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        This story was born out of survival, softness, and second chances.

        A Ride to Remember is more than a love story; it’s about what happens when two people, beaten down by life and left to figure it out on their own, find something real in the middle of chaos. Jasiel and India weren’t looking for each other. But sometimes, God has a way of putting the right people in your life at the exact moment you’re ready to grow.

        This book is for guarded hearts. For the ones who always had to be strong, even when they didn’t want to be. For the ones who never got to fall apart, they made a home inside their pain instead. I see you. I was you. And I hope this story gives you space to feel, to trust, and to believe in love again, no matter what your past may have tried to tell you.

        Thank you for dedicating your time, heart, and energy to this book. I hope these pages make you feel seen.

        Scan the QR code below to listen to the full playlist that carried me through every scene.
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        They were never supposed to meet. But one night changed everything.

        India Martel is barely keeping it together, running on fumes, sleeping in her car, and still showing up for class like her world isn’t crumbling. One late-night ride-share to cover her bills puts her face-to-face with danger she never saw coming. Now she’s caught up in a mess that could cost her everything.

        Jasiel Vaughn was a star athlete once, with a full-ride scholarship and dreams of going pro. But one injury changed everything, cutting his future short and forcing him to grow up fast. With no backup plan and a little sister who needs him, Jasiel does what he has to do even when it means crossing lines he swore he’d never touch.

        Their worlds collide in a moment of chaos neither of them saw coming. What starts as a desperate escape becomes something deeper, two broken paths merging into one.

        But with every mile, the danger grows, and the line between survival and surrender starts to blur. Because falling in love on the run? That was never supposed to happen. Now they’re not just fighting to stay free… they’re fighting for each other.
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        This book contains themes and scenes that may be triggering or distressing to some readers, including:

        Drug and alcohol abuse

        Murder and violence

        Sexual content (explicit)

        Reader discretion is advised. If you choose to continue, please take care of your heart and pause if needed. Your well-being matters more than anything.
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      I had only been back in the city a couple of months, and my cousin, Ari, had already made it her mission to drag me to every party, kickback, and rooftop function she could find. She had been damn near giddy since I moved back like she was making up for lost time. That was how we had always been, though. Ride-or-die cousins who turned up with each other the second we reconnected.

      Ari and I grew up more like sisters than cousins. She was three years older than me, but we were always side by side, matching outfits, sharing secrets, and moving as one. People had always assumed we were sisters just because of how close we were.

      She was the bold one, loud, confident, and always doing the most. I was more laid-back, observant, intentional, and a little hard to crack. If Ari was the flame, I’m the slow burn. But together? We had always been in sync.

      “Damn, Ari, you didn’t have to do it like this,” I said, checking out my reflection in the mirror. We were getting ready to head to yet another party that Ari insisted I accompany her to. It was the heat of summer and over 90 degrees on a daily basis, so the fact that it was a pool party was enough to convince me. She spent the last thirty minutes damn near blinding me with eyeliner and contouring my face to perfection. But I wasn’t even going to complain because the results were flawless. I wore a white halter swimsuit that clung to my skin, featuring a deep plunge that demanded attention. Ari was rocking a cute neon green bikini with a mesh wraparound skirt. Anytime we stepped, we knew how to shut shit down.

      “I don’t know any other way to do it, cuz,” she giggled. “Now come on, we gotta go!” she rushed. I slipped on my sandals, threw on my accessories, and grabbed my bag. Ari was already at the door, typing the address into my phone as we headed to the car. We were on the road ten minutes later, and the GPS guided the way.

      By the time we pulled up, it was 10:40 p.m. The building stood tall and polished, with clean lines and soft, golden light spilling from the windows. We parked and headed inside, stepping into a quiet, upscale lobby with sleek floors and nothing out of place.

      “Where are we?” I asked as we walked through the lobby towards the elevators.

      “I don’t know, some basketball player from Georgia Central University lives here and he’s throwing a rooftop pool party,” Ari said with a shrug. “All I know is, it’s supposed to be the party of the year, and there’s no way I was missing it.”

      We stepped into the elevator, and as the doors closed, I side-eyed her.

      “So basically… we’re crashing?” I asked, feeling slightly bamboozled.

      “Girl, no, he invited damn near the entire campus,” she said, grabbing my hand and tugging me along as we exited the elevator. The rooftop was alive. Music thumped, lights glowed, and bodies moved everywhere. The pool reflected all that color and chaos like a scene out of a music video. Ari, being the social butterfly she was, stopped every few seconds to chat with damn near everyone we passed. I stood off to the side, feeling a little out of place since she was the only person I knew.

