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“Ughhh!!” I’m takin’ a shit.

Literally takin’ a real funky-ass shit.

Mike, my celly—got his whole face buried in that thin-ass pillow he been droolin’ on since I got here. This the third time this week I had to blow the cell up, and every time it’s like he shocked I’m human.

“Aww HELL naw, man,” he say, voice muffled. “You gon’ do this now?!”

“Man that breakfast gank got my stomach fussing,” I mumble, rubbin’ this dry-ass orange peel on the wall by the toilet, tryna kill the stank.

That’s a jail trick I picked up—rub fruit peels on the wall like it's air freshener. I was gon’ wait ‘til break and hold it, let Mike get out first, handle my business in peace... but then I’d miss my chance to hit that phone. So yeah—here we are.

Mike gaggin’. Bein’ dramatic.

“Yo, that shit somthing foul, Kenny. Straight up.”

I ain't listenin’ to him, though. My mind on that phone call Jack still ain’t returned. That shit sittin’ on my chest heavier than the tray they feedin’ us. If that nigga was good, he’d of hit me back. If he alive, he’d of found a way.

But if he dead... or if he caught up in some shit like me......fuck!

And I can't stop thinking about maria. She made peace feel possible—like I could actually have somethin’ different. Even for a nigga like me. If she ain’t died, I wouldn’t be in this cell. I wouldn’t be caught up in this New Mexico bullshit. But life? Man... life always got me ridin’ shotgun on some fucked-up ride I ain’t ask to be on.

“Yo,” I say. “Pass me that word search and a pen.”

Mike poke his head out the pillow slow, like I asked for a damn kidney.

“You serious?”

“Yeah, man.”

“Oh hell naw. Every time you ask for that word search, that mean you ‘bout to be on the toilet for another thirty minutes. I can’t take the smell, bruh.”

I chuckle. “Man, whatever. I gotta smell your shit too, bruh—we basically family now.”

Mike laid back down, still talkin’. “Yeah, we basically family—but I still don’t wanna smell my family member’s shit. Hell, I don’t even wanna smell my own. I’m tired of rubbin’ orange peels on the wall and takin’ showers next to ten different niggas, man. We gotta get outta here.”

“Yeah, I feel that, bruh... but we just gotta take it one shit at a time—I mean, one day at a time.”

“Man i gotta get to that phone on break,” I say low.

Mike don’t even move.

He just go, “Man... good luck.”

And I ain't say nothin’ back.

‘Cause I know he right.
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“Metal clanked. That heavy buzz from the electric lock hit, then boots smacked the concrete, echoing off them thick-ass beige steel doors.”

One of the COs walked up to my cell, keys jingling like he wanted attention.

“Cooks,” he grunted. “You got a visitor.”

I looked up from the bottom bunk, jumpsuit half undone, just coming out a good sober nap.

“A visitor?” I said. “I don't know nobody out here.”

He looked at me. “Get ya self together, Cooks, before this door close. I ain’t babysitting.”

I hopped up quick, got myself together—lowkey intrigued who the visitor might be.

They walked me through two sliding gates, pat-down, another gate, then into that cold-ass concrete room with scratched plexiglass windows and busted chairs.

And there he was....

Ramirez bitch ass...

Posted up, clean shirt, slicked hair, smug ass face like he ain’t just helped set me up for this cage life. His hands was folded real neat on the table like this was just another business lunch.

My blood boiled before my ass even touched the chair.

“Man, Yo jank ass got me in here. I aint got nun say to you.”

I ain’t sit yet. Just stared through the glass like I wanted to break it with my fists.

“You workin’ for the pig pen? You the motherfucker I shoulda been watchin’ from day one.”

Ramirez didn’t blink. Didn’t twitch. Just sat there calm like he was made of stone.

“Sit down, Kenny,” he said smooth. “We got business to discuss.”

“Man, fuck all that. We aint got no business foo!”

I finally dropped in the chair. “You bout to try to act like you doin’ me a favor when your snake ass the reason I’m sittin’ in this bitch.”

He leaned in just slightly. “You wanna get outta here?”

I squinted, confused for a second.

He dropped his voice, eyes like bullets.

“Then you’re gonna fucking cooperate, you piece of shit.”

I blinked once, then leaned back in the chair. Chuckled a little, shook my head.

“Man, I ain’t cooperatin’ shit. You got me mixed up.”

Ramirez didn’t move.

“You think this is a game?” he said low. “You think they not gonna hang you for the death of Maria?”

My whole body froze.

He waited for it to hit me.

“You was the last one with her,” he said. “You got no alibi, no witnesses, and nothing but time. You don’t help me? You’re gonna die in here.”

I clenched my jaw, heat rising through my chest. My fists balled on instinct.

“I ain’t kill her,” I said, voice cracking. “I ain’t kill Maria, man.”

Ramirez stared back like he didn’t give a fuck either way. “Then prove it.”

I shook my head like, “Nah,” and said, “Man, I ain’t gettin’ involved in that shit. You gon’ have to do yo job. I’ma take my chances in court.”

Ramirez gave
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