cool since middle school, back when I found myself crushing on her. She had this deep chocolate tone, thick lips and long ass hair and I used to swear that she had migrated from Africa. That’s how original she was. Shawty was bad—even back then and I wanted her until I found out she liked what I like. She was a straight up lesbian that loved to eat her some pussy.

      I was embarrassed as fuck when we were chilling and smoking one day. I had whipped my dick out in front of her, only for her to pull a strap out her backpack and told me how much bigger her piece was than mine. I ain’t even know what to say, being I had never seen no shit like that, especially not from a chick that looked like P. She was my first lesson on how looks could be deceiving.

      From that day on, me and her had become close as hell. I had more in common with her than I did with these fugazy ass niggas. One thing I knew for certain was that she would take a bullet for a nigga. She’d pop a nigga for me too and I would do the same for her. Priscilla worked down at Onyx and sold dope out the club for me. Every now and then, when I needed her to get her hands dirty, she would with no questions asked. She was gangsta as hell and I loved her like we’d came out the same pussy.

      I had missed the fuck outta her over these last few months, but I guess I couldn’t really blame nobody but myself for that. I had hopped into bed with her little sister Riley about three years ago. Riley was a beautiful, quiet, and innocent chick—the complete opposite of P. Her body was banging just like sister’s. They were mixed with Jamaican and Cuban and had skin that looked like some exotic ass sand or some shit. They were different for real, but different was something I ain’t need. I had thought Cash was different, too.

      P came back with the smoke and we sat there catching up and filling each other in on everything that we had missed out on. Before I knew it, hours had passed by and it was going on six in the morning. I knew I should’ve left, and everything in me was telling me to take my ass back to my Penthouse, but I didn’t listen. I stumbled my ass right into Riley’s room and climbed right into bed with her.

      Sad thing is, she didn’t even try to stop a nigga either. I hadn’t touched her in four whole months. Ever since the first time I’d had sex with Cash down in San Antonio. Cash felt so much like heaven that I felt like I didn’t need to experience shit else. I had dropped Riley like a bad habit and had never looked back. She’d cried, begged, and even agreed to be a nigga’s side chick just so she could have me, but I was all about Cash. I had thought for real that I had found love. And for a nigga like me that was a big fuckin’ deal. I ain’t do love. My mama leaving this earth when I was a youngin’ was heartbreaking enough and I never wanted to feel no shit like that again.

      “Mmmh,” Riley moaned, when I kissed her ear and ran my hand between her legs.

      “You got a condom?” I asked her and she nodded. She reached over into the draw of her nightstand and came back up with a Magnum. “Who you been fucking?”

      “You know better,” she told me as she quickly came out of her panties and pulled the sports bra she was wearing over her head.

      Soon as I slid the condom over my dick, Riley was on top of me. She eased herself down onto my shit, and I winced at how tight she was. Her juices immediately covered the top of my stomach and a nigga halfway wanted to remove the rubber, but I knew better.

      “Mmmh, shit, G,” she moaned, before she leaned over and kissed my lips.

      I grabbed her hips and rocked her up and down before I pushed her off of me. I instructed Riley to get on her knees and toot her ass up so that I could get in from behind. Her thick ass vibrated against my dick sending waves through a nigga’s body.

      “Damn it, I’m about come! Ahhhh, you feel so deep,” she yelled, and I smacked her on the ass.

      “Come then, what the fuck you waiting for?”

      “Right there…shit right there!”

      “You coming?” I asked her and she nodded. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her back towards me as I pounded deep and hard into her until I felt like I was about to come, too. “Get this shit.”

      Quickly pulling out of Riley, I pulled the condom off and gripped the shaft of my dick. She turned to face me before sucking every inch of me into her mouth. I felt like I dropped an entire load into her mouth and smirked at how she acted like she loved the way a nigga tasted.

      As innocent and quiet as Riley was, she was a freaky ass bitch that loved to do the nastiest shit. That was why it was so hard for me to just walk out that door without stopping in here first. She was a cool ass girl that had a good head on her shoulders, and I wanted her to find her a good nigga but low-key was glad that she hadn’t yet. The selfish part of me knew that when I wanted the pussy, I wasn’t going to be able to get it if she had a dude.

      “You about to go home to your girl?” Riley asked after handing me a warm towel.

      I cleaned my dick off but didn’t answer her. Handing her the towel back, I reached for my pants that I had tossed to the floor and pulled them up. Grabbing my shoes, I slid my feet into them and tied the laces up. Riley sat on the edge of my bed watching my every move. Shawty was already pouting, and all I could do was shake my head.

      “That’s why I can’t fuck with you,” I commented and she sucked her teeth.

      “It’s not even—“ I held my hand up to stop her and pulled my cell out when I felt it vibrating in my pocket. I didn’t recognize the number but decided to answer it anyway.

      “Yo…” I said into the phone.

      “Giani…sorry for calling you this late, but I’m trying to get in contact with my sister. Her phone going to voicemail and I just needed to speak with her about something,” Savannah said, and I sucked my teeth.

      “I ain’t with shawty right now, but I’ll deliver the message.”

