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Chapter 1

Jewel

 


“Snitch Bitch”

 


 


 



“Baby, how much longer before you get here?” I asked Touch in my sweetest voice.

“About fifteen minutes,” he replied then hung up.

There was a lump in my throat as big as a rock hanging up the phone. I swallowed in an attempt to get it down. With my head hung low, I gently rubbed my stomach and thought about my unborn child.

“Take your positions, guys. He’ll be here shortly!” the head detective instructed his guys to man their posts to prepare for Touch’s arrival.

“Please forgive Mommy, baby,” I whispered toward my protruding stomach. “I just want the best for you.”

My palms started to sweat, my heart was racing, and tears rolled down my eyes. Seconds seemed like minutes, and minutes seemed like hours, as I waited for Touch to come home. I knew as soon as he walked through the door they would sweep him away and I would never see him again. My child would be without a father, and I would lose the love of my life. But I also knew with life comes sacrifices, and this was just a sacrifice I had to make. It was either him or me, and there was no way I was gonna give birth to my child in jail.

“You sure you got this?” the police officer asked me as he escorted me from my bedroom to the living room.

“Yes, officer!” I rolled my eyes, sick of the officers constantly checking to make sure I was down for this.

“You just stay hidden in the bedroom−”

“Oh my God!” I yelled, interrupting the officer mid-sentence. “We’ve been over this too many times.” He’d gone over the instructions time and time again. I had it already!

“Just want to make sure you’re not having any second thoughts or planning to try anything tricky. If this goes wrong, it’s your head, little lady.”

Save your threats, asshole; they don’t scare me, I thought. I definitely wasn’t having second thoughts. At this point it was all about my baby. The only thing I had to worry about was getting the fuck out of dodge when this was all over with because I knew, once Touch realized I was the bitch who got this show in motion, all hell would break loose.

“He’s here,” I heard another police officer announce from the hallway.

I looked out the window to see Touch cautiously walking up to the house. Now I was having second thoughts. The fifteen minutes came sooner than I expected.

The officer quickly whisked me into the bedroom. My nerves were building, and it took all I had to refrain from bursting into tears.

“Honey, I’m home,” Touched yelled as he opened the front door, a huge smile across his face.

Within seconds cops came out from every closet, corner, and room in my house, commands coming from every direction as they rushed Touch with weapons pulled.

“Don’t move!

“Freeze!”

“Hands in the air!”

Touch was surrounded. Taken by surprise, and with no chance to run and nowhere to escape, he stood frozen. Despite all the warning the cops gave me, I couldn’t resist looking out into the living room. All eyes were on him, but his eyes were only fixated on me. There was a cold look in his eyes. A look I’d never seen before. I could imagine it was a look of disgust, hurt, anger, and betrayal. Maybe that’s why I’d never seen this look before because I’d never done such a thing to him to warrant such emotions.

Touch yelled out, “How the fuck could you do this to me? After all we’ve been through, Jewel! You bitch!”

I felt ashamed that I had set him up. I had to keep telling myself it was for my own good, the good of my unborn baby.

With my cover blown, the officers didn’t try and stop me when I walked out of the bedroom. They moved him to the kitchen, and I watched as Touch placed his hands on the counter and the officers patted him down. For a second, I thought I saw a tear in his eyes. Unable to bear the pain, I turned away.

“Answer me!” Touch demanded. “Answer me!”

I refused to give him any explanation. Besides, I knew it would only anger him even more.

“It’s over, Touch. Say good-bye,” one of the officers said.

Suddenly, in one cat-like movement, Touch reached in the kitchen drawer, pulled out a small handgun, and Pow!

An enormous force slammed into me, and I fell to my feet as a stinging pain ripped through my stomach. I looked down to see my white shirt soaked with bright red blood.

“Oh my God!” I screamed out in a panic. “He shot me! He shot me!”

