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    To every woman who was told she'd never survive without him—Look at you now.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some queens wear gold.The real ones wear scars."
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​Chapter 1 – The Setup
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Smoke curled in the air like whispers of death. The underground spot smelled like sweat, liquor, and bad decisions. Card tables lined the room like altars, each one a battleground where men lost they rent money and women lost they fuckin’ dignity. Sade sat in the center of it all—cool, collected, and deadly in her silence.

She wasn’t no regular dealer. Nah. She was the dealer.

Tank, a heavyset motherfucker with gold fronts and too many rings, slammed his hand on the felt table. “Nah, fuck that! That ain’t no full house. This bitch cheatin’!”

The room got quiet.

Sade didn’t flinch. She raised one brow, slow and cold. “Say that shit again.”

Tank stood up, knocking over his chair. His boys started shifting behind him, hands sliding too close to waistbands. Sade moved just as smooth, slid her hand to the small of her back and pulled out her piece. Chrome and cold.

“Last motherfuckin’ warning, Tank,” she said, standing now, her black crop top clinging to her body like second skin. “Ain’t nobody cheatin’. You just got a loser’s hand and a fucked-up attitude.”

One of Tank’s boys took a step forward.

Sade cocked the gun.

Nobody moved after that.

From behind her, Keke spoke up, cool as iced vodka. “Damn shame. Big nigga like you cryin’ over a couple thou. You need a refund on them fake diamonds, pussy.”

Laughter rippled across the room.

Tank growled, but sat his ass back down.

Sade leaned forward, slapped a fresh deck on the table. “We dealin’ or we done, bitches?”

Nobody said shit.

The game resumed.

[image: image]

After an hour, the tension eased. Chips stacked. Liquor poured. Guns tucked back in place. But Sade’s eyes never left the room. She clocked everything. The way the new kid at the bar kept watchin’ her. The subtle handoff between two Dominican hitters in the corner. The itch she felt at the back of her neck—like something bad was already breathing down her spine.

She finished the last hand, pulled her cut—five large in untraceable bills—and stood.

“Y’all know the rules,” she said. “No receipts. No repeats. What happen in this room stays in this room. Anybody violates... you meet the same fate as the fool who crossed me last month.”

She held up the Ace of Spades card. Bloodstained. Creased at the corner.

“I keep this as a souvenir,” she said, eyes hard as steel. “Next bitch who wanna test me? I’ll add your name to the deck.”

Nobody laughed this time.

Sade turned, hips swinging, pistol still hot on her thigh.

And just like that... the queen left the table.
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​Chapter 2 – Ace in Her Bra
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Sade walked through the alley like she owned it. Her boots echoed off the wet concrete, stepping over broken bottles and discarded lives. The city never slept—but it sure as hell overdosed.

She lit a blunt and kept her eyes moving.

This side of East Liberty was cold, cracked, and ready to snap. Neon signs blinked like dying hearts, and sirens sang lullabies in the distance. But Sade wasn’t scared of no damn ghetto symphony.

Tucked inside her black lace bra was the Ace of Spades—creased, blood-smeared, and holy. A reminder. A warning. A memory that still made her clench her jaw whenever it brushed against her skin.

“Yo, Queen!” a voice called.

She turned.

Monae strutted across the street, thighs out, face beat, and eyes wild. Ex-stripper turned ride-or-die. She had a Glock in her clutch and a tongue sharper than a straight razor.

“Shit got thick in there?” Monae asked, puffin’ a Newport.

“Tank tried me,” Sade said. “Had to remind that fat fuck who runs the room.”

Monae laughed. “Bet his balls still in his stomach.”

They walked side by side toward the whip—Sade’s matte black Charger, sittin’ pretty like death on wheels.

“You gon’ tell me what’s with that card?” Monae asked. “You keep that shit like it’s sacred.”

Sade paused. The memory hit her raw—Zay’s face. The betrayal. The fuckin’ lie he whispered when he thought she wouldn’t hear: “She ain’t built for this life.”

“He gave it to me,” she said.

“Zay?”

Sade nodded once. “The night I put two in his chest.”

Monae blinked. “Fuck. You serious?”

“I loved him,” Sade said, voice low. “But he crossed me. Set me up for a trap and thought a kiss could cover the blood.”

“Shiiiit.”

Sade opened the door. “Now I keep it close. Just in case I forget what happens when you let your heart do the thinking.”

Monae slid into the passenger seat. “Bitch, you cold.”

Sade smirked, engine rumbling to life. “Cold keeps you alive.”

As they pulled off, her phone buzzed. Message from an unknown number:


“We need to talk. I got work, real paper. Meet me tonight. Alone.” – R.


Sade stared at it.

Rico.

The motherfucker was back.
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​Chapter 3 – Enter the Plug
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Sade pulled up to the Velvet Room in all black—tight jeans, leather jacket, and that same death-in-her-eyes look that made niggas back up and hes sit up straight. Her Glock sat snug on her hip, and that Ace of Spades card was pressed between her breast and her heartbeat.

The club was high-end trap chic—champagne with gunpowder on the rim. Girls with BBLs and fake lashes longer than their records, and dealers tryna look like rappers. Rico owned it. Ran it. Flooded it.

She walked through the red-lit hallway like it was hers.

Security didn’t touch her. They already knew.

Upstairs in the VIP, Rico sat in a velvet booth with two bitches in swimsuits and zero class. He looked up as she approached—and grinned. Diamond grill flashing. Designer shades. Black curls tied back. Pretty, yes—but don’t get it fucked up. Rico was poison in a silk bottle.

“Sade,” he said, standing. “My Ace.”

“Cut the shit, Rico.”

The two hoes got ghost real quick.

Rico poured her a drink. “You still drink Henny straight?”

“I still shoot motherfuckers who lie to me.”

He laughed like she was funny. She wasn’t.

“Look, I ain’t hit you to play, ma. I got moves. Big ones. And I need someone with your... skill set.”

She sipped. “What kind of moves?”

Rico leaned in, lowered his voice.

“G packs. Eight kilos just touched down. New route through the Carolinas. Clean. No cops, no heat. I














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SPAD I?S‘

_SHE PLAYED TO KILL
™~





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