      I’d always been the more reserved one between us. Still, I knew how to chill and have fun when it mattered, and tonight definitely mattered. We both needed a break after all the work we’d been putting in at school; this was our moment to let loose. Ari was twenty-four and in her second year of law school at GCU, juggling internships, mock trials, and casework as if she was built for it. She stayed busy but never too busy for nights like this.

      I was twenty-one years old and wrapping up the last semester of my first year of nursing school. I moved back to Atlanta a few months ago and was finishing up my nursing program that I had started in Houston, Texas at Peachtree Community College.

      After greeting what had to be a dozen people, Ari finally pulled herself from the crowd and led us to the bar. We sat on the barstools, and she waved down the bartender, who came over a moment later.

      “What can I get for you ladies?” he asked, flashing an award-winning smile.

      “Yes, we’ll have two long islands,” she said, ordering for us. I leaned my elbows on the bar as we waited for our drinks.

      I felt eyes on me, so I turned in my seat, slowly and curiously, until I spotted the culprit. I spotted him across the room, posted up like he owned the place. He stood about 6’3” and had a build like he worked out for fun. He wore a black tee that hugged his chest like it was tailored just for him. His thick, tatted arms flexed every time he raised his drink to his lips. He had that rich, deep brown skin that caught the light just right, smooth and flawless, like God took his time creating him.

      His beard was full and clean, lining his jaw like it was carved out of stone. Gold chains rested against his chest, and he looked sexy as hell with dark rimmed glasses.  His eyes were locked on me like I was the only thing in the room worth looking at. That stare had heat behind it, making my breath catch low.

      I turned back to Ari, who was boppin’ to the beat like the music had her in a trance. I nudged her and tilted my head toward where he was posted. She glanced in his direction quickly, then looked back at me with a smirk.

      “Damn, India, he’s eyeing you down,” she giggled and turned to grab our cups from the bartender before handing me mine.

      “Yes, and he is fine as hell,” I said, biting my lower lip. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach, and my face warmed under the heat of his stare. I took a slow sip of my drink, trying to play it cool before finally glancing back in his direction, but he was gone. My stomach dropped. I pressed my lips together, sunk a little deeper into my seat, and stared down at the ice swirling in my cup

      “Aww, you’re pouting cuz your bae’s gone?” Ari teased, bumping her shoulder against mine.

      “Whatever,” I mumbled, trying to play it off with a chuckle, but Ari ain’t buying it. She was looking at me like she knew exactly what was happening in my head.

      “Let’s go dance,” I said, tossing back the rest of my drink and dropping the empty cup into the trash. I plastered on a smile, determined not to let one missed connection ruin my night.

      “Oh, so fun India decided to show up tonight?” Her eyebrows raised as she allowed me to pull her to the dance floor.

      “You know I’m a good time when I wanna be.” I tossed my hair over my shoulder and started dancing like I had something to prove.

      Under the Influence by Chris Brown played as we moved to the center of the dance floor and began dancing to the music. Ari joined me as we slow-wined, hip-rolled, and moved seductively to the beat. Before long, Ari backed it up on some guy, living her best life. I kept dancing in my own world with my eyes closed, feeling every beat from my head to my toes. Then I felt hands slip around my waist from behind. My first instinct was to pull away, but when I opened my eyes and look over my shoulder, it was him. The same guy from earlier, the one who had been undressing me with his eyes like he was tryna figure out what I tasted like.

      His grip was firm and confident, hands locked around my waist like we’d done this before. I started to sway my hips side to side, slow and deliberate, testing him. He matched my rhythm like he already knew. Then he leaned in, dipping his head into the curve of my neck. That’s when his scent hit me, warm amber scent with a whisper of smoke and spice. My breath hitched, my body already reacting.

      “You been staring at me all night. You finally decided to make your move, huh?” I turned to face him, already feeling the heat rise under my skin.  Damn, this man is fine as fuck.

      His skin was smooth like melted dark chocolate. My eyes dropped to his lips, soft and plump, and I had to resist the urge to lick them.

      “Well, I had to make sure you weren’t taken. I wasn’t trying to waste my shot,” he returned, giving me a smirk. His voice was low and smooth, almost teasing, sending a pulse down my spine, straight to my pussy.