My body jolted, and I shot straight up. I was panting and sweating. I was confused as I looked around the quiet room. Where is the police? Where is Touch?

I rubbed my eyes and gathered myself. It was then I realized I was still in bed. I’d been dreaming. I breathed a huge sigh of relief as I gathered myself. Whew! Why was I having this dream? The vividness of it scared the shit out of me. What did it mean?




Chapter 2

Touch

 


“One-way Ticket to Jail”

 


 


 



The minute I heard I was wanted for conspiracy I disappeared. I didn’t even bother telling Jewel I was getting ghost, I just vanished. Well, not really vanished. I went and holed up at my other girl, Lisa’s house. We never went out together, and I never told any of my boys about her. She was my side bitch, and as long as I kept her lifestyle funded, she never complained.

It had been weeks since my disappearance, and I was really starting to miss Jewel. Not a day went by that I didn’t think of her and my unborn child. I’d spent days wondering if it was a boy or a girl, and who it would look like, if it would look like my other kids, me, or Jewel.

I was excited about having a kid with Jewel because I knew I would always have access to it. Unlike with my other kids. Their mother was a bitch who never let me see my babies, and it hurt. I wanted the best for all my babies, but this new one was going to get spoiled. I already knew that.

I wondered if Jewel was eating right. I was hoping she was seeing the doctor and taking care of herself. Sometimes I even wondered if the stress of all the bullshit would cause her to have a miscarriage.

Life was truly fucked up, and I had no idea I’d be so miserable without Jewel and my unborn child. Being on the run was for the fucking birds!

When I’d unexpectedly caught conspiracy charges, Lisa was my only hope. I had no place else to hole up. I damn sure wasn’t about to go to one of my boys’ houses. Those loose-lipped niggas would have told someone where I was laying my head. And a hotel was out of the question because I wasn’t about to pay some crazy amount of money to get caught on video surveillance cameras. So I had been laying low at Lisa’s crib until I could figure out my next move.

“Have you seen my Ben and Jerry’s mint chocolate chip ice cream?” Lisa asked me, a look of disgust on her face.

Lisa had just come home from work. She hadn’t been in the house five damn minutes, and she was already tripping. Lisa was cool with being my side chick, but lately she was really starting to annoy a nigga. I don’t know what her problem was, but it seemed that since my money had run low, her attitude was all out of whack. I guess my pops was right when he warned me, “Women think you ain’t shit when your paper ain’t right. But as long as you got money, they respect you.”

“Yeah, I ate it a couple of hours ago,” I responded, trying my best to keep my focus on ESPN.

“Well, can you go run to the store and pick me up some more? I’ve had a long day at work, and I was really looking forward to coming home and eating my ice cream,” she expressed with some attitude.

This bitch must be on dope. Is she forgetting I am wanted? I looked at Lisa like she was a damn fool. I didn’t know if it was that time of the month for her or what, but she was really on some shit lately.

I rarely went out the house, and if I did go out, I was dressed in all black, with dark shades, and a fucking rastaman hat with fake dreads. I wasn’t about to go through all that for some ice cream! I wanted to cuss Lisa’s ass out for talking stupid, but I stayed calm in an attempt to keep the peace. I needed her crib to stay and only had about two hundred dollars to my name.

I tried to smooth things over. “When my paper gets right, I will pick up anything you want, baby girl.”

Lisa snapped at me, “Go do something! Get a job! Because I’m tired of you laying around here.”

I already had enough on my plate, so dealing with a nagging woman every day wasn’t something I needed. Waiting for the perfect time to make a move wasn’t easy. It took patience and planning, because one wrong move could easily get a nigga locked up. I was miserable not being able to move around the way I used to.

With the word on the street that I was wanted, nobody was willing to fuck with me on no business shit. I had no connects. I knew in a time like this I needed to be with Jewel. She was a true rider. She would have found a way to make shit right. Lisa, on the other hand, was selfish as hell and stingy with her money and her pussy.

