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Chapter 1: The Funeral

 

The stale, suffocating air of the funeral home clung to Jasmine’s skin like a second layer of sweat. Her mother, Miss Loretta, laid out in a coffin, didn’t look nothing like the strong woman Jasmine remembered. The mortician tried to cover up the bullet wounds with makeup, but Jasmine could still see the deep, jagged scars beneath. It was like a cruel joke, dressing up a body that had been torn apart by the streets. The streets that had taken everything from her.

 

Jasmine stood stiff, her fists clenched at her sides, struggling to keep it together. Her heart ached with a pain so deep it was like someone had reached inside her chest and ripped it out. She wanted to scream, to cry, but all she could do was stand there, staring down at her mother’s lifeless face.

 

The room was filled with people, but Jasmine couldn’t hear nothing over the roar in her head. The whispers, the looks—she knew they was talking about her, about how the Black Knights had sent a message by taking out Miss Loretta. They were waiting to see if Jasmine would break, but she wasn’t about to give them that satisfaction. 

 

Tasha, her ride-or-die since they was kids, sidled up beside her, her voice barely a whisper. “Jas, you good?” Tasha’s words were cautious, like she was scared Jasmine might snap any second.

 

“Good? Nah, I ain’t good, Tash,” Jasmine muttered, her voice thick with grief. “I’mma make sure them niggas pay for what they did to Ma. They ain’t just took her from me, they declared war.”

 

Tasha glanced around the room, her eyes nervous, but Jasmine didn’t care who heard. Let them run and tell it—let the Black Knights know she was coming for them. The time for playing nice was long gone.

 

 

As they headed to the gravesite, Jasmine stepped outside, the hot Virginia sun beating down on her like it had a personal vendetta. The streets were alive with whispers, the kind that made the hairs on the back of your neck stand up. Word traveled fast in the hood, and everybody knew by now that Miss Loretta had been gunned down in cold blood. The Black Knights had made their move, and now it was Jasmine’s turn.

 

As she walked down the cracked sidewalk, heads turned, and conversations hushed. The respect was there, but it was laced with fear—fear of what Jasmine might do next. And she wanted them to be scared, because she was scared too. Scared of the anger that was boiling inside her, scared of what she might become now that she had nothing left to lose.

 

A group of corner boys who had known Ms, Loretta since they were babies watched her with wide eyes as she passed by. One of them, a skinny kid with too-big clothes, muttered something to his friend, and they both looked away quickly when Jasmine’s icy stare landed on them. They knew better than to mess with her right now. Hell, everybody kept their distance, sensing the danger rolling off her in waves.

 

Jasmine’s mind was a whirlwind, her thoughts racing a mile a minute. She needed to get her head straight, to figure out how she was gonna hit back. The Black Knights had made this personal, and Jasmine wasn’t about to let them walk away unscathed. She was gonna make them bleed, just like they made her mother bleed.

 

 

The cemetery was eerily quiet, the only sound the rustle of dry leaves in the wind. Jasmine stood at the edge of the grave, her heart heavy as she watched them lower her mother into the ground. It felt final, like she was losing her all over again. The weight of it threatened to crush her, but she couldn’t let herself break down. Not here, not now.

 

She knelt down, grabbing a handful of dirt and letting it slip through her fingers. “I’mma make this right, Ma. I swear on everything, I ain’t lettin’ them get away with this,” she whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. The tears that she’d held back all day finally spilled over, hot and bitter. She didn’t wipe them away. 

 

The priest droned on in the background, talking ‘bout peace and forgiveness, but Jasmine wasn’t trying to hear none of that. There was no peace in her heart, no room for forgiveness. Only a burning need for revenge. The kind of revenge that would send a message to the entire damn city: Jasmine was not to be fucked with.

 

 

The walk back from the cemetery was long, the air thick with tension. Jasmine could feel it in the way people looked at her, the way they whispered when they thought she couldn’t hear. The Black Knights had crossed a line, and the whole hood was waiting to see what Jasmine would do about it.

 

She stopped at the corner store, the dingy little place where her mother used to send her for milk when she was just a kid. The memories stabbed at her, sharp and painful, but she pushed them down. She had work to do.

 

The store was packed with people, all of them pretending not to notice Jasmine as she walked in. The clerk behind the counter, an old man who’d known Miss Loretta for years, gave her a look that was equal parts pity and fear. He knew what was up. They all did.

 

Jasmine grabbed a bottle of Henny, the glass cool and solid in her hand, and slapped it on the counter. “Put it on my tab,” she said, her voice cold and hard as steel. The clerk nodded quickly, not daring to argue.

