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Virginia in the spring looks like something out of a dream—the kind that feels too soft, too beautiful to be real. The grass glows green like it’s been painted overnight, the trees burst with color like they’re showing off, and the air? Thick with that dusty yellow pollen that settles on everything like a quiet warning: nothing stays perfect for long.

“Lord, have mercy...”

Trey—my firstborn, my heartbeat outside my body—is tearing through my mama’s house like a tiny storm I can’t catch. All I see are his chunky little legs pumping across the floor, a onesie stretched tight as he runs lap after lap. In one hand, a half-eaten, soggy cookie... in the other, a bottle of milk sloshing with every step. He’s laughing. Free. Fast. Like the world hasn’t touched him yet.

That baby can run.

And me? I’m standing there, watching him, trying to catch my breath in a life I didn’t plan. My mom opened her door to me—let me stay “until I get myself together.” Such a simple sentence. Such a heavy expectation.

But let me tell you something nobody warns you about...

“There can only be one queen in a house.”

And baby—that is not just a saying. That is law.

It didn’t take long before love turned into tension, and tension turned into distance. So my mama helped me get a place—southside Richmond. The hood. Not glamorous. Not safe-feeling. But it was mine.

I carried Trey through that front door, and before I could even take it all in, he wriggled free and took off—running through empty rooms like he was claiming them for us. Like he knew something I didn’t.

I stood there, looking around at bare walls, quiet corners, and a life that suddenly felt way too big for me.

“I think... it’s going to be okay.”

But even as I said it, doubt crept in like a shadow that wouldn’t leave.

Because the truth?

I had no idea what I was doing.

Nobody told me how hard it would be to keep a house clean when you’re still trying to figure out how to keep yourself together. Nobody told me how loud the silence gets when it’s just you and a baby depending on you for everything.

I was 19.

Nineteen... chasing after a child who could destroy a room in seconds and still look at me like I was his whole world.

People say, “That’s normal.”

But this didn’t feel normal.

This felt like survival.

I was winging it—every single day—while tied to a man who thought it was perfectly fine to leave us behind in Florida like we were nothing.

And maybe that should’ve broken me.

But in that moment?

I was just grateful he was 

Quiet.

Peaceful.

Done.

Or so I thought.

The second I rolled off that mattress—because yes, we
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