“You know damn well I can’t go get no fuckin’ job! So, for once, will you just shut the fuck up with your smart-ass comments? I’m trying to watch the game.” I turned the volume up on the TV.

“Nigga, please! I pay the cable bill in this house.” Lisa grabbed the remote out of my hand and turned the TV off. “If I have something to say, you damn sure are going to listen.” She then threw the remote back at me.

That was the last straw. This bitch had been riding my ass for the past week. I couldn’t take it anymore. That move sent me into a rage. I grabbed Lisa by the neck and slammed her on the couch. I’d lost it for a minute. It wasn’t until I noticed blood all over her face that I snapped back to reality.

When it was all said and done, I’d choked her and punched her in the face, giving her a bloody nose. Realizing I’d truly fucked up, I quickly let her go. I just couldn’t control my rage sometimes. I had one domestic abuse case on my hands, and I sure as shit wasn’t looking for another.

“You done fucked up, muthafucka,” Lisa screamed and ran to the kitchen. She grabbed a knife and started after me.

I picked up Lisa’s car keys and ran for the garage. My time with her was up. Time to find a new place to crash.

“Get the hell out of my house! And if you take my car, your ass is going to jail,” she shouted as I rushed into the garage and jumped in her car.

I knew what she was saying was probably true, but at the time, I was all out of options. I pressed the garage opener and threw the car in reverse.

Lisa banged on the hood of the car as I was backing out the driveway.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

“Your ass is going to jail!” she shouted. “Stupid-ass nigga!”

I put the car in drive and sped off, leaving her standing in the middle of the street. I looked in my rearview mirror and saw her on her cell phone. I already knew what that meant. That bitch was calling the police. I needed to get rid of her car fast.

I had no idea where to go. I didn’t want to involve Jewel in anymore of my bullshit, so her crib was off limits. It seemed my only hope was Lexi, my baby mother. She and I had ended on a real fucked-up note—with a domestic abuse rap. In fact, I couldn’t stand the bitch, but I had no other choice, so I headed her way.

After twenty minutes of cruising down the highway, constantly looking over my shoulder and making sure to abide by the speed limit, I was at my baby mother’s exit. Two more minutes and I would be at her crib. I couldn’t believe I had made it all the way here.

I was hoping Lexi would let me in. My plan was to drop the car a few blocks away and walk the rest of the distance to her house. That didn’t happen because, as soon as I exited the ramp, blue lights were flashing from every direction.

“Muthafucka!” I yelled to no one in particular.

I wondered how the fuck they had found me. No use trying to figure that shit out now. I needed to figure a way out. My first instinct was to jump out the car and run, but my out-of-shape ass wouldn’t have made it one block, so I pulled over. My plan was to talk my way out of this predicament.

The cop came to the window and asked for my driver’s license and registration. I grabbed the registration from the glove box then began to search for my ID. Damn! I realized I had no identification. I had purposely stopped carrying it on me since I was wanted. I had planned on getting me a fake ID but kept putting it off. Now I was really fucked up.

It didn’t take long for the cop to slam me against the car and arrest me for driving a stolen vehicle, and assault and battery. This is some real bullshit, I thought as I was being hauled off to the city jail.

 


 



I’d only been in jail a week, but it seemed like a month. I knew once I got processed and they realized I had those conspiracy charges, there would be no bond in my future. Because of jail overcrowding I sat in a holding cell for an entire week. This was my first day on the block, and I was looking forward to finally having an opportunity to use the phone. I stood in line patiently. It was taking forever, so I kept my mouth shut, not wanting to start any trouble.

The dude in front of me finally got off the phone. I had a feeling he wasn’t even talking to anyone, that he was just being a dick and holding up the line on purpose.