      “Do you know what’s going on with her phone?”

      “Nah, I don’t know, but you want me to tell her something or what?”

      “…yea, just let her know that her best friend is in the hospital,” Vannah informed me before hanging up the phone in my face.

      I shook my head and slid the phone back into my pocket. Giving Riley a kiss on her forehead, I dipped out and headed back to my penthouse. The sun had caught a nigga and that big ass nut I dropped off had my stomach rumbling. I rode through the McDonald’s drive-thru and grabbed some breakfast before taking it in.

      The moment I stepped back into the house, I could hear Cash gagging and shit falling into the toilet. I instantly became pissed all over again, remembering the broad didn’t even know who the hell she was pregnant by. I think that pissed me off more than the fact that she’d fucked that pussy nigga. I had really gotten excited, thinking I was about to have me a little one running around here.

      “…hey…” I looked up to see Cash coming my way. My eyes darted towards her midsection, surprised at how she had seemed to grow a stomach overnight. “I was looking for you.”

      “…oh,” was all I said before I took a bite of my hash brown. I slid the McDonald’s bag across the bar and then pulled my phone out.

      “Thank you. I’m not feeling good to even eat though. What time did you leave here?”

      “Your sister called talking about…the fuck!” I yelled and hopped up from the bar stool that I had been sitting in. Cash had slapped the fuck outta of me and was standing there with tears running down her face.

      “Nigga…you smell just like a bitch!” Shawty had the nerve to say, and I shook my head.

      I sniveled before I roughly brushed past her and headed towards the master bedroom. I took my shirt off and climbed out of my pants, then went into my closet to find me something to change into. Cash was close behind me, and I was doing my best not to snap on her ass.

      “Really, Giani…I messed up one time and this what you do,” she cried. She grabbed my arm, and I jerked away from her, while I rummaged through the clothes that were hanging up. “I’m hurting too that I hurt you.”

      “You ain’t hurt me, you hurt yourself. Get the fuck out my way,” I told her, stepping in front of her as she blocked my exit from out the closet.

      “I did hurt myself. Losing you is something that I never wanted to do. We gotta baby coming, Giani…”

      Hearing that shit was like all I needed to trigger me. Everything else, I had been able to eat, but that shit there made me snap. I wrapped my hand so tight around Cash’s throat that for a second I thought I had broken her fucking neck. I grimaced as I stared into her eyes, trying to make sure a nigga didn’t go soft behind that chocolate ass skin that I had loved so much. Her ass just didn’t even know that she had me—and having me, meant that she had the world cause I was prepared to give her that plus more.

      “Bitch, we ain’t got shit coming. Until I get a DNA test back, that ain’t my muh’fuckin’ baby. As far as I know, that’s that pussy Neeko’s seed, which means it don’t mean shit to me,” I snarled, and then pushed her little ass out my way. “Now, you want me to take you to this hospital or not?”
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      I moaned as I tried to turn over to my side so that I could get comfortable in this hospital bed. I didn’t know which part of my body hurt the worst, but I knew that I had been hitting this morphine drip almost every ten damn minutes for another dose. I had been here ever since the night that Quan had beat me senseless and had been in and out of consciousness up until a few hours ago.

      I immediately noticed that I had a huge patch over my eye that was taped down so tight that I couldn’t remove it myself when I tried. I desperately wanted to know if I could see out of it or not. I remembered Quan knocking me over the head with a glass and a piece of it landing into my eye and burning like crazy. When I had questioned the doctors, they told me that only time and healing would tell. I didn’t like the sound of that and wanted to know right now, but I guess I had no choice but to wait it out.

      “You need something?” Torrance asked, and I shook my head, refusing to look at him.

      He’d been here by my side ever since I had been admitted. He was the one that had found me passed out on my living room floor and brought me to the emergency room. I was thankful, because even though at the time I felt like I wanted to die, I was glad that I didn’t. I needed to be here, so I could tell his ass how fuckin’ weak I thought he was for leaving me behind like that. His bitch ass was so worried about somebody finding out that he was gay that he ran faster than a clucker that had been caught stealing from his supplier. Quan wouldn’t have done shit had Torrance only stuck around, but it was all good.

      “…I told you I was sorry baby. I’m not even on that shit no more. I realized I almost lost you and I ain’t liking the way that feels. You more important than my pride,” Torrance spoke, and I rolled my one good eye and pursed my lips.

      “Did you talk to Cash?”

      “Her phone still going to voicemail, but Vannah said she was on her way up here and was gonna hit Cash nigga up.”

      “Cool…” was all I said to him, before bringing the blanket up to my chin.

      I settled into bed as much as I could, then looked up at the TV just so I didn’t have to be bothered with Torrance. He had been apologizing for days. Every time I opened my eyes and looked at his pathetic face, he was telling me how sorry he was and how much he loved me. None of the bullshit he was saying was going to make me feel any better, so I didn’t wanna hear it.

      “Just let me get my rest,” I told him and sighed.

      I tried my best to stay awake so that I could see my girls, but when the medicine finally did release, I was out of there once again.
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