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Disclaimer 

This work is a work of fiction. All characters, events, organizations, and settings are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictional manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

This story does not represent, speak for, or reflect the beliefs, teachings, or practices of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints or any other religious group. The depiction of religious elements in this book is purely fictional and used for storytelling purposes only. No disrespect is intended toward any faith, culture, or belief system.

Content & Trigger Warning 

This novel is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences.

Karma: The First Lady contains themes and content that may be distressing or triggering for some readers, including but not limited to:

• Emotional and psychological abuse

• Manipulation and coercive control

• Cult-like and high-control group dynamics

• Infidelity and betrayal

• Crime and criminal activity

• References to violence and death

• Sexual content and adult relationships

• Power imbalance in relationships

• Mental health themes

• Grief, loss, and trauma

Some scenes explore dark subject matter, morally complex characters, and unethical or harmful behavior. These elements are part of the story’s exploration of power, control, consequence, and survival—not an endorsement of such behavior.

Reader discretion is advised.

If you are sensitive to any of the topics listed above, please take care when choosing to continue. 
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Chapter One — The Prophecy

I was fourteen years old when I was introduced to Du’Shawn “Chief” Braxton. He was twenty-two years old, and he was hot as fish grease. I remember thinking age was nothing but a number. Shit, ain’t that what Aaliyah said in that song she had about R. Kelly?

It was hot as hell in July and I had just had my birthday. It was the summer before I started high school. Chief was short for a man, but taller than me, and that’s all that mattered. Damn, was he fine. Dark-skinned, long dreadlocks with gold tips, and golds in his mouth. The dreadlocks were styled in a big bun on top of his head. He was wearing a navy polo cardigan, a white button-up, and a tie with blue slacks on. On his feet, he wore some navy loafers with white trim around them. He was the kind of fine that made you forget your surroundings for a second. He looked like something out of a magazine. He had something about him I wasn’t accustomed to. He looked like he had money. Man, he really was just gorgeous as hell.

Shit fire, I had to catch myself because I was staring. “Close your mouth, girl, you’re going to start drooling,” I heard Brittany whisper beside me from her seat in the pew. This heifer, I swear, was always on my damn nerves. I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Did she not see what I saw? That man was so fine I could look at him all day long. This was coming from a girl who never had a boyfriend. Shit, that went for the both of us. Smart girls like us, who were in the Beta Club, didn’t get the privilege of talking to boys. Especially ones who looked like Mr. Chocolate over there.

We ended up here because my best friend Brittany and I had decided we were going to start going to church on Sundays. When I say we decided, I really mean me. I decided we were going to be going to church on Sundays. I felt like I always had to make all the decisions. Nevertheless, The Holiness Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints was the only one close enough to walk to, so that’s where we went. Either way, I was excited—hungry for something bigger than my block, bigger than my house, bigger than my name. Brittany was more of a skeptic, but she wasn’t about to let me go alone. That’s why I loved my bestie—she would always have my back. She hopped to it, met me at my house, and we walked together. She had on a cute little yellow dress with some flats. Me, I had on a green dress with some tall heels. My braids were freshly done and I was cute as shit if I do say so myself.

My home life wasn’t that good, and I just felt that God was the way. I used to hear my grandmother talk about how faith got her through a lot of hard times. When she died, I really had no one to care for me. I lived in the projects. My mother was worthless—a drunk. For the most part, I felt like I was her mother. She was in a bad way ever since my father was killed. Now, I would never celebrate anyone’s death, but I also didn’t mourn his death either. He was a horrible man who cheated on my mother and beat her up whenever he felt like it. I told myself that I would never be her.

Once we walked in, the church felt kind of heavy. Not light and spiritual like I expected. The sanctuary felt too quiet in some places. It was too loud in others. Everybody smiled too hard. They hugged too long. They were so overly friendly that it felt fake and creepy. The walls were lined with pictures of big families—matching outfits, too many kids to count, fathers standing in the middle like kings. It felt warm, but also like stepping into somebody else’s rules. Something about it sparked something in me. I was quite intrigued by all of this. I wanted to know what all this meant.

Then I saw him. As soon as we picked our seats, it was like God himself whispered to me to turn to the left. As I described, he was fine as frog hair. As soon as the service started, I heard the choir singing, there was music going, people shouting. Even with all of that going on I couldn’t keep my eyes off that fine chocolate man a few rows ahead of us. The preacher had stood up, the choir had stopped singing, and everyone seemed to be paying attention to him. However, I was so stuck on Mr. Chocolate, I didn’t even hear the preacher call out to me.