The first person I thought to call was Jewel, who’d been on my mind all week. Hell, just the previous night, I beat off my dick, thinking about her sexy body and phat ass. I wasted no time dialing Jewel up. I hadn’t really spoken to her since I’d disappeared. There were a few three-second conversations where I told her I was alive and safe, but that was it. I was paranoid her phone was being tapped, so I would always cut it short.

“Touch? Baby?” Jewel yelled into the phone, after accepting the collect call.

Before I had a chance to respond, I felt a shove in my back.

“Get off the phone,” this dude demanded.

“Fuck you mean, nigga? I been waiting for the phone for an hour. Get yo’ ass in line, duke!” I said, pointing toward the end of the line.

Bop!

I took a punch to the stomach. Obviously this man wasn’t up for conversation. But I wasn’t no punk, so I gave him a fight like he wanted.

Bam! I hit him in the head with the phone receiver.

Immediately he and I were throwing blows at each other.

“Yo’, yo’, yo’!” I heard someone yell. “Back up off him,” the voice calmly said.

The dude I was fighting released his grip and backed up off me. I watched as he skulked away like a dog with its tail between his legs. I looked up to see an old head standing over me. He reached out his hand and helped me off the ground.

“Thanks, man,” I said as I brushed my clothes off.

The man walked me over to a nearby cell. “Clear this bunk,” he ordered another dude sitting in the cell. The dude immediately got up and left the cell. It didn’t take me long for me to figure out this old head ran things in the block and all these niggas was scared of him.

“Son, we need to talk,” he said to me.

“A’ight.” I agreed right away. There was no way I was gonna challenge this cat.

“You all right, Touch?” he asked.

“I’ll make it. How do you know my name?”

“I know everything about the streets. I heard you were doing some big things, until you caught those drug charges. You kinda remind me of myself when I was your age. My name is Jimmy. Tell me your story, youngblood.”

“Nice to meet you, Jimmy. Thanks for stepping in back there, although I coulda handled that dude myself.”

“I know, young’un, I know.”

“You wanna know my story? A’ight. I been hustling since I was in grade school. My father was a hustler. He left my moms when I was a baby, but he was always around the neighborhood, so I saw him a lot. His daddy was a hustler, and he brought all three of his sons into the game. My pops and his two brothers ran the streets for a while there. Then the cops decided they was enemy number one and shot my dad and arrested my uncles, Mike and Kendall.”

“I know those two cats. They doing a bid in the federal pen, right?”

“Yeah, that’s them. Damn! That’s crazy. How you know those two?”

“We used to run together on the streets. How you think I know about you?”

“I like that. You a smooth nigga.”

“Young buck, don’t you ever call me that again. I ain’t no nigga, you hear? That’s the trouble with you young fools today, calling each other nigga this, nigga that.”

“Word. I apologize. You right.”

“Continue.”

“Well, after my pops passed, I figured it was time for me to man up. I started hustling on the streets. It was small at first, but because people respected my old man, I got a lot of help, and my business started to grow. People were paying attention. Including the cops. I was careful, so I operated for years without getting one bust. Then I got a domestic abuse charge on me, and that’s when the cops really started gunning for me. They had some big old undercover sting to set my ass up. Now I’m looking at some conspiracy charges.”

“Son, you got heart just like your daddy. You and me can do some big things, but you got to keep your nose clean though. You willing to listen and learn?”

“Hell yeah, my nig–yes, sir.”

Jimmy smirked and nodded slowly. He patted me on my shoulder and walked out of the cell. From that point on, he took me under his wing. He even made plans to put me on to some work when I got out. Things were looking up. Now I needed to take care of all these bullshit charges against me.




Chapter 3

Jewel

 


“Free My Man”

 


 


 



It had been days since my brief phone call from Touch, so I took it upon myself to call Virginia Beach City Jail and find out their visiting schedule. I wasn’t able to make it until the weekend, so Touch was going to have to wait another few days before he could get a look at me.