 

As she turned to leave, she spotted a familiar face lurking in the back of the store. Chris, one of the Black Knights’ enforcers, was watching her with a mix of curiosity and caution. He was a small-time thug, nothing special, but he was connected, and right now, Jasmine needed information.

 

She walked over to him, her steps slow and deliberate. Chris shifted nervously, glancing around like he was looking for an exit. “Chris,” Jasmine said, her voice low and dangerous. “You got somethin’ to say?”

 

Chris swallowed hard, his eyes darting around the store. “Jas, I ain’t got nothin’ to do with what happened to your moms. I swear,” he stammered, his voice shaky.

 

“I know you didn’t,” Jasmine replied, her tone icy. “But you know who did. And you gonna tell me, or I’mma make sure you regret it.”

 

Chris’s eyes widened in fear, and he quickly nodded. “Aight, aight. It was Killa Kev. They the ones who pulled the trigger. Word is, he was sendin’ a message.”

 

Jasmine’s blood ran cold, her fists clenching at her sides. Killa Kev was one of the Black Knights’ top hitters, a ruthless killer who didn’t give a damn about nothing but money and power. And now he was the target of Jasmine’s wrath.

 

“Where he at?” Jasmine demanded, her voice a low growl.

 

“Last I heard, he was layin’ low at his girl’s place over on 5th Street,” Chris answered quickly, eager to be rid of her.

 

Jasmine nodded, satisfied. “You ain’t seen me, Chris. Remember that.”

 

Without waiting for a response, Jasmine turned and walked out of the store, her mind already working out a plan. Killa Kev was gonna pay, and he was gonna pay in blood.

 

 

The sun had set by the time Jasmine made her way to 5th Street. The block was quiet, too quiet, and that made Jasmine’s nerves tingle. She moved through the shadows like a ghost, her steps silent as she approached the run-down apartment building where Killa Kev’s girl lived.

 

Jasmine had been around the block enough times to know how this game worked. Killa Kev wasn’t stupid—he’d have lookouts posted, and he’d be ready for trouble. But Jasmine had the element of surprise, and she was gonna use it.

 

She slipped around to the back of the building, her heart pounding in her chest. The fire escape was rusted and creaky, but Jasmine climbed it with ease, keeping her movements slow and deliberate. When she reached the third floor, she peered into the window, her eyes narrowing as she spotted Killa Kev inside, sitting on the couch with a blunt in one hand and his phone in the other.

 

Jasmine’s grip tightened on the piece tucked into her waistband. She took a deep breath, steadying herself, then slid the window open, slipping inside like a shadow. Killa Kev didn’t even hear her coming until it was too late.

 

“Kev,” Jasmine said, her voice cold and steady. He turned, his eyes widening in shock as he saw her standing there, gun in hand.

 

“Jas—” he started, but she didn’t let him finish. The shot rang out, deafening in the small room, and Killa Kev crumpled to the floor, blood pooling around him. Jasmine stared down at him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

 

It was done. But instead of feeling satisfied, Jasmine felt empty. The revenge she’d craved didn’t bring her the closure she’d hoped for. The anger was still there, burning hotter than ever.

 

She turned and left the apartment, her mind already racing with what came next. Killa Kev was just the beginning. The Black Knights had declared war, and Jasmine was gonna finish it

 

 

 

 


Chapter 2: The Call to Arms

 

The night was thick with the scent of rain and gunpowder as Jasmine made her way to the abandoned warehouse on the edge of town. It was their spot, a place where plans were made and blood oaths were sworn. The wind whipped through the broken windows, carrying the echoes of the city’s darkest corners. Jasmine’s mind was racing, every step she took echoing her resolve. The war had begun, and she needed to pull her people together.

 

Inside the warehouse, the dim light from a flickering bulb cast long shadows on the cracked concrete floors. Her crew was already there, a collection of hustlers, street soldiers, and hitters who had been with her through thick and thin. They were waiting for her, their eyes filled with a mix of respect and anticipation. Jasmine didn’t keep them waiting.

 

She walked into the center of the room, her presence commanding. The conversations stopped, and all eyes were on her. Marcus, her right-hand man, stood off to the side, his face as unreadable as ever. He was a big dude, the kind that didn’t need to say much to get his point across. He and Jasmine had been through hell together, and she knew she could trust him with her life.

 

“Alright, y’all,” Jasmine began, her voice low but carrying weight. “Y’all know what went down. Black Knights crossed a line they can’t come back from. They took my moms, and now we taking everything
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