“Young lady in the green dress with the braids, stand up. I have a word from Christ.” Brittany nudged me hard. Shit, I looked up and realized the preacher was staring straight at me. I looked at Brittany and she shrugged up at me like girl I don’t know what to do. I recognized him as one of the men standing in the picture with all the children. Now my interest was really sparked. One, because what could he possibly want with me? Two, he going to say it now right here in front of everybody? Oh hell, did I do something wrong was all I could think because now everyone in the congregation was also staring at me. That included Mr. Sexy Chocolate Dreads.

My stomach was doing somersaults. Well, what was I supposed to do? I reckoned I had no other choice in the matter so I stood from my seat beside my best friend. “Now, I don’t normally do this,” he said, “but the Spirit told me to tell Du’Shawn Amari Braxton that this will be his first bride. His rock. His foundation.” Now what I couldn’t understand is why he had to tell me to stand in order to reveal this secret. I was shocked though. Was this really from God or did this man happen to witness how I was staring a hole into that man’s face? The church grew eerily quiet. I mean nothing stirred for at least two full minutes. Those few minutes felt like an eternity. Then came the flood of murmurs. A sea of wide toothy smiles. The loud boisterous amens.

All I could think while everyone else seemed happy was, first bride? What the heck does that even mean? My face burned. I still had not the slightest idea what that even meant, but the way people looked at me—like I’d already been chosen—made my skin prickle. I had goose pimples all over my arms now. Crazy part is, I didn’t know if my skin prickled because I was embarrassed, scared, or curious. Shit, we all know that old saying—curiosity killed the cat. And I was as good as dead. My ass was about to jump straight from the porch feet first. I was interested in all of this. I definitely thought that this could be it for me.

When service ended, Brittany was ready to peel out. She practically ran to the door as soon as the benediction was over. I could tell she wasn’t feeling it at all. Me? I wanted to stay around. Mainly because I wanted to meet my future husband. I also wanted to get more information. Something about it all felt important. Like I’d stepped into something already moving. I grabbed a pamphlet from the foyer and we headed for the stairs.

Soon as we stepped out into the hot summer heat I heard someone yelling, “Hey. Green dress. Green dress!” I saw a car rolling up and I heard the voice calling out from there. Brittany turned first, already irritated. “My friend is not interested.” I couldn’t even get my response out. I spun around like, girl, what? Willing her to shut the hell up and let me speak for myself. It was him, and he was so damn fine I could barely take it. I just knew this had to be a sign from God. “Let Miss Green Dress speak for herself, Afro,” he said, smiling. I tried not to laugh. Brittany rolled her eyes. She hated when men said anything about her afro. I thought it was cute on her.

“What’s your name, beautiful?” he asked, flashing his golds—and that deep dimple in his left cheek. I almost forgot my own damn name. I was just standing there looking lost like a deer in headlights. “Her name is Karma,” Brittany cut in, “and it’s a bitch. Good day, Mr. Too-Old-To-Be-Talking-To-Us.” He just chuckled. “Well, Ms. Karma and Ms. Karma’s friend... would you like a ride?”

I didn’t even have to think about that answer. I already knew I wanted to say yes. And Brittany, being Brittany, wasn’t about to let me get in a stranger’s car alone. She looked at me with warning in her eyes. She always acted like she was the mother out of our friend group, but especially with me. She was only a year older than me yet she acted like she had life all figured out. She was such a prude. This time though she didn’t give such a hard time, so I smiled at her and we hopped in.

His Benz was clean. It smelled amazing—like new car and leather. A small little hint of Black & Milds too, but it and he both smelled and looked like money. Although there was a hint of something else I couldn’t quite place my finger on. I just sat and admired it, trying not to seem too impressed or too overly naive. The leather felt so soft and comfortable. We dropped Brittany off first. She stayed a few blocks from me in a different set of housing projects. When she got out of the car she leaned back in close to me. “Text me when you get home,” she whispered. Then she looked at him. “Don’t be weird.” He smiled, letting out a slight chuckle. “Wouldn’t dream of it, Afro.”

As soon as she shut the door, the air felt different. I probably should have, but I didn’t feel alarmed or scared. I felt safe. I felt like I belonged with him, like he would protect me. Shit, I felt something I’d never felt before. I think I felt turned on. I was sure this was love at first sight that I was experiencing.

He drove for a while before speaking. I didn’t say anything when we drove in the opposite direction of my house. He told me that he worked in real estate development. Mostly commercial properties. He spoke on how he had a lot of investments. He worked with people who wanted investment properties or vacation properties. Things I really didn’t know too much about. He told me he made good money—but his family money was different. They had old money. I had absolutely no clue why he was telling me any of this but I was invested. I was just really wanting him to keep talking. I didn’t want this moment to end. To show my interest in his conversation I leaned over, placing my left elbow on the armrest, my chin resting on my palm. The entire time my gaze never leaving his sexy face.