I made sure I looked my best as I straightened my hair and applied my makeup. I squeezed my plump booty into my tightest pair of jeans, sure to show every crease and curve. I hadn’t seen my prince in nearly three months, so I wanted to put a smile on his face.

When I reached the jail, I went through visitor check-in and was in the back visiting with Touch in no time. It was much quicker than the two-hour waits I had endured during my visits to Norfolk City Jail. I barely had time to even start the book I had brought along to read before I was called into the visitors’ room.

“Hey, baby!” I yelled and waved as soon as I saw Touch walking up to our designated glass booth.

It was a bitter-sweet moment. While it was great to see him, it was sad to see him under such circumstances. His hair was freshly braided as though he’d just left the shop, and his smile was still gleaming white and perfect. Besides the orange jumpsuit, he was the same Touch I’d always known. He actually might have been a little bit more muscular from the weights he had been lifting.

“What’s up, baby girl?” Touch said through the phone receiver.

“I miss you so much. You look good.” I said, admiring my man and touching the glass that separated us.

“Thanks. You look good too. You got my dick rising.” Touch massaged his penis as he spoke. “It don’t even look like you have gained a pound. Are you eating okay? You making sure my son, a’ight?”

“Oh, I’m good. Let’s not worry about me. The question is, Are you okay in there? Do you need anything? What exactly are your charges, and how did you get caught anyway?” I spat one question after another.

“Damn! Jewel. Hold up. I feel like I’m under interrogation.” Touch gave me that million-dollar smile then added, “The important thing is, I’m no longer on the run, and I got a bond. The bond is one hundred thousand dollars. I need you to holla at the bondsman and give him ten grand.”

There was an instant lump in my throat and a pit in my stomach. Ten thousand dollars? Where the hell am I gonna get that? I thought as I listened to Touch’s instructions.

Touch must have noticed the worried look on my face. “What’s the problem, Jewel? Why you looking all crazy and shit?”

“Well, baby, it’s just that I don’t have that kind of money.” I cringed as I explained, knowing Touch wasn’t going to be happy. I was now happy there was a barrier between us.

Touch yelled, “What you mean, Jewel? I left fifty thousand dollars behind when I left the house.”

“Touch, it’s been three months! We have a mortgage, two car notes, and a shitload of credit card bills.” I kept my tone even, but I was pissed. He left me high and dry. What did he expect?

“So you mean to tell me you blew fifty grand in three months? You don’t even have ten Gs to get a nigga out?” Touch shook his head then dropped his head down into his hand.

Seeing him look so defeated made me feel real fucked up inside. I had to make things right. “Don’t you worry, baby. I got this. You will be out by morning. You know I’ve never let you down before, and I’m not about to start now.”

“Now that’s the Jewel I know.” Touch smiled, his mood instantly brightening.

The brief tension between us subsided. We talked away. About how he was faring in there, about how his meeting this old head named Jimmy. The whole time I just wanted to touch him and kiss him. Before we knew it, our visiting time was up. We tried to prolong our good-byes as long as possible, but the damn COs were being assholes.

“Love you, baby. Mwah!” I kissed him through the phone. I was getting emotional but tried to stay strong for my man. It was no use. I couldn’t stop the tears.

“Love you too. Take care of my baby boy.” Touch then hung up the phone.

I watched his back as he walked away and the heavy steel door slammed behind him.

“Damn it!” I yelled after jumping back into the truck.

I didn’t know how I was going to get ten thousand dollars by the next morning. Touch’s fifty thousand had dwindled down to a mere four thousand dollars. I knew if I didn’t get him out by the time morning hit, they might find out about his conspiracy charges. Then he may never get out. I stayed calm as I thought of my options.

After a few minutes of thinking, I made a phone call. A call I didn’t really want to make. I hope this shit works, I thought after dialing a phone number on my cell.

“’S up?” Rico said after answering the phone.

