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The crowd roared as the young M.C Legendary finished his set; the lights from above hit his face as he stared off into the crowd cheering his name. But even with all the excitement of everyone loving his music, he didn’t care; he was numb to it. Legendary walked off stage to see the owner Big Paul applauding another fantastic night, telling him how great he is. Legendary didn’t give a shit, “Where’s my money?” he asked him.

Big Paul was taken aback by his attitude, “What’s wrong there, Legend? That was a great set.”

“Whatever, stop kissing my ass and just pay me.”

Big Paul shook his head, slid his hand into the pocket of his blue suit jacket, and pulled out a handful of cash; he’s been putting up with Legendry’s bullshit for a while now and is getting tired of being treated like shit by him.

Legendary grabbed it from him, spit a few words out under his breath, and walked into his dressing room, slamming the door behind him. Taking a deep breath, Big Paul stopped one of the sound guys to ask him if he knew what was up with Legend, but his answer was the same as everyone else’s, he’s always an asshole.

Legendary sat back in his chair and looked at himself in the mirror; he wasn’t into rapping anymore; it made good money, that’s all. He was exhausted; all he wanted to do was grab his things and head home. 

His dressing room door swung open, “Yo! Legendary, your fans are out there. They want to see you.”

Legendary turned around, “What the hell did I tell you about being disrespectful by not knocking on my fucking door.”

“Sorry, bro!”

“Sorry-you’re sorry. Man, fuck you, close my door.”

“What about your fans?”

“I don’t give a rat’s fucking ass about my fans, now close the door,” he shouted.

“I told that fucking bitch to knock, shit!” he said to himself.

Legendary grabbed his shit and left, pulling down his hat and throwing on some big ass glasses, ignoring his fans every step of the way until he hit his limo.

Looking out of the tinted window, he watched as his fans screamed out for him; he sat there shaking his head. What a bunch of fucking idiots, he thought before telling the driver to hurry up and go.

Legendary walked into the Hot Records offices, ready to fight with Mr. Jones, the label’s top-notch head honcho. He’s been pissing himself over the way Legendary has been treating his fans. If it weren’t for the fans, there would be no Legendary, and he always needed to be reminded of that. Legendary sat there staring straight ahead, listening to the words coming out of his mouth go up and over his head. He didn’t give a shit what he was saying and didn’t want to be there. He had better things to do. Of course, coming in there once in a while to show his face kept Jones off his back for a minute; it’s something he had to deal with. 

Jones noticed he wasn’t paying attention to anything he was saying, “Legend! Legend! Are you listening to me? I’m talking to you.”

Legend rolled his eyes.

“Don’t you roll your eyes at me anymore, your fans made you who you are today, and you need to show more appreciation to them!”

“Or else what?”

“Do you not hear yourself right now? You sound like an inconsiderate asshole, and you need to stop.”

“Stop what? You want me to make my numbers, that’s all.”

Jones sat back in his chair, “Yes, you’re damn right I do; your numbers are what makes you so Legendary, Legendary. Do you not understand that you have out-sold Tupac, Biggie, and even Jay Z fucking combined! You truly are Legendary. And to continue being - Legendary, you must keep up with your numbers, and that means paying attention to your fans.”

Legendary stood up, “The way I see it; I put money in your pocket, so there is no problem here.”

Jones stood up, “No problem, seriously?”

Legend put his hands down on his table and leaned in, “What’s the problem, Jones?”

He knew he wasn’t going to get through to him, “Nothing, I guess there’s no problem.” He shook his head and watched as he exited his office but not before Legendary could get one more jab at him.

“That’s right; there’s no damn problem here.” Legend stomped out of there, pissed off his time was wasted. 

Jones yelled out, “Make sure you’re not late for your gig tonight, please!”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever!”

That night at the show, the crowd was moving to the beat, and Legendary was rapping on that mic like no tomorrow. The people were rapping his verses with him and bobbing their heads to the music. 

