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    For the broken girls who loved too hard, fought too long, and survived anyway.This one's for you. 🖤

      

    



  	
        
            
            "They tried to bury me.They forgot I was the seed."
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​Chapter 1
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​Tatted in His Name, Shackled in His Game

The tattoo gun buzzed low and steady, like a broke-down engine coughing its last breath.
Kia bit down on her lip, tasting blood and bad decisions as the needle kissed the soft skin on her upper thigh. The ink burned, but it wasn’t shit compared to the fire this nigga had already lit inside her.
"Forever, right?" he murmured against her ear, voice low, thick with promises she knew she shouldn’t believe but craved like a fiend.
"Forever," she whispered back, even though somewhere deep — past the gold-digging dreams and trap-house lullabies — a small voice screamed lie.
Saint grinned that devil’s grin, the one that made her drop her guard and her panties with the same stupid quickness. His hand slid up her other thigh, rough fingers tracing old bruises he ain’t never apologized for. She should’ve flinched. Should’ve pulled away. But she only spread her legs wider, inviting the pain, baptizing herself in it.

The artist, some shaky-handed bitch Saint called "Lil Bro," wiped the blood with an old rag and kept working like he ain't see the real story playing out right there in front of him — a bitch loving a motherfucker who was built to destroy her.

"Shit```’s almost done," Lil Bro mumbled, eyes bouncing between the needle and Kia’s curves.

Saint laughed, low and wicked, one hand now resting heavy on her neck, fingers tapping against her pulse like he owned it. Maybe he did. She ain't sure no more where she ended and he began. Somewhere between the late-night licks, the fucked up fights, and the moans muffled by motel pillows, she lost herself — handed over her soul like it ain’t cost shit.

She thought about Mama then. About how she used to say, "Baby, love ain’t supposed to hurt like that."
Mama ain’t know shit about the streets though. Ain’t know how a nigga could make you feel like the only bitch alive — then leave you out here to drown in his dirt.
The buzzing stopped. Kia blinked, dragged herself back into the room.

Lil Bro leaned back, proud and sweaty, wiping the final smear of blood away.
The name spelled out in thick black letters: SAINT — bold, jagged, forever.
Saint kissed the ink like he blessed it, his tongue hot against her skin, making her shiver from the inside out.

"Now you mine," he said, smiling like he ain’t just branded her like property.

She wanted to believe it meant something. Wanted to believe it was love, not chains.
But outside, the block whispered different.
Hes smirking when she walked by.
Nigga```s chuckling low when Saint pulled up with her riding shotgun.
The whole city knew — forever don't mean forever in the trap. Forever mean ‘til the next bitch. ‘Til the next body drop. ‘Til the next bag call.
Still... she smiled for him. Let him lift her up and lay her across the cracked leather couch, sliding his dick into her raw and rough, her new ink burning under his grip.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and held on tight — to the lie, to the love, to the pain.
Because in the game they played, even a broken "forever" was better than being alone.

At least for now.
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​Gucci Bags, Dirty Cash, and a Heart Full of Hope

The Gucci bag sat on the stained mattress like a trophy, gleaming under the busted ceiling fan light.
Soft leather. Gold chain straps. Tags still dangling. Smelling like new money and bad choices.
Kia touched it like it might disappear if she wasn’t careful, fingers trembling.
This shit right here — this was what love was supposed to look like, right?
Not flowers. Not poems. Fuck all that fairy tale shit.
In the trap, a man showed love by putting you in designer, keeping your hair laid and your nails drippin’. If your pussy stayed wet and your loyalty stayed solid, he made sure you stayed laced.
Saint sprawled out on the edge of the bed, counting a brick-thick stack of bloody blue hundreds, a black Glock resting easy beside him like a loyal friend.
He didn’t look at her when he spoke — he ain’t need to.
"That’s yours, Kia," he said, voice flat but heavy with that quiet authority that made her knees weak and her mind go dumb. "You earned that."

She wanted to ask — Earned how?
Whose blood dried on those bills?
Which bitch had to die or cry or both so she could strut down 43rd in some shit she couldn’t even pronounce right?
But she ain't ask.
Not her place. Not if she wanted to stay Saint’s number one.
In the streets, a bitch ain’t supposed to know too much. Just stay pretty, stay down, stay blind.
She slid the bag up onto her lap, pressing it against her chest like it could shield her from the cold creeping into her bones.

"This all just hustlin'," she whispered, more to herself than him.
"Yeah," Saint said, finally glancing over at her with those dead eyes that once made her believe in forever. "Just hustlin’, baby."
But the streets was whisperin’ different.
The block was hotter than hell after that messy daylight shootout two corners over.
Three bodies dropped, one of 'em a baby boy caught in the crossfire.
The feds breathing down necks.
Ops circling like wolves smelling blood.
This wasn't just hustlin’. This was hell.

Still, Kia smiled. Flashed her white teeth and giggled low, like she ain’t hear the sirens screaming in her soul.
She stood up, slinging the Gucci over her shoulder, doing a slow twirl like a runway model from a dream she stopped dreaming a long time ago.
"You like it?" she asked, voice sugar-sweet, fake as fuck.

Saint smirked, reaching for her with one bloodstained hand. "Yeah, I like everything 'bout you, bitch."

And just like that, her doubts melted like ice cubes in the hood heat.
Because when you loved a nigga like Saint, you had to choose —
Hope or survival.
Dreams or dirty money.
Love or life.
Kia chose him.
Chose the bag.
Chose the lie.
And when he pulled her down onto the mattress, rough hands yanking her thighs open, she told herself again — louder this time, drowning out the sirens, the screams, the sobs in her chest —

"It’s just hustlin’."

Even as his dick slid deep, even as the blood on the money stained her sheets,
Even as her heart cracked wide open, leaking out every hope she ever had.
"It’s just hustlin’."

Right?
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