Rico was a little side item I’d had for the past few months. Before Touch was on the run, we were having problems and had decided to split up. He was seeing other chicks, so after a while, I decided to date too. And that’s where Rico came in. Rico was a nice guy. He worked as an engineer for the United States government. He had dough, and the best thing about it was that it was legit. I usually liked my men a little rough around the edges, but after the shit I’d gone through with Touch, it was time for a change. He was everything opposite of Touch.

“Hey, baby. How are you?” I asked.

“I’m still tired from the ride you gave two nights ago. Other than that, I’m good. What’s going on with you?”

“Well, I’ve some great news.” I tried to sound excited.

“Oh, yeah? What’s that? You’re coming over to ride me again?” Rico asked playfully.

“I got accepted into nursing school, and I start next week.” I lied.

“Damn, baby! Congratulations!” Rico said, happy about the news. “You ain’t even tell a nigga you had applied for school. I’ll tell you what. Let me buy your books for you. It will be my present to you.”

That shit was easier than I thought. Little did Rico know, I was prepared to beg, fuck, suck, and do something strange for a little change, but to my surprise, I didn’t even have to ask. This nigga offered, so I wasted no time going in for the kill.

“Oh my God! Are you serious?”

“Come on, baby girl. You know I’m big on education. I’m proud to see you trying to do something for yourself. I got you.”

“Well, I need about seven thousand to cover everything,” I said in a whiny voice.

“No problem. You’re worth every penny. Plus, after you finish school, a shitload of money will be rolling in. Come over and get it when you’re ready.”

“I’m on my way.” I breathed a sigh of relief.

I started my truck and headed to Rico’s house. As soon as I walked in, he had the money waiting for me. Of course, after giving me the money, he wanted to celebrate my acceptance to nursing school by dicking me down. Normally I loved sex with Rico, but this time I wasn’t interested in him touching me at all. My mind was on Touch and getting back with him.

“Baby, I can’t,” I said between kisses.

“What’s wrong? It’s that time of the month?”

My initial thought was to agree and tell Rico I was on my cycle, but the one huge lie I’d just told him was enough. My conscience wouldn’t allow me to tell another.

“No, honey. I’ve got some business I need to take care of, and I’ve gotta do it right away.” I gently rubbed Rico’s erect dick.

I was about to rain-check his ass and dip out the door, but seeing the look on his face and afraid he would take the money back, I got on my knees and gave him some head. It didn’t take him long to nut all over the place. I zipped his pants back up, gave him a small kiss on the cheek, then headed out the door, leaving him drooling at the mouth.

When I got back into my truck, I whipped out my cell phone and called Touch’s lawyer. I informed him I had the money for bond and made an appointment for them to discuss his options. Next, I called up a bail bondsman well known to all the guys into the drug game. In fact this bondsman used to be a drug dealer himself, except he was one of those smart enough to turn his drug money into something legit. Sad to say, but even I had to use his services once.

I felt proud as I met the bondsman at the jail. I had exceeded Touch’s expectation. I got the money, talked to the lawyer, and got his ass that same night.

I waited patiently for Touch to walk from behind the jail walls. As soon as I saw him, I rushed toward him and jumped into his arms.

“What’s up, baby girl?” Touch said as I kissed him all over his face.

“Looks like your dick,” I responded, rubbing on his erect penis.

“Yeah, that’s all for you tonight.” Touch laughed, and we hopped in the car.

The ride seemed like it took forever. All I wanted to do was get home, get naked, and ride Touch all night long. I asked him how he had gotten caught, and he was pretty vague. I felt like he wasn’t telling me everything. I wasn’t going to push it, because I was just so happy to see him again.

Touch smacked my ass before we entered the house. “You didn’t give my pussy away, did you?”

“You know this pussy is yours.” I assured him with a kiss.

I was dressed in a trench coat. Touch didn’t think anything of it because there was a chilly nip in the air. Underneath my trench coat I wore a skimpy French maid set with a small apron to match. My five-inch stilettos added an extra touch. As soon as we entered through the front door, I dropped my coat.