He began rapping, “I’m the king of this city, you know who I am; Ima steals your girlfriend and commit some sins. I don’t care if you hate me, fuck you too. While I’m at it, I’ll steal your sister-cuz that’s how I do.”

When he finished one song and started another, the audience cheered; he looked out past the lights glaring off his face to see another sold-out show out there. That’s right; he brings his numbers every time he thought, so Mr. Jones should shut it. Once he finished spitting that shit, he brought his lips back up to the mic and screamed out, “I’m Legendary, Bitch!” He held out the mic and dropped it. Once it hit the floor, it broke in half. The audience went crazy about it. He looked down at the mic now in two-pieces and back up at the crowd, “You see that shit; I did that. You know why? Because I don’t even know my strength, cuz I’m Legendary!” He raised his arms out with his middle fingers up in the air toward everyone, they all flipped him off back, and he loved it.

Legendary walked backstage, “Get me another mic ASAP; hurry up!”

All the roadies were running around trying to find him another mic, but there were none, every time someone told him they couldn’t find one, he’d get more pissed off, and the crowd became bored minute by minute he wasn’t on stage.

“Someone get me a mother fucking mic, now!” he screamed out at everyone running around him, doing their best to find him one, “This is some fucking bullshit right now!”

Every person cursing under their breath about him and how annoying he was; they were all sick of his ego shit but needed the job.

One of the roadies who have been with Legendary for a while now ran up to him, “I found one in the control room; this one has your name on it. I think it’s our last one.”

“My names on it?” He grabbed it from him. 

He looked down to see his name in gold, engraved across the mic, “Now that’s what I’m talking about; where the fuck were you peeps hiding this shit? This is dope.”

He walked back on stage and began rapping his next song; the crowd went wild once he hit that stage again. 

It was another fantastic night for Legend, but now it was time to hit that studio again and begin his new album. He went home that night with his new mic, placed it on the kitchen counter, and grabbed some grub before bed; the next morning, he awoke to his mic lying next to him in bed. Still groggily but weirded out, he grabbed hold of it and walked around his place to make sure he was alone, and he was. He shook it off as nothing and jumped in the shower only to hear a strange noise outside the bathroom door. When he walked out, the mic was on the rug outside the door. He picked it up and looked around his room. 

“I must be tired or something.” He shinned it off again, letting it roll off his shoulders, and continued getting ready; the limo was to show up any minute to take him to the studio. As he packed his bag, he made sure his mic was in there; every time he looked at it, he got a weird vibe from it, almost as if it was peeking into his soul. But none the less he had work to do, so he shrugged off the feeling and hit the studio. 

“I’m going to hit the piss room; get my shit together for me, and I’ll be right back,” he told his assistant Jeremy. Jeremy was there to make sure his studio time was comfortable, whatever he needed; Jeremy took care of. 

Once Legend was back, he saw his mic up and ready to go, “Did yawl see my new mic? Jones must have gotten it for me as a sorry for wasting my time the other day.”

Jeremy and Adam, one of the producers, smiled, “Yeah, that’s nice, Legend.”

Legend shook his head, “Yeah, that’s nice,” he laughed, “You a bunch of jealous fucks, and you know it.”

Jeremy let out a breath, knowing it was going to be a long day, and Adam rolled his eyes as he figured he’d be doing a lot of for the day. 

“Which song we starting with?” he asked as he grabbed his mic. 

Once it was in his hand, he felt a vibration of power flow through his hand and throughout his body, “Whoa!”

“You ready to go with-”

Legend cut off Adam, “I’ll start with whatever I want.”

Adam rolled his eyes once again, “alright.”

“I’m Legendary!” he said to himself.

Jeremy and Adam gave each other a weird look over him, staring at his mic.

“Whenever you’re ready,” Adam said.

Legendary pulled the mic up to his lips and began rapping, “Ima legend sucker, rocking the mics is a gift. Ima legend yawl; you haters, ain’t nothing but shit. Ima legend, so who gives a fuck what you got. I’m a legend who sold more than your biggie and Tupac.”

Legend stopped
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