      “And what if I was?” I asked, tilting my head, looking up into his deep brown eyes.

      “Then I guess I’d have to make you reconsider,” he said, licking his lips and staring at me intensely.

      This man had me ready to risk it all, and I don’t even know his name.

      I reached up without thinking and wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. Our bodies swayed together in perfect rhythm, as if the music had been made just for us. He followed my lead, swaying to the music in perfect rhythm, enjoying the music, and my body pressed against his. The song changed, but we stayed locked in place, bodies still moving like the space between us didn’t exist.

      His phone buzzed in his pocket, and he pulled it out just enough for me to catch a glance at the screen. I peeked at the name of the contact- Jasmine. He frowned a little, leaning toward me.

      “Hold on, I need to take this real quick,” he said low, almost like he didn’t want to. Then he stepped off the floor, moving toward a quieter corner, already lifting the phone to his ear.

      I kept dancing for a while, trying to stay in it, but the vibe shifted. The warmth between us cooled fast, and suddenly, I felt like just another girl at the party.

      I thought he’d ask for my number, maybe pull me aside so we could talk some more, vibe, and get to know each other a little.

      This man had the audacity to have me damn near salivating on this dance floor and didn’t even ask for my number.

      Cool, love that for me.

      I eventually pulled myself from the trance I was in and walked back to the bar to find Ari sipping on another drink.

      “Damn, girl, when’s the wedding?” she laughed, offering me a sip.

      “Girl bye, I don’t even know that man’s name.” I waved her off and pushed the drink back in her direction.

      “You ain’t slick. I saw the way you looked at him. You wanted him, the whole room saw it,” she teased.

      “Well, he didn’t even ask for my damn number,” I sighed.

      “What?! He must not know he just walked away from the love of his life,” Ari said, being her extra self.

      For some reason, that made me feel a certain way. Like deep down, I didn’t really believe I could be that for someone.

      “Girl, I am not a hopeless romantic like you. Maybe I just wanted him to drag me to the back and fuck me up against the wall. Ain’t nobody got time for all that love shit,” I said, nonchalantly.

      That was only half true. I’d detached from the idea of love a long time ago; it just felt easier to pretend that all I wanted was sex. Most dudes only came around for one thing anyway, so why not beat ‘em to it? I kept it simple and casual, less shit to be let down by in the end. But the truth?

      I desperately wanted to be loved correctly. I craved it more than I liked to admit. Still, until somebody could prove me wrong, I was good on love, it just ain’t worth the risk.

      “India!” she gasped, clutching her chest. “Let me find out you’re a freak in these streets. They always say it’s the quiet ones you have to watch,” she threw me a playful side-eye. I burst into laughter at her hysterics.

      “Prude,” I said, nudging her shoulder. “You got all that mouth and you out here clutching your pearls like you’re somebody’s grandma.”

      “Bitch, don’t get it twisted. I’m selective, not celibate,” she gave me a wink. “Just ‘cause I ain’t poppin’ it for the first fine dude I see, don’t mean I won’t have somebody’s son in a chokehold by midnight.”

      Ari smirked and grabbed my hand. “Now come on, let’s go turn up!”

      Ari and I posted up poolside with our feet dipped in the water. Laughter floated through the air while folks did way too much, playing drunk Jenga and flip cup. A stack of dares sat on a folding table like a trap.

      “Ari! You’re next!” someone shouted, holding up a card and waving her over.

      “Hell yeah I am,” she grinned, hopping up and grabbing the card. She read it, then turned to me with the most chaotic sparkle in her eye.

      “Oop. Somebody’s about to take a body shot off me,” she sang and did a little shimmy.

      “Ari, please,” I groaned, already knowing she was about to be on ten. She grabbed my hand, pulled me to the bar, and hopped up like she owned it. Some dude in a backwards fitted stepped up, grinning. Ari laid back laughing, salt on her stomach, lime between her lips.

      “Oh my God,” I muttered, dragging a hand down my face.  Of course she was loving every second of it. He leaned in slow and dramatic, eliciting a hoop of applause from the crowd that started to gather. Ari was cracking up so bad she almost spilled tequila down her sides.  She hopped down like she just hit the lotto and strutted over to me like she didn’t just let a stranger lick her stomach in public.

      “You need help,” I laughed, watching her like she’d lost her mind.

      “They gone be talking about that all week,” she winked.