“Damn, Jewel! You never cease to surprise a nigga. I love that about you.” Touch hugged me close.

I could have sworn within seconds his dick grew at least two inches. And it got even harder as I began stroking it.

After Touch stripped right in front of me, I quickly got on my knees and started deep-throating his dick.

He pulled my head in even closer. “Aah, man. Don’t stop.”

I knew just what it took to send him to the moon. My head was definitely like no other. The key with Touch wasn’t my tongue, it was the way I stroked his dick. I could make him come in less than five minutes. But I made sure not to give him too much because I wanted him to last all night.

Touch ripped my lingerie off and carried me up the stairs into the bedroom through the gardenia petals lightly covering the foyer floor and trailing up the stairs leading to the bedroom. My pussy instantly became wet. After he let me down, I pulled him onto the bed. I began massaging him, working my way down to his feet. After his massage I turned on the surround sound CD player. Jeremih’s song, “Birthday Sex” started to play. Touch’s birthday was a few days away, so this was an early present. I began dancing to the song.

Touch loved to see me feel all over myself. Popping my pussy in front of him was his favorite. Not being able to take the uprising sexual tension, he grabbed me up and lifted me up against the wall.

“Which titty do you want in my mouth while I fuck you?” he asked, sticking his thick penis inside of me.

“The right.”

For the next hour we had sex in every position thinkable. He literally put me to sleep that night.

 


 



For the next few days, Touch didn’t leave my side. Besides having sex, all he wanted to do was rub my stomach. After a while, it became quite annoying. He was truly about the birth of his baby. He was convinced it was a boy. I, on the other hand, wasn’t so sure.

Meanwhile, Rico was blowing up my phone. He’d been texting and calling me continuously. At first I was playing it off like I was in class and couldn’t return his calls or texts. But that didn’t work for long. All he did was start calling and texting at night. I was doing everything, from sneaking to the bathroom to text him to making bullshit trips to the store to call him. I was afraid it was becoming too obvious that something was up, and the last thing I wanted was Touch to catch on to what I was doing. I turned my phone on silent and ignored all Rico’s calls and texts. Pretty soon I began getting calls from strange numbers and private numbers, but I was on to that trick. I knew it was Rico. He was doing anything he could to get me to answer.

Finally I could no longer ignore it. I figured if I just answered one time Rico would stop calling. I snuck upstairs while Touch was sleeping, so I could answer Rico’s call.

“Hello?” I said in a soft tone, trying not to make too much noise.

“Hey, sweetie. Where have you been? I’ve been calling you for days?” Rico said before giving me a chance to respond. “I’m right in front of your house. I was just about to knock on the door when you answered.”

“Oh my God! Rico, no!” I panicked. I felt as though I was gonna shit in my Victoria’s Secret G-string. “I’m not home yet. I’m on my way, but I need to stop at the store.”

With Touch’s temper, if Rico had come knocking, there was gonna be a fight, possibly a death, and it sure wouldn’t have been Touch doing the dying.

“Okay, I’ll wait for you here.”

“No, I’m gonna be a little while. Meet me at the grocery store.” I started getting my outfit together.

On my way to the garage I peeped in on Touch to make sure he was still asleep. Luckily I hadn’t awaken him, and he was sleeping like a baby. I grabbed my keys off the kitchen counter. From the living room I looked out the window and watched as Rico got in his car and pulled off. I rushed in my car and headed out my neighborhood in the opposite direction.

I met Rico at the store. He’d beat me to the store, since I took the long way from my house.

“Hey, baby. What’s going on?” Rico said as soon as I got out my car.

I planned on going the distance with this lie and walking around the grocery store and shopping, hoping to bore Rico into leaving while I shopped for my house. But as soon as I saw his face, I changed my tactic.

I told him, “Listen, baby, you can’t come over. This is not a good idea.”

“What are you talking about?”

