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    For every girl the streets tried to bury.
You're bigger than the block.You're stronger than the scars.
Write your own fckin' story.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The streets don't love you.They don't raise you.They just sharpen you 'til you too sharp to hold without bleedin'."
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​Chapter 1: Dear Diary
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The streetlights buzzed outside Jaz’s cracked window, slicing shadows across her bare walls. In the corner, a mattress sat on the floor, no frame, no headboard, just dreams laid out raw like everything else on Southside.

She sat cross-legged in a faded hoodie, cheap ballpoint pen between her fingers, diary balanced on one knee. She chewed her lip before the first word hit the page. Her stomach twisted like it always did before she told the truth.


"Dear Diary,

I ain't meant to die on this block like the rest of these mtherfuckrs. I know that sounds cocky or whatever, but fuck it, it's the truth. Southside don't love nobody. It chew you up, spit you out, leave your pussy dry and your soul dead.

They say a nigga supposed to be grateful just to survive here, but what about living? What about wanting more than EBT cards, trap houses, and getting your name spray-painted on a wall when you catch a stray? I want Paris. I want palm trees. I want a yacht big enough to piss on the hood without ever lookin' back.

And love... Damn, Diary. I want that real type. The type that don't just come with hard dick and sweet lies. The type that don't fuck you, then leave you bleeding inside.

I don't even know if that shit real."


The pen dragged, smudging the last word. Jaz wiped it quick, annoyed at herself for almost crying. Tears was a weakness out here, and weakness got you buried before your mama even knew you was gone.

Downstairs, a bottle broke, somebody yelling out, “fuck you, bitch!” Jaz didn’t even flinch. Just pulled the hood tighter over her braids and kept writing.


"They think I’m just another lil ho waitin' to get knocked up by some broke-ass nigga with baby mamas stacked like pancakes. Nah.

I’m stackin' my dreams like paper.

One day I'ma get out this shit. And when I do, I ain't never lettin' nobody read this diary.

It's mine.

My truth.

My fuckin' blueprint to freedom."


She dotted the last period hard, like a stab.

Then she flipped the diary shut, slid it under her mattress, and laid back.

Outside, sirens screamed like Southside's own lullaby. Jaz closed her eyes and dreamed of somewhere—anywhere—where a girl like her could be more than a sad story and a pretty face.

Somewhere she could breathe without watching her back.
Somewhere she could love without bleeding.
Somewhere she could live.
But for tonight, all she had was these four walls, this pen, and a prayer that one day, Southside wouldn't be the end of her story.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: Hustle Bloodlines
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Everybody on Southside knew Trigg's name.
Not the government one stitched on his birth certificate. Nah.
Out here, he was just Trigg — short for “trigger,” cause when shit popped off, he was the first to pull it. No hesitation. No second-guessing.
He wasn’t just slingin' rock or weed either.
Trigg slung dick like it was part of his hustle — a currency just as valuable as the blue notes he kept folded fat in his Levi's.
Girls lined up for it. H*es, baby mamas, even bougie bitches from the other side of the tracks.
Didn’t matter. If they had pussy and problems, Trigg had dick and devil’s promises.
Jaz knew it too.
She hated it.
Hated hearing the headboards bang through paper-thin walls, hated seeing random bitches in their kitchen makin' pancakes in her mama’s slippers like they lived there.
Hated watching Trigg treat feelings like loose change — something you toss around without ever caring where it landed.
Tonight was no different.

Jaz sat on the torn-up couch, diary buried under a stack of unpaid bills, arms crossed as she watched Trigg count a shoebox full of dirty money.
He smelled like fresh fuck and cheap soap, his braids still wet from a quick rinse-off after his latest conquest.
"How much you gettin' off her?" Jaz asked, voice sharp like broken glass.

Trigg laughed, deep and careless. "Ain't about money, lil sis. She good for other shit. Know what I mean?"
He winked, flashing a grin full of gold and danger.
Jaz rolled her eyes so hard her head damn near fell off.
"One day, some bitch gon' set you up while you sleepin', stupid."
Trigg shrugged like it ain’t mean shit. "Gotta die from somethin'. Might as well die dick-deep in some pussy instead of a cage or a coffin."

The way he said it made her chest hurt.
Made her wonder if maybe nobody from Southside even expected to live long enough to get old.
Jaz looked at her brother, really looked at him—tattoos crawling up his neck, eyes too tired for a 22-year-old, pistol bulge under his hoodie—and she realized he was already halfway buried.
Just didn’t know it yet.
And maybe she was, too.

Only difference was, she still believed she could outrun it.
Still believed there was somethin' better waitin' past the liquor stores and yellow-tape corners.
But Trigg?
He was married to this shit.
The streets had already read his vows.
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​Chapter 3: First Taste of Trouble
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The first time Jaz really noticed Nino, he wasn’t even tryna be seen.
He was sittin’ low in the passenger seat of Trigg’s Charger, one leg out the door, eyes half-lidded like he was too damn cool to give a fuck about anything.
Smoke curled from his lips, the blunt burning lazy between two fingers covered in faded tats — “Loyalty” across the knuckles.
Jaz watched from the porch, pretending to scroll her phone, heart hammerin’ stupid in her chest.
Nino looked like sin in human form — gold teeth, fresh cut, arms thick from pushups in somebody’s dusty basement.
He wasn’t the loud one in Trigg’s crew, nah.
He was the quiet kind.
The type you ain’t even notice til he was in your face, all slow smirks and hard dick energy.
That night, Trigg called her down to bring him a bag he forgot.
Just a little black duffle — probably full of guns, money, or worse.
Jaz hesitated, knowing better, but Southside girls didn’t say "no" to the men who bled for them.
She slid off the porch, flipping her braids over her shoulder, pretending she ain’t feel Nino’s stare burnin’ through her leggings.

When she reached the car, Trigg was too busy arguing with somebody on the phone to even look at her.
Nino though...
Nino leaned forward, elbows on knees, eyes low and hungry.
"You Trigg lil sis, huh?" His voice was smoke and gravel, thick enough to slide
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