      I was actually glad that Ari talked me into coming out tonight. For once, I wasn’t overthinking or worrying about what tomorrow looked like. I let myself breathe, laugh, and vibe, and it felt good. Tonight, I was smiling more than I had in weeks, the kind of smile that didn’t feel forced or phony.  I was just starting to believe I deserved moments like this.

      Then Ari nudged me and nodded toward the other end of the bar. The guy from earlier had some chick all in his face, laughing like he belonged to her. She had a caramel complexion, short pink colored hair, with one side shaved down low. My stomach flipped. I mean, I didn’t even know that man like that. I didn’t have any claim on him or reason to feel some way, but it still burned in my chest. Especially when she laid a hand on his chest and leaned in like she was tryna smother him with her titties. Like, damn, she was high key throwing her herself at him.  I low-key wanted to walk over there and tell her to back off. But I wasn’t about to make a fool outta myself for a guy who didn’t even ask for my number.

      “Ugh, these niggas are all the same,” I groaned, turning away from the scene before I did something dumb.

      “Girl, fuck him, if that’s the kind of sour pussy bitch that he wants to deal with let him. That hoe ain’t got nothing on you, cousin. Nothing!” I couldn’t help but laugh at my crazy ass cousin. I had to admit, it did make me feel a little better, but at that point, I was over the whole night. I just wanted to go home, crash, and forget it ever happened.

      “You ready to get out of here? I’m tired as hell, and I’ve got class in the morning.” I pulled myself from the stool and gathered my things.

      “Fine, we can dip. It’s getting dead in here anyway.” She stood, adjusting her outfit.

      “Wait… I hope you not tryna dip ‘cause of him.” She narrowed her eyes at me. “He got you in your feelings or something?”

      “Girl, don’t flatter him, he was a good dancer and a nice smile, that’s it.” I shrugged like it didn’t matter, even though it did. I glanced back over at him and saw him handing her his phone, like she was about to put her number in.

      And just like that, my chest tightened. I hated that it made me feel some type of way. Like I imagined something that wasn’t there. Like maybe I read too much into the way he looked at me, the way he touched me. Stupid.

      I turned away fast, clenching my jaw. I wasn’t about to let Ari see my face and ask a million questions. I’d already played myself once tonight and wasn’t doing it again.

      “Let’s go before you get bold and say something reckless,” I said, pulling her toward the elevators.

      “Cuz you know I will,” Ari responded as we pressed the button for the ground floor.

      We stepped into the elevator and I hit the button for the lobby, jaw tight, eyes forward.

      “Hold the door!” I recognized his voice as I saw him jogging over towards the elevator. I didn’t move; I just stared straight ahead as the doors slid shut in his face.

      Because whatever that was between us?

      It just ended on the wrong side of the elevator.
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        One Year Later

      

      

      I stepped into the conference room, and it all hit me at once, white everywhere. Walls, chairs, the table… the entire room felt sterile, cold, and lifeless. It felt like the kind of place where decisions get made about people who ain’t even in the room. Only this time, I was in it, front and center.

      My heart was in my throat, and I couldn’t tell if I was nervous, pissed, or both. I sat in the rigid chair directly across from Coach Bentley, Dr. Winthrop, the athletic director, and Tamika Lyons, the athletic academic advisor. The same place where my dreams came crashing down a year ago. I was sitting in this exact same spot when I was told that my athletic scholarship was not getting renewed for another year after a possibly career-ending ACL injury in my junior year at Georgia Central University.

      Basketball had been my life since I was a kid. I was the skinny kid who hooped in the busted courts of Edgewood Crest. That court raised me. My first pair of shoes had holes in the soles, but I still played like I had a Nike deal. I ain’t have much, but I was confident my game would take me where I needed to go. That was enough to keep the streets off my back, at least for a little while.

      From having coaches show up to my games in middle school to dominating all four years of high school, I stayed in the spotlight. My name was damn near a permanent fixture in the local paper, Jasiel Vaughn, golden boy of B.T. Ford High. It got to the point where seeing college scouts at my games felt normal. Offers came in from a few schools, but Georgia Central University was the one that believed in me the loudest. They called me a once-in-a-generation talent and said I could change the game. And I knew I could.

      Basketball wasn’t just my dream; it was my way out. My way to make sure my little sister didn’t have to grow up the way I did. My way of making sure my mama got herself together and could lay her head down in a place where she didn’t have to duct tape the windows when it got cold outside.