I took a deep breath in. I really liked Rico, so it wasn’t easy for me to tell him. “My man is back home.” I let out the breath I had taken in and prepared myself for his verbal onslaught.

From the day I’d met Rico, I had told him about Touch. Sure, I should have done things a little different and maybe prepared him for this day, but it all happened so quickly. I was hoping he would just go away on his own, but he didn’t. So I decided to just put it out there to keep him from getting killed.

“So that’s how it is, Jewel? And to think I really was feeling you. You didn’t even respect me enough to let me know what was going on. This is how I had to find out? Cool.” Rico simply walked away, got in his car, and pulled off.

Damn! That hurt me more than if he had gone off on me. At that point I didn’t know what to think. I expected and would have accepted name-calling or the standard “Fuck you!” but a dude talking calm, no cursing or anything, now that was strange. It unnerved me a little bit.

All sorts of thoughts began to run through my brain. Could this linger into something else? Do I need to tell Touch so he can protect himself? Hell, do I need to carry a gun to protect myself? I didn’t know if Rico was crazy or what. I’d just taken seven grand from this dude then dissed him. I figured it wouldn’t be long before he put two and two together and realized I’d used his money to bond Touch.

As soon as I walked in the house through the garage door, Touch was standing in the kitchen waiting on me. “Where did you go?” he asked after biting into a turkey sandwich.

“To the store,” I said, startled.

“So what you buy?”

“Oh, I didn’t get anything because they didn’t have what I was looking for,” I said, unable to come up with anything better.

“It must have been important because you left in a hurry. What were you looking for?” Touch wasn’t letting up so easy.

“Huh? What you mean?” I said, trying to buy time to come up with an answer to satisfy Touch and get him off my ass.

“What was it that you were looking for at the store that you couldn’t find?” Touch repeated, like he was talking to a child.

“Oh, I was just craving for some white Oreos. You know, pregnancy craving.” I knew anything about the baby would ease Touch’s mind.

“Oh, okay.” Touch gulped down a glass of juice and headed out the kitchen. “For a second I thought you had run off to see a little dude around the corner or something.” He chuckled. “Don’t let me find out,” he said as he playfully smacked my ass.

I knew he wasn’t joking though. If he found out I had gone to see another dude, there would be hell to pay.

“Yeah, your brother.” I played along, relieved he hadn’t caught me in my lie.

Throughout the evening the private calls continued back to back. I had to wonder what sane person would spend hours constantly calling a person’s phone. Rico was really starting to scare me.

Later that night, Touch and I went to the store to pick up a few things. The whole time while shopping I couldn’t help this overwhelming feeling that someone was watching us. Especially as we put our groceries in the truck.

I scanned the parking lot but didn’t see anyone. I looked in the large windows of the grocery store, and everyone inside looked suspicious to me. I didn’t know if it was paranoia or what, but I was wishing I had a gun at that moment. It freaked me out to the point where I considered telling Touch about Rico.

Just as Touch started the engine and put the truck into gear, someone knocked on the driver’s side window. The knock was so startling, I screamed out loud and jumped in my seat.

“Touch, don’t open the window,” I warned and pleaded at the same time.

Touch looked at me like I was losing it. “The fuck you talking about?” He pressed the button, and the window rolled down. “Damn, dude! You scared the shit outta me and my girl,” he said to the man standing there.

“Oh, I’m sorry. It’s just that you dropped this before you closed the trunk.” The man held up a box of white Oreos.”

“Oh, damn! Good lookin’, my man. My girl would have been sad not have these at home. She’s carrying my son, and she got those cravings.” Touch was smiling as he took the Oreo’s and handed them to me.

“No worries.” The man walked away toward the store.

My heart was racing. I had thought for sure the knock was Rico about to blast away. I didn’t know what to do then. I couldn’t keep living on edge like this. I had a big decision to make–tell Touch or handle Rico myself.
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