“My parents left me a trust,” he said. “I can’t touch most of it until I marry my first wife.” First? There’s that strange little word again. Who says that when speaking about a wife? Does he plan to kill off his first wife for the insurance money? What is this he keeps speaking of? I guess he could see the confusion etched across my face because he answered my questions without them having to be asked out loud.

“There’s an order to things,” he added. “There’s a structure inside of the Mormon community. There’s an even tighter structure inside of the Mormon household. Some would say a type of hierarchy, if you will. You just keep coming back—the church teaches that. Learn the way of our faith. Family is built on obedience. It stands on loyalty. Lastly it thrives through alignment. Women should obey their husband, and the husband obeys God.”

He glanced at me, looking me up and down while licking his lips. Then he spoke sternly. “Some people will try to pull you away from your purpose. Family, sometimes even friends. They may think they’re looking out for your best interest, but they don’t know what’s best. God gives direction, and we must follow it. People who don’t understand will tell you it’s wrong. People will look at the lifestyle you’re called to be a part of and turn their nose at it. They’ll get in your head.”

I nodded, not realizing what he was really saying. “Brittany seems... loud. She’s all but angry and aggressive,” he said lightly. “She tries to come off as protective. She will always look as if she wants what’s best for you. The truth of the matter is that not everybody wants what’s best for you. She won’t approve. She will always be a hater, a blocker. She will not even pretend to be happy for you with this move if you decide to obey God. She will probably never get married. She will not be the one to listen to a husband.”

That was the first red flag. At least it should’ve been. I didn’t even see it. In my defense most young girls wouldn’t have. I was just so caught up in him that everything he said made sense. Taking in everything that he said I just leaned back against that soft leather seat and thought about how chosen felt a lot like special. How I couldn’t believe it was prophecy that I was to be wed to this fine Adonis of a man.

And all I wanted to do was be Mrs. Du’Shawn Amari Braxton.
Chapter Two- Becoming Mrs. Braxton  

Looking back on it now, I realize how green I was. I mean, damn—was I slow or nah? Like bitch what sense did any of this shit make you know? I have to laugh when I think about it, really, to keep from crying. My dumb ass should’ve questioned why on earth a big, fine, grown man would want me. I was in high school. I was skinny as shit, and where I did not think I was ugly, I certainly was no supermodel either. I don’t know what made me believe that that sexy chocolate man wanted my young inexperienced ass. 

Chief was so sweet. He started taking me out, spending money on me, treating me like I was something fragile and rare. That man treated me better than anyone else in my life has ever treated me before. I mean, I felt like a princess. I was Chief’s princess. He treated me like a prize. I was the only girl in high school being picked up in the car rider line by her man. I was wearing designer everything. One day after school, on a long weekend, he flew me out to Miami so we could go to the beach. He just whisked me away right after class. I didn’t even have to pack any bags.

Chief was patient in public. He taught me so much about how to be a lady. He showed me things I never imagined. I was introduced to fine dining. I didn’t know a lot about dating or being in certain social circles. He showed me how to dress and how to look classy. I was just a small town, sheltered little country girl from Clinton, North Carolina. He was extremely charming and personal in private, always reminding me I was different. He would always remind me of my calling. He never looked at any other woman when we were together. Always reminding me I was chosen. It was prophecy, after all.

I continued my study with the church. I quickly learned that in the church it was best to do as you were told. I observed a lot. Amongst the things in the church that I learned, I learned quickly that purity meant everything. A virgin girl was like gold around there. I learned that quick fast and in a hurry. It wasn’t just a rule—it was currency. Being a virgin was like having status. It was seen as proof of worth. the Bible talked about being virtuous and I guess that being a virgin was a part of that. And the way people looked at me when they talked about me being Chief’s first wife made it clear I was already being measured for a role. Honestly, a role I was going to fulfill to the best of my ability. I was not going to mess this up. I came from nothing. I was going to be the best Mrs Braxton to ever be one. This man was going to make me his first last and only. 

Once I turned eighteen, the path was already set. I lost a lot of friends along the way. I was already a nerd so I didn’t have an awful lot of friends to begin with so I was okay with I guess. My family on the other hand hurt. The didn’t really speak to me anymore they did not support my decisions. My  family basically thought that I was throwing my life away. They also thought that the Braxton’s were taking advantage of me. However, I just remembered what Chief said about people not understanding and wanting what’s best for me. I thought about what he said about Brittany being loud and angry. She really didn’t support me at all but she still continued to be my friend and kick it with me. She told me that there was nothing that would stop us from being friends and I believed her. Thats why this shit just hurt me so bad when I asked her about
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