      I was locked in, focused. I knew what I was playing for, and it wasn’t just for the fame or the accolades. I was playing for escape. For Jasmine.  I was so close.

      But then the ACL tear happened. One snap, one wrong pivot, and everything changed. They kept me around for a bit, in rehab, attending meetings, and wearing fake smiles. I saw through all that, though. Once it looked like I wouldn’t be game-ready for the next season, the love dried up fast. That scholarship I was trying to hang on to for dear life? Snatched away like I never mattered.

      Nobody asked how I was gon’ pay for classes or stay in school. It just went poof, gone.  With no way to pay tuition, staying in school just wasn’t happening. So, I packed up my dorm, turned in my key, and walked away from the one place I thought would change everything. Just like that, the dream I spent twenty-four years of my life fighting for, had slipped through my fingers.

      So now, I was back so they could see how much I had recovered and to show that I was ready to get back in the game and regain my scholarship. Dr. Winthrop sat with his hands folded in front of him, waiting for me to speak.

      “I appreciate y’all for taking the time to meet with me today. I requested this meeting so that I can show y’all that I’m ready to come back,” I said, pulling up a video on my iPad and setting it on the table so they can see.

      “No problem, Jasiel, you know we’re always rooting for you,” Coach B said before glancing at the screen.

      “I put together some footage of me with my trainer. I’ve been putting in the work. I’m not 100% yet, but I know I can get there.” Dr. Winthrop shook his head calmly.

      “Who cleared you for training, Jasiel?” Tamika narrowed her eyes at the screen, suspicion lacing her voice.

      “I’ve been working with my rehab trainer on the side. My PT said I’m lookin’ solid. My range is back. Strength’s still building, but I’m on track.” I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat. That’s only half true, yes, I’d been working with the trainer assigned to me during rehabilitation, but my physical therapist wasn’t so convinced I was ready to get back on the court nor were my doctors. But I’d been working hard to make my comeback, and I’d be damned if I let that stand in my way. Shit, it’d been plenty of athletes who were able to make their comeback after so-called “career-ending injuries” and I was going to be one of them.

      “So, you’re not actually cleared by your doctor yet?” Coach B challenged.

      “They just bein’ extra cautious, but I know my body, and I know I can do this,” I responded.

      “That’s not what your doctor says, Jasiel.” When the words left Dr. Winthrop’s mouth, it was like somebody hit mute on the whole damn room.

      “From what he said, you’re not supposed to be doing this, especially training,” he opened the folder to display the letters from my doctors along with X-rays and exam notes.

      “Look, I know–” I started.

      “According to your last evaluation, your knee is still showing instability. You don’t have clearance for high-impact activity. Look, I know you want to be back in the game. I don’t doubt your heart. But I’m sorry… there’s nothing we can do at this point,” he said, sitting back in the chair and folding his arms.

      I sat quietly for a moment, taking in what he just said.

      “Did y’all ever stop to think maybe I’m more than what’s in my chart?”

      “Son, this ain’t personal, believe me, I want you back on the team. If I could snap my fingers and make this whole situation go away, I would.” Coach B added.

      Tamika reached across the desk, placing her hand on mine to console me, but I jerked back like her touch burned my skin. This wasn’t the way I pictured today going. I had worked my ass off for the past year trying to get back to where I used to be, and for what? To be rejected again?

      “I know you’re pushin’ through, but your body ain’t ready to write that comeback chapter just yet,” Tamika said with sincerity in her eyes. She was the only one actually rooting for me to keep my scholarship in the first place. Everybody else was practically ready to hold a funeral for my basketball career. But Tamika held it down; she stood up for me and pointed out how hard I had worked to get to where I was. She was the only one who looked at me like I was more than a busted knee and a wasted scholarship. She looked at me as if I was a person. So, to hear her giving up on me now hurt like hell. I stood up from the chair so abruptly that the chair toppled over.

      “So y’all mean to tell me… that’s it?” My voice came out low and strained. I locked eyes with each of them across the table.

      My chest began to tighten as the silence pressed in.

      “I damn near killed myself for this program. Put my body on the line game after game, pushed through pain y’all didn’t even know about. And for what? To get tossed like I ain’t give everything I had?” I said, pacing back and forth.

      “I worked my ass off for a year trying to prove that I’m ready to come back, and y’all don’t even give a damn.” I huffed, contemplating my next move.

      “Jasiel, calm down,” Tamika stuttered.

      “Nah, ain’t no calm down.” I spun on my heel and slammed my fist on the table so hard that the water bottles rattled.

      “Y’all seem so quick to forget, y’all came and scouted me, picked me out of hundreds of players vying for the same spot. I was the underdog, and I still showed out. I got that dog in me. I never lost that. I was hungry then, and I’m hungry now, ain’t no injury gone stop that!”

      Just as I finished my statement, security stepped into the room, slow and steady, as if they thought they were going to handle something.

      “Oh, so y’all really called security on a nigga, huh?” I laughed, shaking my head, but there wasn’t shit funny about it. My eyes locked on Coach Bentley. “That’s how you move? That’s fucked up, Coach.”

      I took a step toward him, jaw tight, fists balling. I was this close to knocking his ass smooth out.

      One of the guards reached for my arm as if I was some kind of threat.

      Wrong move.

      I yanked away and swung without thinking, catching him clean across the jaw. He dropped to the floor.

      Knocked out like a lil bitch.

      Before the second one could even react, I rushed him and clotheslined his ass straight to the floor. He hit the ground hard, laid out like a rag doll.

      “This who y’all got on payroll?” I scoffed, standing over them. “Might wanna invest in better security.”

      The whole room froze, and they sat there with blank stares, jaws dropped. They looked shocked, like they thought I was about to come across the table next.

      I grabbed my iPad off the table without another word and stormed out of the room, heat still radiating off me. I knew I had about two minutes before somebody called the cops, so I moved fast.

      Y’all gon’ regret this. All of y’all.

      I had played this moment over and over in my head, and this was not the way it was supposed to go.

      What the hell was I supposed to do now… when the only thing I was ever good at just got taken away from me like it never mattered?

      I stormed out of the building, heart pounding so loud it drowned out the rest of the world. My chest tightened when I pushed through the heavy campus doors, the warm Georgia air slapped me in the face like it was trying to remind me where I was, back at square one.

      Every step toward my car felt like I was walking away from everything I ever wanted. I shouldn’t even be here. Should’ve kept my pride and stayed gone. But I needed them to see me, to know I’m still fighting. Instead, I left that room with the same thing I walked in with, nothing.

      By the time I made it back to the apartment, I was still fuming and full of frustration. I pulled open the door to Braxton Heights Apartments, and the cool air circled around me, instantly soothing my skin. I headed to the elevator and rode up to the fifth floor, where I shared a spot with my day one, Brayden. Bray and I had been thick as thieves since middle school.  We came up together; we’d always been on the same type of time. He knew what I was going through even when I didn’t say it out loud. He’s the kind of friend who ain’t gotta ask what’s wrong, he just knew.

      When my pops got locked up and my mom was too wasted to make sure that Jasmine and I were straight, Brayden was the one sneaking food out of his mom’s kitchen, making sure we ate.

      Ma was always too drunk off her ass to take care of us properly. We lived in a damn hellhole, and our house was barely livable. Some days we ain’t have water, other days the lights were cut off like no one lived there. Sometimes, Ma would get with a dude who had a little money, and for a minute, we’d be straight. We didn’t have to worry about food in the fridge, the lights stayed on, and we even had cable, if we were lucky. But it never lasted. She always found a way to push ‘em off, like she ain’t know how to hold on to something good. So we would be right back to square one.

      We were on government assistance, living off Section 8, so at least we didn’t have to worry about a roof over our heads. We got food stamps, too, but Ma sold them just to buy liquor, get sloppy drunk, and stay gone till morning. Most nights, we went to bed hungry if I didn’t steal something from the convenience store. I felt guilty as hell when I had to leave home and attend college. I felt horrible for leaving Jasmine in that situation, but I looked out for her. I bought her a phone so she could call whenever she needed something, dropped off money, and told her to hide it from our mother. It wasn’t much, just enough to make sure she didn’t go hungry and was able to get the things she needed.

      Brayden was still enrolled at GCU, trying to make it to the finishing line. He was still grinding his way through his last year of a business admin degree. We got a little spot not too far from campus. Close enough for Brayden to slide to class but tucked enough where we don’t gotta deal with too many nosy-ass neighbors.

      The second I stepped into the apartment the door slammed harder than I intended. I walked inside and dropped my bags on the counter before collapsing on the couch.  Brayden was playing Madden on his PlayStation 4, that was connected to the flat screen on the wall.
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